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<blockquote><p>Fandom: <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/tags/Our%20Flag%20Means%20Death%20(TV)" target="_blank">Our Flag Means Death (TV)</a><br/>Rating: Explicit<br/>Warnings: No Archive Warnings Apply<br/>Relationships: Blackbeard | Edward Teach/Stede Bonnet/Israel Hands, Blackbeard | Edward Teach/Stede Bonnet, Stede Bonnet/Israel Hands, Blackbeard | Edward Teach/Israel Hands<br/></p><p>“<i>Be a good boy, Izzy,” Bonnet says, “and stay.”<br/> So Izzy stays. Stays like a fucking dog on the floor, kneeling on a throw cushion like a pampered fucking poodle.</i></p>


<p>Ed/Stede/Izzy threesome where Izzy has to be a good puppy and sit and watch.</p></blockquote>
now I’m ready to feel your hand (and lose my heart on the burning sands) - second_hand_heaven - Our Flag Means Death (TV) [Archive of Our Own]
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fight everything twice - sictransitgloriamundi - High Noon (1952) [Archive of Our Own]
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<blockquote><p>Hi there! Are you looking for not only proofreading your novel, but also fully editing and formatting to publishable standards? Then you’ve come to the right place!</p><p>Starting from 5$ to 25$ I will proofread your novel and give it the best shine it deserves. I’m a med student who has taken up freelancing work, and I have experience editing plays, short stories, and novels.</p><p>Contact me if you’re interested!</p></blockquote>
Saethefairy: I will edit your novel and make it publishable with vellum for $5 on fiverr.com
https://www.fiverr.com/share/kbvZlA
Body: 
Tags: writing process, reference

Post id: 683252888055742464
Date: 2022-05-03 17:58:50 GMT
Post url: https://calicojackofficial.tumblr.com/post/683252888055742464/etch-your-kiss-beneath-my-skin
Slug: etch-your-kiss-beneath-my-skin
Reblog key: LOCyvpPb
Reblog url: https://second-hand-heaven.tumblr.com/post/683234489886031873/etch-your-kiss-beneath-my-skin
Reblog name: second-hand-heaven
Link: <p><a href="https://second-hand-heaven.tumblr.com/post/683234489886031873/etch-your-kiss-beneath-my-skin" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">second-hand-heaven</a>:</p><blockquote><p>Chapters: 1/1<br/>Fandom: <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/tags/Our%20Flag%20Means%20Death%20(TV)" target="_blank">Our Flag Means Death (TV)</a><br/>Rating: Explicit<br/>Warnings: No Archive Warnings Apply<br/>Relationships: Blackbeard | Edward Teach/Stede Bonnet/Israel Hands<br/>Series: Part 2 of <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/series/2890890" target="_blank">x marks the spot</a><i><br/></i></p><p><i>“Are you sure you want me here for this?” Ed asks Izzy.<br/></i></p><p><i>“But of course,” Bonnet answers for him. “I need someone to hold him down.”</i></p><p><i>Izzy stops breathing, if only for a second. </i></p><p>Sequel to ‘cross your heart and make it mine’</p></blockquote>
etch your kiss beneath my skin - second_hand_heaven - Our Flag Means Death (TV) [Archive of Our Own]
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Link: <p><a href="https://suzirya.tumblr.com/post/667517815255891968/online-trolls-actually-just-assholes-all-the-time" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">suzirya</a>:</p><blockquote><p><a href="https://jumpingjacktrash.tumblr.com/post/660795534558281728/online-trolls-actually-just-assholes-all-the-time" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">jumpingjacktrash</a>:</p><blockquote><p>some people are reacting to this with “in other news, water is wet” and the like. but not only is it always valuable to have actual scientific data even for things we think are obvious – be real, y’all didn’t really know this for sure. we’ve all seen that comic about how anonymity turns normal people into raging dickbags.</p><p>but it ain’t so, and these folks did the science to prove it. irl jerks are online jerks and vice versa. <br/></p><p>if there’s any action item we can take away from this, i reckon it’s that if somebody’s a button-mashing blowhard on the internet, it’s statistically likely they’re a lifestyle idiot, and there’s no point trying to talk them around. delete, block, shunnnnn.<br/></p></blockquote>


<blockquote class="npf_indented" data-npf='{"subtype":"indented"}'>Bor told Engineering &amp; Technology that the results supported stricter enforcement of rules against hate speech, as it is “not born out of ignorance” and aggressive people are fully aware of how disruptive and harmful their actions are. </blockquote><p>The entire article is fascinating but this really stuck with me </p></blockquote>
Online Trolls Actually Just Assholes All the Time, Study Finds
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Link: <p><a href="https://second-hand-heaven.tumblr.com/post/682499346887000064/cross-your-heart-and-make-it-mine" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">second-hand-heaven</a>:</p><blockquote><p><a href="https://calicojackofficial.tumblr.com/post/682497954193506304/cross-your-heart-and-make-it-mine" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calicojackofficial</a>:</p><blockquote><p><a href="https://second-hand-heaven.tumblr.com/post/682497517804552192/cross-your-heart-and-make-it-mine" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">second-hand-heaven</a>:</p><blockquote><p><a href="https://second-hand-heaven.tumblr.com/post/680953509835833344/cross-your-heart-and-make-it-mine" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">second-hand-heaven</a>:</p>

<blockquote><p>Chapters: 1/1<br/>Fandom: <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/tags/Our%20Flag%20Means%20Death%20(TV)" target="_blank">Our Flag Means Death (TV)</a><br/>Rating: Explicit<br/>Warnings: No Archive Warnings Apply<br/>Relationships: Stede Bonnet/Israel Hands, Blackbeard | Edward Teach/Stede Bonnet/Israel Hands<br/>Characters: Stede Bonnet, Israel Hands</p><p><i>”I’ve just been admiring your tattoos,” Bonnet admits, “especially this one. X marks the spot,“ he jokes, his thumb brushing the small tattoo just beneath his eye. Bonnet leans in, then, presses a chaste kiss to the same spot.<br/></i></p>
<p><i>Izzy stops breathing, if only for a second.</i></p>

<p>In which Izzy enjoys a soft morning with Stede.</p></blockquote>


<p>if i were to make a sequel to this, is there a preference between all out horniness or extravagant softness? i’m at an impasse</p></blockquote>
<p>por que no los dos?</p></blockquote>
<p>will do my best, but rn it’s a battle between balancing ‘mean-horny enough to make me full-body blush’ and &lsquo;softsoftsoft oh whoops izzy’s crying fuck’ and i’m in a Predicament </p></blockquote>
<p>this is precisely what chapters were invented for</p>
cross your heart and make it mine - second_hand_heaven - Our Flag Means Death (TV) [Archive of Our Own]
https://archiveofourown.org/works/38243179
Body: 
Tags: 

Post id: 682497954193506304
Date: 2022-04-25 09:59:29 GMT
Post url: https://calicojackofficial.tumblr.com/post/682497954193506304/cross-your-heart-and-make-it-mine
Slug: cross-your-heart-and-make-it-mine
Reblog key: CwhzoK9J
Reblog url: https://second-hand-heaven.tumblr.com/post/682497517804552192/cross-your-heart-and-make-it-mine
Reblog name: second-hand-heaven
Link: <p><a href="https://second-hand-heaven.tumblr.com/post/682497517804552192/cross-your-heart-and-make-it-mine" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">second-hand-heaven</a>:</p><blockquote><p><a href="https://second-hand-heaven.tumblr.com/post/680953509835833344/cross-your-heart-and-make-it-mine" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">second-hand-heaven</a>:</p>

<blockquote><p>Chapters: 1/1<br/>Fandom: <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/tags/Our%20Flag%20Means%20Death%20(TV)" target="_blank">Our Flag Means Death (TV)</a><br/>Rating: Explicit<br/>Warnings: No Archive Warnings Apply<br/>Relationships: Stede Bonnet/Israel Hands, Blackbeard | Edward Teach/Stede Bonnet/Israel Hands<br/>Characters: Stede Bonnet, Israel Hands</p><p><i>”I’ve just been admiring your tattoos,” Bonnet admits, “especially this one. X marks the spot,“ he jokes, his thumb brushing the small tattoo just beneath his eye. Bonnet leans in, then, presses a chaste kiss to the same spot.<br/></i></p>
<p><i>Izzy stops breathing, if only for a second.</i></p>

<p>In which Izzy enjoys a soft morning with Stede.</p></blockquote>


<p>if i were to make a sequel to this, is there a preference between all out horniness or extravagant softness? i’m at an impasse</p></blockquote>
<p>por que no los dos?</p>
cross your heart and make it mine - second_hand_heaven - Our Flag Means Death (TV) [Archive of Our Own]
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Link: <p><a href="https://second-hand-heaven.tumblr.com/post/682098657480278016/now-im-ready-to-feel-your-hand-and-lose-my-heart" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">second-hand-heaven</a>:</p><blockquote><p>Fandom: <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/tags/Our%20Flag%20Means%20Death%20(TV)" target="_blank">Our Flag Means Death (TV)</a><br/>Rating: Explicit<br/>Warnings: No Archive Warnings Apply<br/>Relationships: Blackbeard | Edward Teach/Stede Bonnet/Israel Hands, Blackbeard | Edward Teach/Stede Bonnet, Stede Bonnet/Israel Hands, Blackbeard | Edward Teach/Israel Hands<br/></p><p>“<i>Be a good boy, Izzy,” Bonnet says, “and stay.”<br/> So Izzy stays. Stays like a fucking dog on the floor, kneeling on a throw cushion like a pampered fucking poodle.</i></p>


<p>Ed/Stede/Izzy threesome where Izzy has to be a good puppy and sit and watch.</p></blockquote>
now I’m ready to feel your hand (and lose my heart on the burning sands) - second_hand_heaven - Our Flag Means Death (TV) [Archive of Our Own]
https://archiveofourown.org/works/38511487
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Link: <p><a href="https://second-hand-heaven.tumblr.com/post/682098657480278016/now-im-ready-to-feel-your-hand-and-lose-my-heart" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">second-hand-heaven</a>:</p><blockquote><p>Fandom: <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/tags/Our%20Flag%20Means%20Death%20(TV)" target="_blank">Our Flag Means Death (TV)</a><br/>Rating: Explicit<br/>Warnings: No Archive Warnings Apply<br/>Relationships: Blackbeard | Edward Teach/Stede Bonnet/Israel Hands, Blackbeard | Edward Teach/Stede Bonnet, Stede Bonnet/Israel Hands, Blackbeard | Edward Teach/Israel Hands<br/></p><p>“<i>Be a good boy, Izzy,” Bonnet says, “and stay.”<br/> So Izzy stays. Stays like a fucking dog on the floor, kneeling on a throw cushion like a pampered fucking poodle.</i></p>


<p>Ed/Stede/Izzy threesome where Izzy has to be a good puppy and sit and watch.</p></blockquote>
now I’m ready to feel your hand (and lose my heart on the burning sands) - second_hand_heaven - Our Flag Means Death (TV) [Archive of Our Own]
https://archiveofourown.org/works/38511487
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Link: <p><a href="https://girlfriendsofthegalaxy.tumblr.com/post/681117958504939520/fight-everything-twice-sictransitgloriamundi" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">girlfriendsofthegalaxy</a>:</p><blockquote><figure data-orig-width="540" data-orig-height="428" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/80dc7679a509308bac87ec2656760c44/30e2304f9ed50538-d6/s540x810/2cee61311bb04ad85227d8a3ab054e8c61da0784.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="540" data-orig-height="428"/></figure><p>Double drabble fix-it alternate ending inspired by this incredible promo shot</p></blockquote>
fight everything twice - sictransitgloriamundi - High Noon (1952) [Archive of Our Own]
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<blockquote><p>Chapters: 1/1<br/>Fandom: <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/tags/Our%20Flag%20Means%20Death%20(TV)" target="_blank">Our Flag Means Death (TV)</a><br/>Rating: Explicit<br/>Warnings: No Archive Warnings Apply<br/>Relationships: Stede Bonnet/Israel Hands, Blackbeard | Edward Teach/Stede Bonnet/Israel Hands<br/>Characters: Stede Bonnet, Israel Hands</p><p><i>”I’ve just been admiring your tattoos,” Bonnet admits, “especially this one. X marks the spot,“ he jokes, his thumb brushing the small tattoo just beneath his eye. Bonnet leans in, then, presses a chaste kiss to the same spot.<br/></i></p>
<p><i>Izzy stops breathing, if only for a second.</i></p>

<p>In which Izzy enjoys a soft morning with Stede.</p></blockquote>
cross your heart and make it mine - second_hand_heaven - Our Flag Means Death (TV) [Archive of Our Own]
https://archiveofourown.org/works/38243179
Body: 
Tags: to read, ofmd, fic rec

Post id: 680473450200121344
Date: 2022-04-03 01:40:52 GMT
Post url: https://calicojackofficial.tumblr.com/post/680473450200121344/the-kids-online-safety-act-is-a-heavy-handed-plan
Slug: the-kids-online-safety-act-is-a-heavy-handed-plan
Reblog key: LoO92RqC
Reblog url: https://piyo-13.tumblr.com/post/680464529285611520/the-kids-online-safety-act-is-a-heavy-handed-plan
Reblog name: piyo-13
Link: <p><a href="https://titleknown.tumblr.com/post/679932613646073856/the-kids-online-safety-act-is-a-heavy-handed-plan" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">titleknown</a>:</p><blockquote><p>Because, god knows when it rains it pours, there’s yet <i>another </i>horrible internet bill on the table, and it is a doozy! </p><p>It’s called the Kids Online Safety Act and it’s basically designed to force internet companies to mandate ID for website logins, destroy websites with any <i>hint</i> of a kid looking at things they aren’t supposed to (With an extremely broad definition of “what they aren’t supposed to”), force companies to send data “for study” to the government (IE, spy on kids) force them to use an age-verification system that will likely include mandatory government ID checks, and put on mandatory parental controls cranked up to high by default for parents to spy on their kids!</p><p>Now, this is a nightmare for several reasons. The mandated ID checks are horrifying and intrusive violation of privacy for adults and the young alike, in a way that screws over queer sex workers <i>especially</i>, and the increased liability for websites will lead to truly <i>biblical </i>purges of NSFW content, but there’s another big one:</p><p><i>This bill will lead to kids getting abused and killed.</i></p><p>Like, imagine that parental spying being used on queer or mentally ill teens. Imagine the definition of “not okay for minors” being expanded by, like say, the transphobic push in Texas or Florida’s Don’t Say Gay bill. You see where this goes.</p><p>Now, this is before the <b> Senate Committee on Commerce, Science, and Transportation, </b>who’s members are:</p><ul><li><a href="https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Maria_Cantwell" title="Maria Cantwell" target="_blank">Maria Cantwell</a>, Washington, <i>Chair</i></li>
<li><a href="https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Amy_Klobuchar" title="Amy Klobuchar" target="_blank">Amy Klobuchar</a>, Minnesota</li>
<li><a href="https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Richard_Blumenthal" title="Richard Blumenthal" target="_blank">Richard Blumenthal</a>, Connecticut</li>
<li><a href="https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Brian_Schatz" title="Brian Schatz" target="_blank">Brian Schatz</a>, Hawaii</li>
<li><a href="https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Ed_Markey" title="Ed Markey" target="_blank">Ed Markey</a>, Massachusetts</li>
<li><a href="https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Gary_Peters" title="Gary Peters" target="_blank">Gary Peters</a>, Michigan</li>
<li><a href="https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Tammy_Baldwin" title="Tammy Baldwin" target="_blank">Tammy Baldwin</a>, Wisconsin</li>
<li><a href="https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Tammy_Duckworth" title="Tammy Duckworth" target="_blank">Tammy Duckworth</a>, Illinois</li>
<li><a href="https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Jon_Tester" title="Jon Tester" target="_blank">Jon Tester</a>, Montana</li>
<li><a href="https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Kyrsten_Sinema" title="Kyrsten Sinema" target="_blank">Kyrsten Sinema</a>, Arizona (Unfortunately)<br/></li>
<li><a href="https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Jacky_Rosen" title="Jacky Rosen" target="_blank">Jacky Rosen</a>, Nevada</li>
<li><a href="https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Ben_Ray_Luj%C3%A1n" title="Ben Ray Luján" target="_blank">Ben Ray Luján</a>, New Mexico</li>
<li><a href="https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/John_Hickenlooper" title="John Hickenlooper" target="_blank">John Hickenlooper</a>, Colorado</li>
<li><a href="https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Raphael_Warnock" title="Raphael Warnock" target="_blank">Raphael Warnock</a>, Georgia</li><li><a href="https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Roger_Wicker" title="Roger Wicker" target="_blank">Roger Wicker</a>, Mississippi, <i>Ranking Member</i></li><li><a href="https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/John_Thune" title="John Thune" target="_blank">John Thune</a>, South Dakota </li><li><a href="https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Roy_Blunt" title="Roy Blunt" target="_blank">Roy Blunt</a>, Missouri </li><li><a href="https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Ted_Cruz" title="Ted Cruz" target="_blank">Ted Cruz</a>, Texas (Ugh)</li><li><a href="https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Deb_Fischer" title="Deb Fischer" target="_blank">Deb Fischer</a>, Nebraska </li><li><a href="https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Jerry_Moran" title="Jerry Moran" target="_blank">Jerry Moran</a>, Kansas </li><li><a href="https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Dan_Sullivan_(U.S._senator)" title="Dan Sullivan (U.S. senator)" target="_blank">Dan Sullivan</a>, Alaska </li><li><a href="https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Marsha_Blackburn" title="Marsha Blackburn" target="_blank">Marsha Blackburn</a>, Tennessee </li><li><a href="https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Mike_Lee_(American_politician)" title="Mike Lee (American politician)" target="_blank">Mike Lee</a>, Utah </li><li><a href="https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Ron_Johnson_(Wisconsin_politician)" title="Ron Johnson (Wisconsin politician)" target="_blank">Ron Johnson</a>, Wisconsin </li><li><a href="https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Shelley_Moore_Capito" title="Shelley Moore Capito" target="_blank">Shelley Moore Capito</a>, West Virginia </li><li><a href="https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Todd_Young" title="Todd Young" target="_blank">Todd Young</a>, Indiana </li><li><a href="https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Rick_Scott" title="Rick Scott" target="_blank">Rick Scott</a>, Florida </li><li><a href="https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Cynthia_Lummis" title="Cynthia Lummis" target="_blank">Cynthia Lummis</a>, Wyoming<br/></li></ul><p><a href="https://www.senate.gov/senators/" target="_blank">You can find their contact info here</a>, and if they’re a part of your state, <i>contact them and tell them this bill is a spying bill that will kill children, it needs to die. </i><br/></p><p>But, even in other state, contact your sentators <i>any way you can</i>, and tell them this is a bad bill, and if it gets out of committee, it needs to <i>die</i>. <br/></p><p>Tell your friends IRL to do it too either way, because they measure this shit in terms of how <i>many </i>messages they get, and so we need to <i>flood </i>their offices, and this goes for <a href="https://titleknown.tumblr.com/post/676399320214503424/the-earn-it-act-would-give-criminal-defendants-a" target="_blank">the other bad</a> <a href="https://titleknown.tumblr.com/post/679482646467887104/the-new-filter-mandate-bill-is-an-unmitigated" target="_blank">internet bills</a> I’ve talked about too.<br/></p><p>Again, deeply fatigued by all the godawful internet bills, but this is a goddamn war, and nobody ever won a war by giving up…<br/></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/664262963701628928/the-whole-being-dead-thing-shaneryansara" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>“You want those breathers flushed out of here, I’m your guy. I’m the universe’s one and only bio-exorcist.” He flicks out two fingers towards Shane, between which he’s holding a very tiny piece of paper. Shane takes it, to be polite, and as he touches it it grows into a full size business card.<br/></p><p>“Beetlejuice,” Shane reads aloud doubtfully. “Beetlejuice, Beetlejuice.”</p><p>The little man cackles like a witch, with his tongue held fully out of his mouth, gleefully shaking two shakas.</p><p>(a shyanara fusion taking parts from both Beetlejuice (1988) and Beetlejuice: The Musical)</p><blockquote><p>Shane and Sara promised to die together on a sunny autumn afternoon in front of a small gathering of their closest friends, and they meant it too. They just hadn’t expected to be keeping that particular vow so soon.</p><p>The first year of their marriage is perfectly lovely, just as the rest of their relationship has been. They don’t have any fights, and they make love at least every week, and they buy a nice fixer-upper at the top of a steep hill that discourages everyone except Girl Scouts from dropping by. They’ve hit every step on their ten year plans, culminating in their peaceful stay-at-home honeymoon.</p><p>The next ten years, Shane knows, will be just as easy and simple. The milestones are already laid out, more or less the same for everyone like Shane and Sara, all they have to do is commit to reaching them. Shane isn’t nervous about any of it. He knows he can do anything with Sara by his side, and he’s happy to give her anything she wants. Despite that, he can never seem to get himself to offer up the next step. Sara is still on birth control, and she never tells him not to put on a condom so he always does. It’s not that Shane doesn’t want a baby! Of course he does! Sara would make a great mom. It’s just that it’s her body, so he’ll leave it to her to decide when it’s time. The relief every time she doesn’t is just- He’s glad he’s being a good feminist, that’s all.</p><p>They each have one weird hobby. Sara paints mystical creatures, cryptids and stuff. She’s incredibly talented, but it’s a little silly and she’s embarrassed. Shane makes shadowboxes of butterflies. He likes how he can take something so mundane and arrange it so that it becomes fantastical. Restoring any damage and placing the specimen just-so to look like it’s floating inside the box, somehow it’s almost like bringing it back to life. That’s embarrassing too because it’s utterly preposterous. They keep their hobbies up in the attic. Not that there’s ever visitors to gawk and get the wrong idea, but the rest of their house is normal; the weird stuff just doesn’t belong there.</p><p>It’s the second week of their second year of marriage when the accident happens. Shane has just gotten off the phone with his mother, who had asked yet again when Shane would be giving her a new grandbaby, and reminded him yet again that Scott has already delivered two. Shane had side-stepped the question as long as he could before eventually giving up and claiming to have something urgent to attend to so that he could end the call. Shane would feel guilty if he told her that the baby thing is all up to Sara, though he’s not sure why. His mother would never be passive aggressive about it, he knows. And how else can he explain why they’re still waiting? It just sort of seems like one of those things you’re not supposed to say out loud.</p><p>Shane heads up the stairs in something of a hurry. He’s got a half complete shadowbox up there waiting for him and it will be nice to sink into working on it after the uncomfortable phone call. He gets part way up the narrow staircase to the attic before almost running right into Sara on her way down. They giggle at each other, and Shane touches her waist. She’s wearing one of her favorite dresses, pale pink and long-sleeved with a subtle ruffle down the front. The sleeves are rolled up and there’s a smear of neon green at her temple.</p><p>“What spook have you summoned this time?” Shane asks, gently teasing. Sara’s paintings are always so unique and haunting, and Shane loves them. He kind of wishes they could have them downstairs, up on the walls. Once they’re fully dry and won’t get messed up, Sara puts them away, and Shane never gets as much time as he’d like to look at them. So he tries to encourage her. Painting is much less weird than meticulously pinning dead insects to light absorbant boards anyway.</p><p>“A demon, I think,” Sara answers shyly, tucking an errant curl behind her ear. “He just kind of came to me, I can’t explain it.”</p><p>“I can’t wait to see him,” Shane tells her honestly. She rolls her eyes, but the soft blush across the bridge of her nose tells him she’s pleased. And Shane does love to please, so he soaks it up, and lets it make him feel good too. On a sudden whim, he pulls Sara down another step and into a kiss, the both of them giggling again. Even after so long together, it’s such a giddy feeling to be in love. So Shane hams it up a little, acting out his love for Sara like it’s a fun skit. He loops both gangly arms around her waist to hold her more firmly and dips her. She throws her head back to laugh, and Shane tucks his own flushed face into her neck, and then-</p><p>Shane’s foot slips.</p><p>It’s a long, long way down.</p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/34316899" target="_blank">Read More</a></b><br/>✨ <a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Tip Jar</a> ✨</p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://natalieironside.tumblr.com/post/665158297373032448/507-natalie-ironside-tales-to-terrify" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">natalieironside</a>:</p><blockquote><p>Hey there, space cadets!  Just in time for the Spooky Season, my super cool Halloween-themed spooktastic short story “The Wishing Tree” is now available on the <a href="https://twitter.com/TalesToTerrify" target="_blank">Tales to Terrify</a> podcast!  It’s narrated by the indomitable <a href="https://twitter.com/thekmhammond" target="_blank">K.M. Hammond</a> which is very cool.</p><p>You should go give it a listen if u want to<br/></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p>Sort of horror short story! It’s also deeply personal and also there’s a ton of symbolism so interpret to your heart’s desire. </p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://paxamericana.tumblr.com/post/678813108231389184" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">paxamericana</a>:</p><blockquote><blockquote><p>Of course, keeping up with your mail is a part of being an adult in 
the world, just like changing your HVAC filter and paying your taxes on 
time. But should you have to be competent at what annoying people would 
call ‘adulting’ to have health insurance? Should you have to do this 
stuff right, every single time, to be allowed medical care? Should your 
access to the healthcare system, and therefore your ability to stay 
healthy and alive, depend on your organizational skills? No, it should 
not. Healthcare is for everyone, including fools, scatterbrains, losers,
 and total fuck-ups. </p></blockquote><blockquote><p>Last week, the Daily Poster <a href="https://www.dailyposter.com/the-coming-medicaid-purge/" target="_blank">published</a>
 my story about the wave of Medicaid coverage losses that will likely 
begin this year. Since the start of the pandemic, state Medicaid 
programs have received an extra 6.2% in federal funding in exchange for 
not terminating anyone’s Medicaid coverage—a process that would normally
 be conducted all the time—even if they no longer qualify. But once the 
official public health emergency ends, states will not only be allowed 
to do this, but also have a huge financial incentive to do it as quickly
 as possible, since the additional funding that had been paying for all 
these enrollees will disappear just 60 days later. This 
“redetermination” process often involves <a href="https://www.shvs.org/maintaining-medicaid-and-chip-coverage-amid-postal-delays-and-housing-displacements/" target="_blank">sending mail</a>
 to Medicaid recipients asking them to prove their income is still low 
enough to qualify; in many states, if a piece of mail to a recipient is 
returned as undeliverable, the state will cut them off. Even in normal 
times, people lose Medicaid for avoidable administrative reasons. They 
move and don’t get the mail, or the mail is simply lost. </p></blockquote><blockquote><p>Or maybe
 they get the mail, but they just don’t respond to it. In some states, 
Medicaid recipients have just 10 days to respond to a letter from the 
state requesting documentation of their incomes. I know I would struggle
 to get my shit together that fast, and I have an entirely flexible job,
 a printer, and a basic understanding of these things. What if you don’t
 have internet access to get your documents? What if your eyesight is 
failing and you don’t have someone to help you? What if you need to go 
to the bank to print statements saying you don’t have more than $2000 in
 assets, but the bank wants to charge over a hundred dollars to print it
 all out? (This is a real situation that I heard about from a nonprofit 
worker in Pennsylvania.) What if you’re homeless and have nowhere to 
receive mail? There’s an endless number of very good reasons why people 
miss mail, or why even if they receive the mail, they might not be able 
to respond to it in time.</p></blockquote><blockquote><p>But if you believe healthcare is a 
right, as I do, then it doesn’t really matter how good the reason is. I 
want people who just put the letter under a magazine and forgot about it
 to have free healthcare. I want people who read the letter, got kind of
 overwhelmed by it, and ignored it until it was too late to have 
healthcare. I want people who threw it straight in the trash because it 
looked like a bill to have healthcare.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/660281045486321664/gold-rush-richieeddie-meeting-during-the-27" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Eddie “meets” Richie at a bar while they’re both out of town for work, and immediately decides <i>right now</i> is the perfect time to have his midlife crisis.</p><blockquote><p>The Tuesday of the fourth week, there’s an insistent knock at Richie’s door at the ass end of the afternoon, when the sky has gone coral - Eddie’s favorite color. Eddie has just treated Richie to a long massage and a slow fuck on one of the loungers on the balcony out back some lazy stretch of time ago. It’s not quite as humid-hot here in the summers as it is in- …other places, wherever, but midday in early September is muggy just about anywhere in the country. So neither of them have bothered to put a stitch of clothing back on even inside in the A/C, and Eddie has been petting the hair on Richie’s thighs while Richie lights up. Richie waits for a moment, thinking that Eddie is going to dare him to answer the door like this, knowing he’ll do it if Eddie tells him to. Eddie smiles like he was considering it, but then hands Richie a pair of shorts.</p><p>Richie grumbles for the sake of it, tugging the shorts on, joint in his mouth, on the way to the door. The shorts are Eddie’s, pale yellow and a shorter cut than Richie would normally wear even if they weren’t too small for him. He stares down at them blankly for a moment, at the way they… squeeze him, and realizes maybe Eddie did give him a dare after all. Richie looks up and catches a second-long glance of Eddie’s cheshire grin before it disappears behind the back of the couch. A dare is a dare though, so Richie doesn’t even try to adjust himself before he throws his front door wide open.</p><p>“Oh, shit,” Richie says, red eyes a-blinking, when he sees the uniformed officer on his stoop. He pinches the joint from between his lips and holds it out to the side, it and his hand conspicuously out of view behind the door jamb. The cop looks at Richie’s hidden hand and sighs loudly, but doesn’t bother. It’s about ten minutes from being legalized here anyway, so it’s not worth the arrest unless he wants to give Richie a hard time personally and at his own expense.</p><p>“Afternoon, Mr. Tozier,” he says instead, sounding like he would rather be doing literally anything else. He has two particularly grumpy looking eyebrows and a carefully squared moustache with stripes of grey that make it look like a barcode. “My name is Officer Badcock-”</p><p>Richie can’t help laughing. He laughs hard and for probably a little bit too long. But really? The universe is truly shining on him - first Eddie, and now this. Eventually he manages to bite his lips together hard enough that his laughter dwindles into a boyish little giggle in the back of his throat.</p><p>“Sorry,” he says, the least sincere apology he’s ever given in his life, which really is saying a lot. “Sorry, Officer, I’m sorry. How can I help you?”</p><p>“I’m here investigating a missing person, Mr. Tozier,” Officer Badcock informs Richie coolly. There’s nothing in particular that tips Richie off, exactly. He doesn’t look to the side, doesn’t try to peer over the back of the couch to see what Eddie makes of it, though he knows that Eddie can hear. There’s no sharp intake of breath, no muffled clatter of something falling from Eddie’s hands onto the carpet. There’s just… something. Some dread, or fear, some miasma of No, please that raises goosebumps on the back of Richie’s neck. He knows this cop is looking for Eddie, and just as surely, just as instantly, Richie knows he’s not going to let Eddie get found out.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/32167063/chapters/83034154" target="_blank">Read More →</a></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/666464267696046080/the-real-god-uses-tricks-eddie-time-loop" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Eddie wakes up in bed with his wife. He gets a call from Mike Hanlon, he goes to Derry, he dies. And then he wakes up in bed with his wife.</p><p><small>[warnings: canon-typical abuse, canon-typical amnesia, panic attack, disossiation, temporary character death including by non-graphic suicide]</small></p><blockquote><p>Eddie wakes up in bed with his wife.</p><p>He stares up at the ceiling, the persistent itch of deja vu in the back of his mind. He runs back over and over the memory of locking the door and turning off the lights, looking for inconsistencies that would reveal it to be false or from some other night, but it holds up to the scrutiny. The darkness is quiet, no creaks on the floorboards, no unexpected breeze. Myra is pressed against Eddie’s side, uncomfortably warm and her grip on his forearm just a shade too tight. Eddie is struck with the desire to pull away, but the fear that she would wake up stays him. Eddie glances at the analog clock glowing on the dresser, sees that it’s hours yet before he has to get up, and then closes his eyes in the attempt to go back to sleep. He just knows he’s going to have another one of those weird nightmares, the ones with the endless tunnel lined with shark-like teeth and the incontrovertible dream knowledge that he has lost something gravely important.</p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/34817590" target="_blank">Read More →</a></b><br/>✨ <a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Tip Jar</a> ✨</p></blockquote>
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What ultra specific movie genre do you belong in?
https://uquiz.com/eO5jkN
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/666464267696046080/the-real-god-uses-tricks-eddie-time-loop" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Eddie wakes up in bed with his wife. He gets a call from Mike Hanlon, he goes to Derry, he dies. And then he wakes up in bed with his wife.</p><p><small>[warnings: canon-typical abuse, canon-typical amnesia, panic attack, disossiation, temporary character death including by non-graphic suicide]</small></p><blockquote><p>Eddie wakes up in bed with his wife.</p><p>He stares up at the ceiling, the persistent itch of deja vu in the back of his mind. He runs back over and over the memory of locking the door and turning off the lights, looking for inconsistencies that would reveal it to be false or from some other night, but it holds up to the scrutiny. The darkness is quiet, no creaks on the floorboards, no unexpected breeze. Myra is pressed against Eddie’s side, uncomfortably warm and her grip on his forearm just a shade too tight. Eddie is struck with the desire to pull away, but the fear that she would wake up stays him. Eddie glances at the analog clock glowing on the dresser, sees that it’s hours yet before he has to get up, and then closes his eyes in the attempt to go back to sleep. He just knows he’s going to have another one of those weird nightmares, the ones with the endless tunnel lined with shark-like teeth and the incontrovertible dream knowledge that he has lost something gravely important.</p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/34817590" target="_blank">Read More →</a></b><br/>✨ <a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Tip Jar</a> ✨</p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/664262963701628928/the-whole-being-dead-thing-shaneryansara" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>“You want those breathers flushed out of here, I’m your guy. I’m the universe’s one and only bio-exorcist.” He flicks out two fingers towards Shane, between which he’s holding a very tiny piece of paper. Shane takes it, to be polite, and as he touches it it grows into a full size business card.<br/></p><p>“Beetlejuice,” Shane reads aloud doubtfully. “Beetlejuice, Beetlejuice.”</p><p>The little man cackles like a witch, with his tongue held fully out of his mouth, gleefully shaking two shakas.</p><p>(a shyanara fusion taking parts from both Beetlejuice (1988) and Beetlejuice: The Musical)</p><blockquote><p>Shane and Sara promised to die together on a sunny autumn afternoon in front of a small gathering of their closest friends, and they meant it too. They just hadn’t expected to be keeping that particular vow so soon.</p><p>The first year of their marriage is perfectly lovely, just as the rest of their relationship has been. They don’t have any fights, and they make love at least every week, and they buy a nice fixer-upper at the top of a steep hill that discourages everyone except Girl Scouts from dropping by. They’ve hit every step on their ten year plans, culminating in their peaceful stay-at-home honeymoon.</p><p>The next ten years, Shane knows, will be just as easy and simple. The milestones are already laid out, more or less the same for everyone like Shane and Sara, all they have to do is commit to reaching them. Shane isn’t nervous about any of it. He knows he can do anything with Sara by his side, and he’s happy to give her anything she wants. Despite that, he can never seem to get himself to offer up the next step. Sara is still on birth control, and she never tells him not to put on a condom so he always does. It’s not that Shane doesn’t want a baby! Of course he does! Sara would make a great mom. It’s just that it’s her body, so he’ll leave it to her to decide when it’s time. The relief every time she doesn’t is just- He’s glad he’s being a good feminist, that’s all.</p><p>They each have one weird hobby. Sara paints mystical creatures, cryptids and stuff. She’s incredibly talented, but it’s a little silly and she’s embarrassed. Shane makes shadowboxes of butterflies. He likes how he can take something so mundane and arrange it so that it becomes fantastical. Restoring any damage and placing the specimen just-so to look like it’s floating inside the box, somehow it’s almost like bringing it back to life. That’s embarrassing too because it’s utterly preposterous. They keep their hobbies up in the attic. Not that there’s ever visitors to gawk and get the wrong idea, but the rest of their house is normal; the weird stuff just doesn’t belong there.</p><p>It’s the second week of their second year of marriage when the accident happens. Shane has just gotten off the phone with his mother, who had asked yet again when Shane would be giving her a new grandbaby, and reminded him yet again that Scott has already delivered two. Shane had side-stepped the question as long as he could before eventually giving up and claiming to have something urgent to attend to so that he could end the call. Shane would feel guilty if he told her that the baby thing is all up to Sara, though he’s not sure why. His mother would never be passive aggressive about it, he knows. And how else can he explain why they’re still waiting? It just sort of seems like one of those things you’re not supposed to say out loud.</p><p>Shane heads up the stairs in something of a hurry. He’s got a half complete shadowbox up there waiting for him and it will be nice to sink into working on it after the uncomfortable phone call. He gets part way up the narrow staircase to the attic before almost running right into Sara on her way down. They giggle at each other, and Shane touches her waist. She’s wearing one of her favorite dresses, pale pink and long-sleeved with a subtle ruffle down the front. The sleeves are rolled up and there’s a smear of neon green at her temple.</p><p>“What spook have you summoned this time?” Shane asks, gently teasing. Sara’s paintings are always so unique and haunting, and Shane loves them. He kind of wishes they could have them downstairs, up on the walls. Once they’re fully dry and won’t get messed up, Sara puts them away, and Shane never gets as much time as he’d like to look at them. So he tries to encourage her. Painting is much less weird than meticulously pinning dead insects to light absorbant boards anyway.</p><p>“A demon, I think,” Sara answers shyly, tucking an errant curl behind her ear. “He just kind of came to me, I can’t explain it.”</p><p>“I can’t wait to see him,” Shane tells her honestly. She rolls her eyes, but the soft blush across the bridge of her nose tells him she’s pleased. And Shane does love to please, so he soaks it up, and lets it make him feel good too. On a sudden whim, he pulls Sara down another step and into a kiss, the both of them giggling again. Even after so long together, it’s such a giddy feeling to be in love. So Shane hams it up a little, acting out his love for Sara like it’s a fun skit. He loops both gangly arms around her waist to hold her more firmly and dips her. She throws her head back to laugh, and Shane tucks his own flushed face into her neck, and then-</p><p>Shane’s foot slips.</p><p>It’s a long, long way down.</p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/34316899" target="_blank">Read More</a></b><br/>✨ <a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Tip Jar</a> ✨</p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://swholli.tumblr.com/post/676988356639457280/is-firefox-ok" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">swholli</a>:</p><blockquote><p><a href="https://weirdlylyricalnotes.tumblr.com/post/676402781235642368/is-firefox-ok" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">weirdlylyricalnotes</a>:</p><blockquote><blockquote class="npf_indented" data-npf='{"subtype":"indented"}'>Despite some of its misses, Firefox still matters. Mozilla is pushing companies to be more private, and its key product is different at its core. The browser market is dominated by Google’s Chromium codebase and its underlying browser engine, Blink, the component that turns code into visual web pages. Microsoft’s Edge Browser, Brave, Vivaldi, and Opera all use adapted versions of Chromium. Apple makes developers use its WebKit browser engine on iOS. Other than that, Firefox’s Gecko browser engine is the only alternative in existence.</blockquote><blockquote class="npf_indented" data-npf='{"subtype":"indented"}'>“This market needs variety,” Willemsen says. If Firefox diminishes further, there’ll be less competition for Chrome. “We need that difference for open internet standards, for the sake of preventing monopolies,” Willemsen says. Others agree. Everyone we spoke with for this story—inside and outside of Mozilla—says having Firefox flourish makes the web a better place. The trick is figuring out how to get there.</blockquote></blockquote>


<p>Download and start using Firefox if you don’t already, I made the switch back to Firefox after not using it for years and being a chrome person until 2020 and have never regretted it</p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p>
cleaned up some shit on that last chapter from ALMOST A YEAR AGO YIKES, also now the original chunk is like 40% of the chapter. 

love to have a 5300 word chapter baybee</p><p>anyway this is the fallout fic im constantly shouting about, love to torment a poor little meow meow</p><blockquote><p>Don’t worry, Angel, it’s just some walking around. Don’t worry, 
Angel, it’s not like anyone’s going to try to kill me in my own city 
with you boys around. Don’t worry, Angel, it’ll be good for him to get 
up and stretch a little. Angel, I cannot possibly see a way he could get
 hurt on this genteel little stroll unless it’s a paper cut from holding
 envelopes for me, and in that case, you can hold my bag full of spy 
bullshit. </p><p>They led such a charmed life, wrapped in her armor with
 free rein to problem solve in whatever manner they saw fit, and it had 
been such a long time since either of them had been seriously injured.</p><p>It
 was disconcerting. That was all. Everyone was still ratcheting down 
from expecting the city to be overrun by Legion, even him. That’s all it
 was. </p></blockquote></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/664262963701628928/the-whole-being-dead-thing-shaneryansara" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>“You want those breathers flushed out of here, I’m your guy. I’m the universe’s one and only bio-exorcist.” He flicks out two fingers towards Shane, between which he’s holding a very tiny piece of paper. Shane takes it, to be polite, and as he touches it it grows into a full size business card.<br/></p><p>“Beetlejuice,” Shane reads aloud doubtfully. “Beetlejuice, Beetlejuice.”</p><p>The little man cackles like a witch, with his tongue held fully out of his mouth, gleefully shaking two shakas.</p><p>(a shyanara fusion taking parts from both Beetlejuice (1988) and Beetlejuice: The Musical)</p><blockquote><p>Shane and Sara promised to die together on a sunny autumn afternoon in front of a small gathering of their closest friends, and they meant it too. They just hadn’t expected to be keeping that particular vow so soon.</p><p>The first year of their marriage is perfectly lovely, just as the rest of their relationship has been. They don’t have any fights, and they make love at least every week, and they buy a nice fixer-upper at the top of a steep hill that discourages everyone except Girl Scouts from dropping by. They’ve hit every step on their ten year plans, culminating in their peaceful stay-at-home honeymoon.</p><p>The next ten years, Shane knows, will be just as easy and simple. The milestones are already laid out, more or less the same for everyone like Shane and Sara, all they have to do is commit to reaching them. Shane isn’t nervous about any of it. He knows he can do anything with Sara by his side, and he’s happy to give her anything she wants. Despite that, he can never seem to get himself to offer up the next step. Sara is still on birth control, and she never tells him not to put on a condom so he always does. It’s not that Shane doesn’t want a baby! Of course he does! Sara would make a great mom. It’s just that it’s her body, so he’ll leave it to her to decide when it’s time. The relief every time she doesn’t is just- He’s glad he’s being a good feminist, that’s all.</p><p>They each have one weird hobby. Sara paints mystical creatures, cryptids and stuff. She’s incredibly talented, but it’s a little silly and she’s embarrassed. Shane makes shadowboxes of butterflies. He likes how he can take something so mundane and arrange it so that it becomes fantastical. Restoring any damage and placing the specimen just-so to look like it’s floating inside the box, somehow it’s almost like bringing it back to life. That’s embarrassing too because it’s utterly preposterous. They keep their hobbies up in the attic. Not that there’s ever visitors to gawk and get the wrong idea, but the rest of their house is normal; the weird stuff just doesn’t belong there.</p><p>It’s the second week of their second year of marriage when the accident happens. Shane has just gotten off the phone with his mother, who had asked yet again when Shane would be giving her a new grandbaby, and reminded him yet again that Scott has already delivered two. Shane had side-stepped the question as long as he could before eventually giving up and claiming to have something urgent to attend to so that he could end the call. Shane would feel guilty if he told her that the baby thing is all up to Sara, though he’s not sure why. His mother would never be passive aggressive about it, he knows. And how else can he explain why they’re still waiting? It just sort of seems like one of those things you’re not supposed to say out loud.</p><p>Shane heads up the stairs in something of a hurry. He’s got a half complete shadowbox up there waiting for him and it will be nice to sink into working on it after the uncomfortable phone call. He gets part way up the narrow staircase to the attic before almost running right into Sara on her way down. They giggle at each other, and Shane touches her waist. She’s wearing one of her favorite dresses, pale pink and long-sleeved with a subtle ruffle down the front. The sleeves are rolled up and there’s a smear of neon green at her temple.</p><p>“What spook have you summoned this time?” Shane asks, gently teasing. Sara’s paintings are always so unique and haunting, and Shane loves them. He kind of wishes they could have them downstairs, up on the walls. Once they’re fully dry and won’t get messed up, Sara puts them away, and Shane never gets as much time as he’d like to look at them. So he tries to encourage her. Painting is much less weird than meticulously pinning dead insects to light absorbant boards anyway.</p><p>“A demon, I think,” Sara answers shyly, tucking an errant curl behind her ear. “He just kind of came to me, I can’t explain it.”</p><p>“I can’t wait to see him,” Shane tells her honestly. She rolls her eyes, but the soft blush across the bridge of her nose tells him she’s pleased. And Shane does love to please, so he soaks it up, and lets it make him feel good too. On a sudden whim, he pulls Sara down another step and into a kiss, the both of them giggling again. Even after so long together, it’s such a giddy feeling to be in love. So Shane hams it up a little, acting out his love for Sara like it’s a fun skit. He loops both gangly arms around her waist to hold her more firmly and dips her. She throws her head back to laugh, and Shane tucks his own flushed face into her neck, and then-</p><p>Shane’s foot slips.</p><p>It’s a long, long way down.</p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/34316899" target="_blank">Read More</a></b><br/>✨ <a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Tip Jar</a> ✨</p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Eddie “meets” Richie at a bar while they’re both out of town for work, and immediately decides <i>right now</i> is the perfect time to have his midlife crisis.</p><blockquote><p>The Tuesday of the fourth week, there’s an insistent knock at Richie’s door at the ass end of the afternoon, when the sky has gone coral - Eddie’s favorite color. Eddie has just treated Richie to a long massage and a slow fuck on one of the loungers on the balcony out back some lazy stretch of time ago. It’s not quite as humid-hot here in the summers as it is in- …other places, wherever, but midday in early September is muggy just about anywhere in the country. So neither of them have bothered to put a stitch of clothing back on even inside in the A/C, and Eddie has been petting the hair on Richie’s thighs while Richie lights up. Richie waits for a moment, thinking that Eddie is going to dare him to answer the door like this, knowing he’ll do it if Eddie tells him to. Eddie smiles like he was considering it, but then hands Richie a pair of shorts.</p><p>Richie grumbles for the sake of it, tugging the shorts on, joint in his mouth, on the way to the door. The shorts are Eddie’s, pale yellow and a shorter cut than Richie would normally wear even if they weren’t too small for him. He stares down at them blankly for a moment, at the way they… squeeze him, and realizes maybe Eddie did give him a dare after all. Richie looks up and catches a second-long glance of Eddie’s cheshire grin before it disappears behind the back of the couch. A dare is a dare though, so Richie doesn’t even try to adjust himself before he throws his front door wide open.</p><p>“Oh, shit,” Richie says, red eyes a-blinking, when he sees the uniformed officer on his stoop. He pinches the joint from between his lips and holds it out to the side, it and his hand conspicuously out of view behind the door jamb. The cop looks at Richie’s hidden hand and sighs loudly, but doesn’t bother. It’s about ten minutes from being legalized here anyway, so it’s not worth the arrest unless he wants to give Richie a hard time personally and at his own expense.</p><p>“Afternoon, Mr. Tozier,” he says instead, sounding like he would rather be doing literally anything else. He has two particularly grumpy looking eyebrows and a carefully squared moustache with stripes of grey that make it look like a barcode. “My name is Officer Badcock-”</p><p>Richie can’t help laughing. He laughs hard and for probably a little bit too long. But really? The universe is truly shining on him - first Eddie, and now this. Eventually he manages to bite his lips together hard enough that his laughter dwindles into a boyish little giggle in the back of his throat.</p><p>“Sorry,” he says, the least sincere apology he’s ever given in his life, which really is saying a lot. “Sorry, Officer, I’m sorry. How can I help you?”</p><p>“I’m here investigating a missing person, Mr. Tozier,” Officer Badcock informs Richie coolly. There’s nothing in particular that tips Richie off, exactly. He doesn’t look to the side, doesn’t try to peer over the back of the couch to see what Eddie makes of it, though he knows that Eddie can hear. There’s no sharp intake of breath, no muffled clatter of something falling from Eddie’s hands onto the carpet. There’s just… something. Some dread, or fear, some miasma of No, please that raises goosebumps on the back of Richie’s neck. He knows this cop is looking for Eddie, and just as surely, just as instantly, Richie knows he’s not going to let Eddie get found out.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/32167063/chapters/83034154" target="_blank">Read More →</a></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://prismatic-bell.tumblr.com/post/675125374072635392/billionaire-mark-cuban-opens-online-pharmacy-to" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">prismatic-bell</a>:</p><blockquote><p><a href="https://mishafletcher.tumblr.com/post/674560964238196736/billionaire-mark-cuban-opens-online-pharmacy-to" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">mishafletcher</a>:</p><blockquote><p><a href="https://kaelio.tumblr.com/post/674191821777371136/billionaire-mark-cuban-opens-online-pharmacy-to" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">kaelio</a>:</p><blockquote><p><a href="https://alwaysatomicconniseur.tumblr.com/post/674191735742660608/billionaire-mark-cuban-opens-online-pharmacy-to" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">alwaysatomicconniseur</a>:</p><blockquote><p><a href="https://kaelio.tumblr.com/post/674139430708232192/billionaire-mark-cuban-opens-online-pharmacy-to" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">kaelio</a>:</p><blockquote><p>The Mark Cuban Cost Plus Drugs Company (MCCPDC) is a registered pharmaceutical wholesaler and purchases drugs directly from manufacturers, bypassing middlemen to lower the price of more than<a href="https://costplusdrugs.com/medications/" title="https://costplusdrugs.com/medications/" target="_blank"> 100 medications</a>, it said in a<a href="https://www.prnewswire.com/news-releases/mark-cuban-cost-plus-drug-companys-online-pharmacy-launches-with-lowest-prices-on-100-lifesaving-prescriptions-301463491.html" title="https://www.prnewswire.com/news-releases/mark-cuban-cost-plus-drug-companys-online-pharmacy-launches-with-lowest-prices-on-100-lifesaving-prescriptions-301463491.html" target="_blank"> statement</a>.</p><p>For example, the leukemia drug imatinib is priced at<a href="https://www.prnewswire.com/news-releases/mark-cuban-cost-plus-drug-companys-online-pharmacy-launches-with-lowest-prices-on-100-lifesaving-prescriptions-301463491.html" title="https://www.prnewswire.com/news-releases/mark-cuban-cost-plus-drug-companys-online-pharmacy-launches-with-lowest-prices-on-100-lifesaving-prescriptions-301463491.html" target="_blank"> $47 a month</a> on MCCPDC compared to the $9,657 retail price.</p><p>

MCCPDC CEO Alex Oshmyansky reached out to Cuban with an idea for a low-cost generic drug company in a <a href="https://www.forbes.com/sites/katiejennings/2021/01/15/billionaire-mark-cuban-wants-to-lower-drug-prices-with-generics-startup/?sh=1eef79141100" title="https://www.forbes.com/sites/katiejennings/2021/01/15/billionaire-mark-cuban-wants-to-lower-drug-prices-with-generics-startup/?sh=1eef79141100" target="_blank">cold email</a>. It was launched in January last year. They were motivated in part by “Pharma Bro” Martin Shrkeli’s outrage-producing price hike of the lifesaving drug<a href="https://www.nytimes.com/2015/09/21/business/a-huge-overnight-increase-in-a-drugs-price-raises-protests.html" title="https://www.nytimes.com/2015/09/21/business/a-huge-overnight-increase-in-a-drugs-price-raises-protests.html" target="_blank"> Daraprim</a> from $13.50 to $750 per tablet while Shrkeli was CEO of Turing Pharmaceuticals. Cuban<a href="https://www.forbes.com/sites/katiejennings/2021/01/15/billionaire-mark-cuban-wants-to-lower-drug-prices-with-generics-startup/?sh=1eef79141100" title="https://www.forbes.com/sites/katiejennings/2021/01/15/billionaire-mark-cuban-wants-to-lower-drug-prices-with-generics-startup/?sh=1eef79141100" target="_blank"> told</a> Forbes last year the pricing for generic drugs was “ridiculous.” He said he decided to put his name on the company to “show capitalism can be compassionate and to send the message I am all in.” It’s not clear how much he had invested in the company. 

<br/></p><p>—</p><p>Reblog to save someone an entire paycheck, <a href="https://costplusdrugs.com/" target="_blank">or more</a>, on the pharmaceuticals they need.</p></blockquote>


<p>Gods, I want this to be true so badly.</p></blockquote>
<p>It is true. Mark Cuban is doing this in part because he wants to run for President in 2024 if Biden doesn’t run again (Mark ran in 2020). He’s a Democrat and “I personally made medication affordable” will give him an immense edge. He’s far from perfect but this is a good thing he’s doing. Also he seems to genuinely believe this stuff, but either way, site’s up and operational and you can start any time.</p></blockquote>
<p>just so people understand what a big deal this is, i ran some fast price comparisons. goodrx is an app that offers discounts on medications for which you have to pay out of pocket, whether because your insurance doesn’t cover them or because you don’t have insurance. if you don’t have insurance, goodrx is often about as good as it gets, so i’m using their prices for my comparison.</p><p>please note that prices are location dependent on goodrx—it shows you the options at pharmacies near your location. i’m in pittsburgh, pa; if you’re in a different part of the country and you try this, you may get slightly (or wildly) different numbers. </p><p><b>fluoxetine</b> is generic prozac. thirty 20mg capsules costs $12.80 at my cheapest local pharmacy. costplus has it for $3.90.</p><p><b>atorvastatin</b> is generic lipitor. thirty 40mg tablets is $10.95 at my cheapest local pharmacy. costplus has it for $4.20.</p><p><b>omeprazole</b> is generic prilosec. thirty 20mg capsules is $13.90 at the cheapest local pharmacy; $4.20 at costplus.</p><p><b>aripiprazole</b> is generic abilify. thirty 10mg tablets is $17.73 at the cheapest local pharmacy (and $260.60 at the most expensive—and that’s <i>with </i>a discount, still, yikes); $6.00 at costplus. </p><p><b>lamotrigine xr </b>is generic lamictal xr. thirty 25mg tablets is $36.59 at the cheapest local pharmacy; $8.40 at costplus. </p><p>maybe that doesn’t seem like a huge discount, but the goodrx prices change *all the time*—last time i used it to buy fluoxetine, which was in the last couple of years, it was $31. also, many people are on multiple medications, or have multiple people in a household taking multiple medications, and $5 off every prescription adds up real fast. </p><p>this is an objectively fantastic thing and a huge deal, and i hope they’re wildly successful.</p></blockquote>


<p>HE HAS MY PRESCRIPTION ON HERE FOR $4.20.</p><p><br/></p><p>THE CHEAPEST I CAN GET IT IN PERSON ANYWHERE IS $13 AND THE STANDARD PRICE FOR THE GENERIC IS $82.</p><p><br/></p><p>TAMIFLU IS ON HERE FOR UNDER $4. IT’S AN ANTIVIRAL USED TO TREAT SEVERE CASES OF INFLUENZA AND REGULARLY COSTS OVER $100.</p><p><br/></p><p>There is a medicine on here called Valcyte, it’s an HIV medication, he’s offering it for $100.20 which sounds outrageous (and I mean still kind of is but wait for it, wait for it) UNTIL YOU REALIZE ON GOODRX IT’S LISTED FOR $179 AS THE ABSOLUTE CHEAPEST PRICE I CAN FIND AND MY LOCAL WALGREENS SELLS IT FOR $1,009 FOR A MONTH’S SUPPLY.</p><p><br/></p><p>This man is literally going to save lives. Jesus christ. I could cry. </p></blockquote>
Billionaire Mark Cuban Opens Online Pharmacy To Provide Affordable Generic Drugs
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The data scientist Kalev Leetaru applied a technique called sentiment mining to every article published in the New York Times between 1945 and 2005, and to an archive of translated articles and broadcasts from 130 countries between 1979 and 2010….

Putting aside the wiggles and waves that reflect the crises of the day, we see that <b>the impression that the news has become more negative over time is real. </b>The New York Times got steadily more morose from the early 1960s to the early 1970s, lightened up a bit (but just a bit) in the 1980s and 1990s, and then sank into a progressively worse mood in the first decade of the new century. <b>News outlets in the rest of the world, too, became gloomier and gloomier from the late 1970s to the present day.

</b><br/></p><p>“…

The consequences of negative news are themselves negative. Far from being better informed, <b>heavy newswatchers can become miscalibrated.</b> They worry more about crime, even when rates are falling, and sometimes they part company with reality altogether”.</p><p>Intense pessimism caused by too much consumption of exaggeratedly negative news, the article argues, can cause people to vote out of fear instead of rationality (which is how Trump got elected) and can make people apathetic about engaging in long-term solutions to problems (”what’s the point?”).</p><p>My personal takeaway, though it isn’t addressed in the article:</p><p>You don’t have to watch/read the news. If it makes you anxious or warps your view of reality, you can disengage from daily news sources and also unfollow people who constantly reblog intensely negative news. Yes, it’s good to have a general idea of the bad things that are happening in the world, so that you can do what you can to help, but being overwhelmed by distorted negativity can instead make you less rational and less effective in the world. The news has never been more available to the average human being than it is now, and it’s our responsibility to be careful about how we interact with it. It may be that the world, with all its problems, isn’t actually as hopeless and doomed as it sometimes feels.</p></blockquote>
The media exaggerates negative news. This distortion has consequences | Steven Pinker
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Link: <p><a href="https://news-queue.tumblr.com/post/674212824043716609/starbucks-union-drive-reaches-30-stores-in-14" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">news-queue</a>:</p><blockquote><p>Long before the union campaign in Hopewell, New Jersey, <a href="https://twitter.com/SBWorkersUnited/status/1480905139879878657" target="_blank">went public on Jan. 11</a>, workers discussed organizing in September, shortly after the first three Buffalo stores’ campaign <a href="https://www.cnbc.com/2021/09/14/starbucks-tells-nlrb-to-let-all-buffalo-workers-vote-on-union-effort.html" target="_blank">went public</a>. </p><p>Russ Lingle, a shift manager and organizing committee member at the Hopewell Starbucks, said workers in New Jersey were careful to preserve an element of surprise.</p><p>“When we went public, it completely blindsided our store manager and our district manager, because they had no idea that this was happening,” Lingle said. </p><p>Lingle said when employees at his cafe heard stories about <a href="https://www.restaurantdive.com/news/behind-the-scenes-of-starbucks-workers-first-successful-union-drive/611609/" target="_blank">Starbucks’ efforts to stop the union</a> in Buffalo, this generated a sense of solidarity among workers and increased their determination to organize.</p><p>RJ Rebmann, a worker at the Genesee Street Starbucks in Cheektowaga, New York, said the corporate presence on the shop floor has subsided since that store became the second unionized Starbucks. Corporate support managers, who local employees said were deployed to the store to surveil the union effort, and executives have left the location, Rebmann said. </p><p>This shift has given local Starbucks workers a new sense of power, one that workers lacked when using the company’s pre-existing channels of communication, Rebmann said.</p><p>“Starbucks corporate has been saying, ‘We don’t want the union to come in and become like a third-party that goes between us,’ but Starbucks has been around for, 50 years at this point,” Rebmann said. “This is the first time that we feel like we can truly be listened to.”</p><p>The Wall Street Journal reported Friday that Starbucks’ stance against unionization <a href="https://www.wsj.com/articles/starbucks-union-campaign-spreads-online-beyond-buffalo-11642772517?mod=Searchresults_pos2&amp;page=1" target="_blank">has not changed</a>. Starbucks Workers United members <a href="https://twitter.com/ReeveGianna/status/1484540031649951749" target="_blank">have alleged the company</a> is ramping up anti-union meetings between managers and employees at stores where campaigns have gone public. </p><p>Rebmann thinks the campaign may inspire more workers to organize.</p><p>“If we can do it, then you can do it,” Rebmann said.</p><p><a href="https://www.nlrb.gov/search/all/Starbucks" target="_blank">NLRB records</a> collected by Restaurant Dive show Boston and Chicago have emerged as relative strongholds for the union, with four Boston-area and three Chicago-area stores filing for elections. Those cities, <a href="https://www.baristamagazine.com/spot-coffee-workers-make-union-history/" target="_blank">like Buffalo</a>, have <a href="https://boston.eater.com/2021/6/3/22464840/pavement-coffeehouse-workers-forming-union-boston-labor" target="_blank">seen the emergence</a> of <a href="https://chicago.eater.com/2021/8/24/22639308/colectivo-coffee-union-victory-largest-coffee-chain-nlrb-ruling" target="_blank">union organizing</a> at independent cafes predating the drives at Starbucks. </p><p><a href="https://www.restaurantdive.com/news/starbucks-union-drive-reaches-30-stores-in-14-states/617541/" target="_blank">Read More</a></p></blockquote>
Starbucks union drive reaches 30 stores in 14 states
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/664262963701628928/the-whole-being-dead-thing-shaneryansara" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>“You want those breathers flushed out of here, I’m your guy. I’m the universe’s one and only bio-exorcist.” He flicks out two fingers towards Shane, between which he’s holding a very tiny piece of paper. Shane takes it, to be polite, and as he touches it it grows into a full size business card.<br/></p><p>“Beetlejuice,” Shane reads aloud doubtfully. “Beetlejuice, Beetlejuice.”</p><p>The little man cackles like a witch, with his tongue held fully out of his mouth, gleefully shaking two shakas.</p><p>(a shyanara fusion taking parts from both Beetlejuice (1988) and Beetlejuice: The Musical)</p><blockquote><p>Shane and Sara promised to die together on a sunny autumn afternoon in front of a small gathering of their closest friends, and they meant it too. They just hadn’t expected to be keeping that particular vow so soon.</p><p>The first year of their marriage is perfectly lovely, just as the rest of their relationship has been. They don’t have any fights, and they make love at least every week, and they buy a nice fixer-upper at the top of a steep hill that discourages everyone except Girl Scouts from dropping by. They’ve hit every step on their ten year plans, culminating in their peaceful stay-at-home honeymoon.</p><p>The next ten years, Shane knows, will be just as easy and simple. The milestones are already laid out, more or less the same for everyone like Shane and Sara, all they have to do is commit to reaching them. Shane isn’t nervous about any of it. He knows he can do anything with Sara by his side, and he’s happy to give her anything she wants. Despite that, he can never seem to get himself to offer up the next step. Sara is still on birth control, and she never tells him not to put on a condom so he always does. It’s not that Shane doesn’t want a baby! Of course he does! Sara would make a great mom. It’s just that it’s her body, so he’ll leave it to her to decide when it’s time. The relief every time she doesn’t is just- He’s glad he’s being a good feminist, that’s all.</p><p>They each have one weird hobby. Sara paints mystical creatures, cryptids and stuff. She’s incredibly talented, but it’s a little silly and she’s embarrassed. Shane makes shadowboxes of butterflies. He likes how he can take something so mundane and arrange it so that it becomes fantastical. Restoring any damage and placing the specimen just-so to look like it’s floating inside the box, somehow it’s almost like bringing it back to life. That’s embarrassing too because it’s utterly preposterous. They keep their hobbies up in the attic. Not that there’s ever visitors to gawk and get the wrong idea, but the rest of their house is normal; the weird stuff just doesn’t belong there.</p><p>It’s the second week of their second year of marriage when the accident happens. Shane has just gotten off the phone with his mother, who had asked yet again when Shane would be giving her a new grandbaby, and reminded him yet again that Scott has already delivered two. Shane had side-stepped the question as long as he could before eventually giving up and claiming to have something urgent to attend to so that he could end the call. Shane would feel guilty if he told her that the baby thing is all up to Sara, though he’s not sure why. His mother would never be passive aggressive about it, he knows. And how else can he explain why they’re still waiting? It just sort of seems like one of those things you’re not supposed to say out loud.</p><p>Shane heads up the stairs in something of a hurry. He’s got a half complete shadowbox up there waiting for him and it will be nice to sink into working on it after the uncomfortable phone call. He gets part way up the narrow staircase to the attic before almost running right into Sara on her way down. They giggle at each other, and Shane touches her waist. She’s wearing one of her favorite dresses, pale pink and long-sleeved with a subtle ruffle down the front. The sleeves are rolled up and there’s a smear of neon green at her temple.</p><p>“What spook have you summoned this time?” Shane asks, gently teasing. Sara’s paintings are always so unique and haunting, and Shane loves them. He kind of wishes they could have them downstairs, up on the walls. Once they’re fully dry and won’t get messed up, Sara puts them away, and Shane never gets as much time as he’d like to look at them. So he tries to encourage her. Painting is much less weird than meticulously pinning dead insects to light absorbant boards anyway.</p><p>“A demon, I think,” Sara answers shyly, tucking an errant curl behind her ear. “He just kind of came to me, I can’t explain it.”</p><p>“I can’t wait to see him,” Shane tells her honestly. She rolls her eyes, but the soft blush across the bridge of her nose tells him she’s pleased. And Shane does love to please, so he soaks it up, and lets it make him feel good too. On a sudden whim, he pulls Sara down another step and into a kiss, the both of them giggling again. Even after so long together, it’s such a giddy feeling to be in love. So Shane hams it up a little, acting out his love for Sara like it’s a fun skit. He loops both gangly arms around her waist to hold her more firmly and dips her. She throws her head back to laugh, and Shane tucks his own flushed face into her neck, and then-</p><p>Shane’s foot slips.</p><p>It’s a long, long way down.</p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/34316899" target="_blank">Read More</a></b><br/>✨ <a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Tip Jar</a> ✨</p></blockquote>
the whole being dead thing: Shane/Ryan/Sara + Beetlejuice fusion
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/666464267696046080/the-real-god-uses-tricks-eddie-time-loop" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Eddie wakes up in bed with his wife. He gets a call from Mike Hanlon, he goes to Derry, he dies. And then he wakes up in bed with his wife.</p><p><small>[warnings: canon-typical abuse, canon-typical amnesia, panic attack, disossiation, temporary character death including by non-graphic suicide]</small></p><blockquote><p>Eddie wakes up in bed with his wife.</p><p>He stares up at the ceiling, the persistent itch of deja vu in the back of his mind. He runs back over and over the memory of locking the door and turning off the lights, looking for inconsistencies that would reveal it to be false or from some other night, but it holds up to the scrutiny. The darkness is quiet, no creaks on the floorboards, no unexpected breeze. Myra is pressed against Eddie’s side, uncomfortably warm and her grip on his forearm just a shade too tight. Eddie is struck with the desire to pull away, but the fear that she would wake up stays him. Eddie glances at the analog clock glowing on the dresser, sees that it’s hours yet before he has to get up, and then closes his eyes in the attempt to go back to sleep. He just knows he’s going to have another one of those weird nightmares, the ones with the endless tunnel lined with shark-like teeth and the incontrovertible dream knowledge that he has lost something gravely important.</p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/34817590" target="_blank">Read More →</a></b><br/>✨ <a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Tip Jar</a> ✨</p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/664262963701628928/the-whole-being-dead-thing-shaneryansara" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>“You want those breathers flushed out of here, I’m your guy. I’m the universe’s one and only bio-exorcist.” He flicks out two fingers towards Shane, between which he’s holding a very tiny piece of paper. Shane takes it, to be polite, and as he touches it it grows into a full size business card.<br/></p><p>“Beetlejuice,” Shane reads aloud doubtfully. “Beetlejuice, Beetlejuice.”</p><p>The little man cackles like a witch, with his tongue held fully out of his mouth, gleefully shaking two shakas.</p><p>(a shyanara fusion taking parts from both Beetlejuice (1988) and Beetlejuice: The Musical)</p><blockquote><p>Shane and Sara promised to die together on a sunny autumn afternoon in front of a small gathering of their closest friends, and they meant it too. They just hadn’t expected to be keeping that particular vow so soon.</p><p>The first year of their marriage is perfectly lovely, just as the rest of their relationship has been. They don’t have any fights, and they make love at least every week, and they buy a nice fixer-upper at the top of a steep hill that discourages everyone except Girl Scouts from dropping by. They’ve hit every step on their ten year plans, culminating in their peaceful stay-at-home honeymoon.</p><p>The next ten years, Shane knows, will be just as easy and simple. The milestones are already laid out, more or less the same for everyone like Shane and Sara, all they have to do is commit to reaching them. Shane isn’t nervous about any of it. He knows he can do anything with Sara by his side, and he’s happy to give her anything she wants. Despite that, he can never seem to get himself to offer up the next step. Sara is still on birth control, and she never tells him not to put on a condom so he always does. It’s not that Shane doesn’t want a baby! Of course he does! Sara would make a great mom. It’s just that it’s her body, so he’ll leave it to her to decide when it’s time. The relief every time she doesn’t is just- He’s glad he’s being a good feminist, that’s all.</p><p>They each have one weird hobby. Sara paints mystical creatures, cryptids and stuff. She’s incredibly talented, but it’s a little silly and she’s embarrassed. Shane makes shadowboxes of butterflies. He likes how he can take something so mundane and arrange it so that it becomes fantastical. Restoring any damage and placing the specimen just-so to look like it’s floating inside the box, somehow it’s almost like bringing it back to life. That’s embarrassing too because it’s utterly preposterous. They keep their hobbies up in the attic. Not that there’s ever visitors to gawk and get the wrong idea, but the rest of their house is normal; the weird stuff just doesn’t belong there.</p><p>It’s the second week of their second year of marriage when the accident happens. Shane has just gotten off the phone with his mother, who had asked yet again when Shane would be giving her a new grandbaby, and reminded him yet again that Scott has already delivered two. Shane had side-stepped the question as long as he could before eventually giving up and claiming to have something urgent to attend to so that he could end the call. Shane would feel guilty if he told her that the baby thing is all up to Sara, though he’s not sure why. His mother would never be passive aggressive about it, he knows. And how else can he explain why they’re still waiting? It just sort of seems like one of those things you’re not supposed to say out loud.</p><p>Shane heads up the stairs in something of a hurry. He’s got a half complete shadowbox up there waiting for him and it will be nice to sink into working on it after the uncomfortable phone call. He gets part way up the narrow staircase to the attic before almost running right into Sara on her way down. They giggle at each other, and Shane touches her waist. She’s wearing one of her favorite dresses, pale pink and long-sleeved with a subtle ruffle down the front. The sleeves are rolled up and there’s a smear of neon green at her temple.</p><p>“What spook have you summoned this time?” Shane asks, gently teasing. Sara’s paintings are always so unique and haunting, and Shane loves them. He kind of wishes they could have them downstairs, up on the walls. Once they’re fully dry and won’t get messed up, Sara puts them away, and Shane never gets as much time as he’d like to look at them. So he tries to encourage her. Painting is much less weird than meticulously pinning dead insects to light absorbant boards anyway.</p><p>“A demon, I think,” Sara answers shyly, tucking an errant curl behind her ear. “He just kind of came to me, I can’t explain it.”</p><p>“I can’t wait to see him,” Shane tells her honestly. She rolls her eyes, but the soft blush across the bridge of her nose tells him she’s pleased. And Shane does love to please, so he soaks it up, and lets it make him feel good too. On a sudden whim, he pulls Sara down another step and into a kiss, the both of them giggling again. Even after so long together, it’s such a giddy feeling to be in love. So Shane hams it up a little, acting out his love for Sara like it’s a fun skit. He loops both gangly arms around her waist to hold her more firmly and dips her. She throws her head back to laugh, and Shane tucks his own flushed face into her neck, and then-</p><p>Shane’s foot slips.</p><p>It’s a long, long way down.</p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/34316899" target="_blank">Read More</a></b><br/>✨ <a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Tip Jar</a> ✨</p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/628033601023377408/which-witch-noir-character-are-you" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p>I’m jumping on the bandwagon (late, as usual). Here is a uquiz to find out which of my OCs from my “witch noir” urban fantasy horror series you are. There are fifteen questions, and a cute picrew image and short description for each of the seven results.</p><p>Don’t forget to tell me who you get!</p></blockquote>
Which WITCH NOIR character are you?
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<blockquote><p>I’m jumping on the bandwagon (late, as usual). Here is a uquiz to find out which of my OCs from my “witch noir” urban fantasy horror series you are. There are fifteen questions, and a cute picrew image and short description for each of the seven results.</p><p>Don’t forget to tell me who you get!</p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/666464267696046080/the-real-god-uses-tricks-eddie-time-loop" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Eddie wakes up in bed with his wife. He gets a call from Mike Hanlon, he goes to Derry, he dies. And then he wakes up in bed with his wife.</p><p><small>[warnings: canon-typical abuse, canon-typical amnesia, panic attack, disossiation, temporary character death including by non-graphic suicide]</small></p><blockquote><p>Eddie wakes up in bed with his wife.</p><p>He stares up at the ceiling, the persistent itch of deja vu in the back of his mind. He runs back over and over the memory of locking the door and turning off the lights, looking for inconsistencies that would reveal it to be false or from some other night, but it holds up to the scrutiny. The darkness is quiet, no creaks on the floorboards, no unexpected breeze. Myra is pressed against Eddie’s side, uncomfortably warm and her grip on his forearm just a shade too tight. Eddie is struck with the desire to pull away, but the fear that she would wake up stays him. Eddie glances at the analog clock glowing on the dresser, sees that it’s hours yet before he has to get up, and then closes his eyes in the attempt to go back to sleep. He just knows he’s going to have another one of those weird nightmares, the ones with the endless tunnel lined with shark-like teeth and the incontrovertible dream knowledge that he has lost something gravely important.</p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/34817590" target="_blank">Read More →</a></b><br/>✨ <a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Tip Jar</a> ✨</p></blockquote>
the real god uses tricks: Eddie + Time Loop
https://archiveofourown.org/works/34817590
Body: 
Tags: i can queue you with my brain

Post id: 672668316387655680
Date: 2022-01-06 22:01:36 GMT
Post url: https://calicojackofficial.tumblr.com/post/672668316387655680/the-real-god-uses-tricks-eddie-time-loop
Slug: the-real-god-uses-tricks-eddie-time-loop
Reblog key: XEkcec8S
Reblog url: https://calicojackofficial.tumblr.com/post/669436113898946560/the-real-god-uses-tricks-eddie-time-loop
Reblog name: calicojackofficial
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:<br/></b>Payback is a bitch, and so is Loki.</p><blockquote><p>It is no mere happenstance that Loki is there in the nick of time to give aid to each of his naysayers during battle against the Outriders and their mere five herders, obviously. Any so-called Avenger who thinks those daring rescues weren’t at least to some degree by his design is more foolish by far than Loki thought them to be. It is simple luck, however, that when Loki at last finds Ebony on the field and corrals him into the woods, it’s only Hulk who notices and follows him.</p><p>Luck, that it’s only Hulk who sees Loki heighten by three feet and broaden by one. It’s only Hulk who sees Loki go indigo-skinned and blood-eyed. Only Hulk who sees the sharpness of his teeth when he bares them to snarl like the beast he may or may not be, like the monster. And it’s luck, simple luck, that of all the heroes on Earth to witness Loki have his sweet revenge at the one opportunity he has to take it - it’s only Hulk.</p><p>Ebony, for his part, knows that he is doomed even before he sees Loki’s fingertips tint blue. He stumbles back, but he does not flee. A general so experienced as Ebony knows when a war is lost; he knows Loki will not offer him the chance to become traitor, and Loki will not let him get away. His only hope now is for a swift death - and if he doesn’t know Loki will not give him that either, he is about to learn.</p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/32591881" target="_blank">Read More</a></b><br/>✨ <a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">tip jar</a> ✨<br/></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>“You want those breathers flushed out of here, I’m your guy. I’m the universe’s one and only bio-exorcist.” He flicks out two fingers towards Shane, between which he’s holding a very tiny piece of paper. Shane takes it, to be polite, and as he touches it it grows into a full size business card.<br/></p><p>“Beetlejuice,” Shane reads aloud doubtfully. “Beetlejuice, Beetlejuice.”</p><p>The little man cackles like a witch, with his tongue held fully out of his mouth, gleefully shaking two shakas.</p><p>(a shyanara fusion taking parts from both Beetlejuice (1988) and Beetlejuice: The Musical)</p><blockquote><p>Shane and Sara promised to die together on a sunny autumn afternoon in front of a small gathering of their closest friends, and they meant it too. They just hadn’t expected to be keeping that particular vow so soon.</p><p>The first year of their marriage is perfectly lovely, just as the rest of their relationship has been. They don’t have any fights, and they make love at least every week, and they buy a nice fixer-upper at the top of a steep hill that discourages everyone except Girl Scouts from dropping by. They’ve hit every step on their ten year plans, culminating in their peaceful stay-at-home honeymoon.</p><p>The next ten years, Shane knows, will be just as easy and simple. The milestones are already laid out, more or less the same for everyone like Shane and Sara, all they have to do is commit to reaching them. Shane isn’t nervous about any of it. He knows he can do anything with Sara by his side, and he’s happy to give her anything she wants. Despite that, he can never seem to get himself to offer up the next step. Sara is still on birth control, and she never tells him not to put on a condom so he always does. It’s not that Shane doesn’t want a baby! Of course he does! Sara would make a great mom. It’s just that it’s her body, so he’ll leave it to her to decide when it’s time. The relief every time she doesn’t is just- He’s glad he’s being a good feminist, that’s all.</p><p>They each have one weird hobby. Sara paints mystical creatures, cryptids and stuff. She’s incredibly talented, but it’s a little silly and she’s embarrassed. Shane makes shadowboxes of butterflies. He likes how he can take something so mundane and arrange it so that it becomes fantastical. Restoring any damage and placing the specimen just-so to look like it’s floating inside the box, somehow it’s almost like bringing it back to life. That’s embarrassing too because it’s utterly preposterous. They keep their hobbies up in the attic. Not that there’s ever visitors to gawk and get the wrong idea, but the rest of their house is normal; the weird stuff just doesn’t belong there.</p><p>It’s the second week of their second year of marriage when the accident happens. Shane has just gotten off the phone with his mother, who had asked yet again when Shane would be giving her a new grandbaby, and reminded him yet again that Scott has already delivered two. Shane had side-stepped the question as long as he could before eventually giving up and claiming to have something urgent to attend to so that he could end the call. Shane would feel guilty if he told her that the baby thing is all up to Sara, though he’s not sure why. His mother would never be passive aggressive about it, he knows. And how else can he explain why they’re still waiting? It just sort of seems like one of those things you’re not supposed to say out loud.</p><p>Shane heads up the stairs in something of a hurry. He’s got a half complete shadowbox up there waiting for him and it will be nice to sink into working on it after the uncomfortable phone call. He gets part way up the narrow staircase to the attic before almost running right into Sara on her way down. They giggle at each other, and Shane touches her waist. She’s wearing one of her favorite dresses, pale pink and long-sleeved with a subtle ruffle down the front. The sleeves are rolled up and there’s a smear of neon green at her temple.</p><p>“What spook have you summoned this time?” Shane asks, gently teasing. Sara’s paintings are always so unique and haunting, and Shane loves them. He kind of wishes they could have them downstairs, up on the walls. Once they’re fully dry and won’t get messed up, Sara puts them away, and Shane never gets as much time as he’d like to look at them. So he tries to encourage her. Painting is much less weird than meticulously pinning dead insects to light absorbant boards anyway.</p><p>“A demon, I think,” Sara answers shyly, tucking an errant curl behind her ear. “He just kind of came to me, I can’t explain it.”</p><p>“I can’t wait to see him,” Shane tells her honestly. She rolls her eyes, but the soft blush across the bridge of her nose tells him she’s pleased. And Shane does love to please, so he soaks it up, and lets it make him feel good too. On a sudden whim, he pulls Sara down another step and into a kiss, the both of them giggling again. Even after so long together, it’s such a giddy feeling to be in love. So Shane hams it up a little, acting out his love for Sara like it’s a fun skit. He loops both gangly arms around her waist to hold her more firmly and dips her. She throws her head back to laugh, and Shane tucks his own flushed face into her neck, and then-</p><p>Shane’s foot slips.</p><p>It’s a long, long way down.</p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/34316899" target="_blank">Read More</a></b><br/>✨ <a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Tip Jar</a> ✨</p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Eddie wakes up in bed with his wife. He gets a call from Mike Hanlon, he goes to Derry, he dies. And then he wakes up in bed with his wife.</p><p><small>[warnings: canon-typical abuse, canon-typical amnesia, panic attack, disossiation, temporary character death including by non-graphic suicide]</small></p><blockquote><p>Eddie wakes up in bed with his wife.</p><p>He stares up at the ceiling, the persistent itch of deja vu in the back of his mind. He runs back over and over the memory of locking the door and turning off the lights, looking for inconsistencies that would reveal it to be false or from some other night, but it holds up to the scrutiny. The darkness is quiet, no creaks on the floorboards, no unexpected breeze. Myra is pressed against Eddie’s side, uncomfortably warm and her grip on his forearm just a shade too tight. Eddie is struck with the desire to pull away, but the fear that she would wake up stays him. Eddie glances at the analog clock glowing on the dresser, sees that it’s hours yet before he has to get up, and then closes his eyes in the attempt to go back to sleep. He just knows he’s going to have another one of those weird nightmares, the ones with the endless tunnel lined with shark-like teeth and the incontrovertible dream knowledge that he has lost something gravely important.</p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/34817590" target="_blank">Read More →</a></b><br/>✨ <a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Tip Jar</a> ✨</p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p>Chapters: 1/1<br/>Fandom: <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/tags/Metropolis%20(1927)" target="_blank">Metropolis (1927)</a><br/>Rating: Teen And Up Audiences<br/>Warnings: No Archive Warnings Apply<br/>Relationships: Freder Fredersen/Josaphat, Freder Fredersen/Maria<br/>Characters: Freder Fredersen, Maria (Metropolis 1927), Josaphat (Metropolis)<br/>Additional Tags: Implied/Referenced Blow Jobs, Activism, Plans For The Future, Rags to Riches, Political Relationship<br/></p><p>Summary: If God’s perfect idiot plucks you out of the gutter, how do you make sure he doesn’t get bored and throw you back in?</p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/666464267696046080/the-real-god-uses-tricks-eddie-time-loop" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Eddie wakes up in bed with his wife. He gets a call from Mike Hanlon, he goes to Derry, he dies. And then he wakes up in bed with his wife.</p><p><small>[warnings: canon-typical abuse, canon-typical amnesia, panic attack, disossiation, temporary character death including by non-graphic suicide]</small></p><blockquote><p>Eddie wakes up in bed with his wife.</p><p>He stares up at the ceiling, the persistent itch of deja vu in the back of his mind. He runs back over and over the memory of locking the door and turning off the lights, looking for inconsistencies that would reveal it to be false or from some other night, but it holds up to the scrutiny. The darkness is quiet, no creaks on the floorboards, no unexpected breeze. Myra is pressed against Eddie’s side, uncomfortably warm and her grip on his forearm just a shade too tight. Eddie is struck with the desire to pull away, but the fear that she would wake up stays him. Eddie glances at the analog clock glowing on the dresser, sees that it’s hours yet before he has to get up, and then closes his eyes in the attempt to go back to sleep. He just knows he’s going to have another one of those weird nightmares, the ones with the endless tunnel lined with shark-like teeth and the incontrovertible dream knowledge that he has lost something gravely important.</p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/34817590" target="_blank">Read More →</a></b><br/>✨ <a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Tip Jar</a> ✨</p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/664262963701628928/the-whole-being-dead-thing-shaneryansara" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>“You want those breathers flushed out of here, I’m your guy. I’m the universe’s one and only bio-exorcist.” He flicks out two fingers towards Shane, between which he’s holding a very tiny piece of paper. Shane takes it, to be polite, and as he touches it it grows into a full size business card.<br/></p><p>“Beetlejuice,” Shane reads aloud doubtfully. “Beetlejuice, Beetlejuice.”</p><p>The little man cackles like a witch, with his tongue held fully out of his mouth, gleefully shaking two shakas.</p><p>(a shyanara fusion taking parts from both Beetlejuice (1988) and Beetlejuice: The Musical)</p><blockquote><p>Shane and Sara promised to die together on a sunny autumn afternoon in front of a small gathering of their closest friends, and they meant it too. They just hadn’t expected to be keeping that particular vow so soon.</p><p>The first year of their marriage is perfectly lovely, just as the rest of their relationship has been. They don’t have any fights, and they make love at least every week, and they buy a nice fixer-upper at the top of a steep hill that discourages everyone except Girl Scouts from dropping by. They’ve hit every step on their ten year plans, culminating in their peaceful stay-at-home honeymoon.</p><p>The next ten years, Shane knows, will be just as easy and simple. The milestones are already laid out, more or less the same for everyone like Shane and Sara, all they have to do is commit to reaching them. Shane isn’t nervous about any of it. He knows he can do anything with Sara by his side, and he’s happy to give her anything she wants. Despite that, he can never seem to get himself to offer up the next step. Sara is still on birth control, and she never tells him not to put on a condom so he always does. It’s not that Shane doesn’t want a baby! Of course he does! Sara would make a great mom. It’s just that it’s her body, so he’ll leave it to her to decide when it’s time. The relief every time she doesn’t is just- He’s glad he’s being a good feminist, that’s all.</p><p>They each have one weird hobby. Sara paints mystical creatures, cryptids and stuff. She’s incredibly talented, but it’s a little silly and she’s embarrassed. Shane makes shadowboxes of butterflies. He likes how he can take something so mundane and arrange it so that it becomes fantastical. Restoring any damage and placing the specimen just-so to look like it’s floating inside the box, somehow it’s almost like bringing it back to life. That’s embarrassing too because it’s utterly preposterous. They keep their hobbies up in the attic. Not that there’s ever visitors to gawk and get the wrong idea, but the rest of their house is normal; the weird stuff just doesn’t belong there.</p><p>It’s the second week of their second year of marriage when the accident happens. Shane has just gotten off the phone with his mother, who had asked yet again when Shane would be giving her a new grandbaby, and reminded him yet again that Scott has already delivered two. Shane had side-stepped the question as long as he could before eventually giving up and claiming to have something urgent to attend to so that he could end the call. Shane would feel guilty if he told her that the baby thing is all up to Sara, though he’s not sure why. His mother would never be passive aggressive about it, he knows. And how else can he explain why they’re still waiting? It just sort of seems like one of those things you’re not supposed to say out loud.</p><p>Shane heads up the stairs in something of a hurry. He’s got a half complete shadowbox up there waiting for him and it will be nice to sink into working on it after the uncomfortable phone call. He gets part way up the narrow staircase to the attic before almost running right into Sara on her way down. They giggle at each other, and Shane touches her waist. She’s wearing one of her favorite dresses, pale pink and long-sleeved with a subtle ruffle down the front. The sleeves are rolled up and there’s a smear of neon green at her temple.</p><p>“What spook have you summoned this time?” Shane asks, gently teasing. Sara’s paintings are always so unique and haunting, and Shane loves them. He kind of wishes they could have them downstairs, up on the walls. Once they’re fully dry and won’t get messed up, Sara puts them away, and Shane never gets as much time as he’d like to look at them. So he tries to encourage her. Painting is much less weird than meticulously pinning dead insects to light absorbant boards anyway.</p><p>“A demon, I think,” Sara answers shyly, tucking an errant curl behind her ear. “He just kind of came to me, I can’t explain it.”</p><p>“I can’t wait to see him,” Shane tells her honestly. She rolls her eyes, but the soft blush across the bridge of her nose tells him she’s pleased. And Shane does love to please, so he soaks it up, and lets it make him feel good too. On a sudden whim, he pulls Sara down another step and into a kiss, the both of them giggling again. Even after so long together, it’s such a giddy feeling to be in love. So Shane hams it up a little, acting out his love for Sara like it’s a fun skit. He loops both gangly arms around her waist to hold her more firmly and dips her. She throws her head back to laugh, and Shane tucks his own flushed face into her neck, and then-</p><p>Shane’s foot slips.</p><p>It’s a long, long way down.</p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/34316899" target="_blank">Read More</a></b><br/>✨ <a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Tip Jar</a> ✨</p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/666464267696046080/the-real-god-uses-tricks-eddie-time-loop" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Eddie wakes up in bed with his wife. He gets a call from Mike Hanlon, he goes to Derry, he dies. And then he wakes up in bed with his wife.</p><p><small>[warnings: canon-typical abuse, canon-typical amnesia, panic attack, disossiation, temporary character death including by non-graphic suicide]</small></p><blockquote><p>Eddie wakes up in bed with his wife.</p><p>He stares up at the ceiling, the persistent itch of deja vu in the back of his mind. He runs back over and over the memory of locking the door and turning off the lights, looking for inconsistencies that would reveal it to be false or from some other night, but it holds up to the scrutiny. The darkness is quiet, no creaks on the floorboards, no unexpected breeze. Myra is pressed against Eddie’s side, uncomfortably warm and her grip on his forearm just a shade too tight. Eddie is struck with the desire to pull away, but the fear that she would wake up stays him. Eddie glances at the analog clock glowing on the dresser, sees that it’s hours yet before he has to get up, and then closes his eyes in the attempt to go back to sleep. He just knows he’s going to have another one of those weird nightmares, the ones with the endless tunnel lined with shark-like teeth and the incontrovertible dream knowledge that he has lost something gravely important.</p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/34817590" target="_blank">Read More →</a></b><br/>✨ <a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Tip Jar</a> ✨</p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>“You want those breathers flushed out of here, I’m your guy. I’m the universe’s one and only bio-exorcist.” He flicks out two fingers towards Shane, between which he’s holding a very tiny piece of paper. Shane takes it, to be polite, and as he touches it it grows into a full size business card.<br/></p><p>“Beetlejuice,” Shane reads aloud doubtfully. “Beetlejuice, Beetlejuice.”</p><p>The little man cackles like a witch, with his tongue held fully out of his mouth, gleefully shaking two shakas.</p><p>(a shyanara fusion taking parts from both Beetlejuice (1988) and Beetlejuice: The Musical)</p><blockquote><p>Shane and Sara promised to die together on a sunny autumn afternoon in front of a small gathering of their closest friends, and they meant it too. They just hadn’t expected to be keeping that particular vow so soon.</p><p>The first year of their marriage is perfectly lovely, just as the rest of their relationship has been. They don’t have any fights, and they make love at least every week, and they buy a nice fixer-upper at the top of a steep hill that discourages everyone except Girl Scouts from dropping by. They’ve hit every step on their ten year plans, culminating in their peaceful stay-at-home honeymoon.</p><p>The next ten years, Shane knows, will be just as easy and simple. The milestones are already laid out, more or less the same for everyone like Shane and Sara, all they have to do is commit to reaching them. Shane isn’t nervous about any of it. He knows he can do anything with Sara by his side, and he’s happy to give her anything she wants. Despite that, he can never seem to get himself to offer up the next step. Sara is still on birth control, and she never tells him not to put on a condom so he always does. It’s not that Shane doesn’t want a baby! Of course he does! Sara would make a great mom. It’s just that it’s her body, so he’ll leave it to her to decide when it’s time. The relief every time she doesn’t is just- He’s glad he’s being a good feminist, that’s all.</p><p>They each have one weird hobby. Sara paints mystical creatures, cryptids and stuff. She’s incredibly talented, but it’s a little silly and she’s embarrassed. Shane makes shadowboxes of butterflies. He likes how he can take something so mundane and arrange it so that it becomes fantastical. Restoring any damage and placing the specimen just-so to look like it’s floating inside the box, somehow it’s almost like bringing it back to life. That’s embarrassing too because it’s utterly preposterous. They keep their hobbies up in the attic. Not that there’s ever visitors to gawk and get the wrong idea, but the rest of their house is normal; the weird stuff just doesn’t belong there.</p><p>It’s the second week of their second year of marriage when the accident happens. Shane has just gotten off the phone with his mother, who had asked yet again when Shane would be giving her a new grandbaby, and reminded him yet again that Scott has already delivered two. Shane had side-stepped the question as long as he could before eventually giving up and claiming to have something urgent to attend to so that he could end the call. Shane would feel guilty if he told her that the baby thing is all up to Sara, though he’s not sure why. His mother would never be passive aggressive about it, he knows. And how else can he explain why they’re still waiting? It just sort of seems like one of those things you’re not supposed to say out loud.</p><p>Shane heads up the stairs in something of a hurry. He’s got a half complete shadowbox up there waiting for him and it will be nice to sink into working on it after the uncomfortable phone call. He gets part way up the narrow staircase to the attic before almost running right into Sara on her way down. They giggle at each other, and Shane touches her waist. She’s wearing one of her favorite dresses, pale pink and long-sleeved with a subtle ruffle down the front. The sleeves are rolled up and there’s a smear of neon green at her temple.</p><p>“What spook have you summoned this time?” Shane asks, gently teasing. Sara’s paintings are always so unique and haunting, and Shane loves them. He kind of wishes they could have them downstairs, up on the walls. Once they’re fully dry and won’t get messed up, Sara puts them away, and Shane never gets as much time as he’d like to look at them. So he tries to encourage her. Painting is much less weird than meticulously pinning dead insects to light absorbant boards anyway.</p><p>“A demon, I think,” Sara answers shyly, tucking an errant curl behind her ear. “He just kind of came to me, I can’t explain it.”</p><p>“I can’t wait to see him,” Shane tells her honestly. She rolls her eyes, but the soft blush across the bridge of her nose tells him she’s pleased. And Shane does love to please, so he soaks it up, and lets it make him feel good too. On a sudden whim, he pulls Sara down another step and into a kiss, the both of them giggling again. Even after so long together, it’s such a giddy feeling to be in love. So Shane hams it up a little, acting out his love for Sara like it’s a fun skit. He loops both gangly arms around her waist to hold her more firmly and dips her. She throws her head back to laugh, and Shane tucks his own flushed face into her neck, and then-</p><p>Shane’s foot slips.</p><p>It’s a long, long way down.</p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/34316899" target="_blank">Read More</a></b><br/>✨ <a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Tip Jar</a> ✨</p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Eddie wakes up in bed with his wife. He gets a call from Mike Hanlon, he goes to Derry, he dies. And then he wakes up in bed with his wife.</p><p><small>[warnings: canon-typical abuse, canon-typical amnesia, panic attack, disossiation, temporary character death including by non-graphic suicide]</small></p><blockquote><p>Eddie wakes up in bed with his wife.</p><p>He stares up at the ceiling, the persistent itch of deja vu in the back of his mind. He runs back over and over the memory of locking the door and turning off the lights, looking for inconsistencies that would reveal it to be false or from some other night, but it holds up to the scrutiny. The darkness is quiet, no creaks on the floorboards, no unexpected breeze. Myra is pressed against Eddie’s side, uncomfortably warm and her grip on his forearm just a shade too tight. Eddie is struck with the desire to pull away, but the fear that she would wake up stays him. Eddie glances at the analog clock glowing on the dresser, sees that it’s hours yet before he has to get up, and then closes his eyes in the attempt to go back to sleep. He just knows he’s going to have another one of those weird nightmares, the ones with the endless tunnel lined with shark-like teeth and the incontrovertible dream knowledge that he has lost something gravely important.</p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/34817590" target="_blank">Read More →</a></b><br/>✨ <a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Tip Jar</a> ✨</p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/666464267696046080/the-real-god-uses-tricks-eddie-time-loop" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Eddie wakes up in bed with his wife. He gets a call from Mike Hanlon, he goes to Derry, he dies. And then he wakes up in bed with his wife.</p><p><small>[warnings: canon-typical abuse, canon-typical amnesia, panic attack, disossiation, temporary character death including by non-graphic suicide]</small></p><blockquote><p>Eddie wakes up in bed with his wife.</p><p>He stares up at the ceiling, the persistent itch of deja vu in the back of his mind. He runs back over and over the memory of locking the door and turning off the lights, looking for inconsistencies that would reveal it to be false or from some other night, but it holds up to the scrutiny. The darkness is quiet, no creaks on the floorboards, no unexpected breeze. Myra is pressed against Eddie’s side, uncomfortably warm and her grip on his forearm just a shade too tight. Eddie is struck with the desire to pull away, but the fear that she would wake up stays him. Eddie glances at the analog clock glowing on the dresser, sees that it’s hours yet before he has to get up, and then closes his eyes in the attempt to go back to sleep. He just knows he’s going to have another one of those weird nightmares, the ones with the endless tunnel lined with shark-like teeth and the incontrovertible dream knowledge that he has lost something gravely important.</p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/34817590" target="_blank">Read More →</a></b><br/>✨ <a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Tip Jar</a> ✨</p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://chapscher.tumblr.com/post/666072597122940928/slash-fiction-questionnaire" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">chapscher</a>:</p><blockquote><p>I am currently working on a project at my university. I am in fan studies (a branch of cultural studies), and I want to look at the practices of fanfiction readers (how often they read, what they like to read, etc). I would really like to involve you guys in this research, so I have developed a survey. It takes about a half-hour to complete, but it mostly asks you about what kind of fanfiction you like, so it’s not too taxing. (also, if you are part of other fan groups, it would be amazing if you share this. This survey isn’t specific to any one fandom)
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Link: <p><a href="https://natalieironside.tumblr.com/post/652792374619258880/natalie-ironside-is-creating-queer-speculative" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">natalieironside</a>:</p><blockquote><p>Hey there, space cadets!  Since it’s the first of the month (a terrible, terrible time for everyone), I’d like to talk at y’all about the thing that accounts for like a quarter of my household’s income these days:  The Patreon™.</p><blockquote><p>
<i>Westu hal!  <br/><br/>Natalie H. Ironside is an award-winning #OwnVoices 
author of fiction, poetry, and social commentary, creator of the serial 
novels </i>The Last Girl Scout <i>(dystopian science fiction) and </i>Voidsong<i>
 (sword-and-bolter space fantasy) as well as numerous poems, articles, 
and short stories, most of them featuring queer and trans characters and
 themes.  She is an active member of both the Horror Writers Association
 and the IWW Freelance Journalists Union.<br/><br/>She blogs regularly at <a href="https://natalieironside.tumblr.com/" class="assigned-label-t-friendly has-assigned-label" target="_blank">https://natalieironside.tumblr.com/</a>, tweets at <a href="https://twitter.com/IronsideNatalie" class="assigned-label-t-friendly has-assigned-label" target="_blank">https://twitter.com/IronsideNatalie</a>, and can also be found on the <a href="https://www.facebook.com/manygodsnomasters" class="assigned-label-t-friendly has-assigned-label" target="_blank">Natalie Ironside Facebook fanpage</a> <br/><br/>Subscribers
 to Natalie’s Patreon will receive access to the full archive of her 
finished works, early access to new posts, and exclusive bonus content 
such as world-building and character notes. </i><br/></p></blockquote><p>For the low, low price of $2 American, 100% of which goes straight into my “help a poor disabled transsexual afford food and rent and medicine” philanthropy fund, you (yes, you!) can receive the following fabulous prizes:</p><p>* Full access to every word I’ve committed to paper in the past 5 years, including books, short stories, poetry, and special bonus content <br/></p><p>* Advance looks at new shit (including some of my notes for a possible sequel to <i>The Last Girl Scout</i>)<br/></p><p>* Download link for an ebook of <a href="https://natalieironside.tumblr.com/post/646137203957841920/you-should-read-the-last-girl-scout" class="assigned-label-t-friendly has-assigned-label" target="_blank"><i>The Last Girl Scout</i></a> (saves you $3)</p><p>* Super special advance download link for an ebook of the to-be-released<i> <a href="https://natalieironside.tumblr.com/post/652513670020136960/shucks" class="assigned-label-t-friendly has-assigned-label" target="_blank">Lead and</a></i><a href="https://natalieironside.tumblr.com/post/652513670020136960/shucks" class="assigned-label-t-friendly has-assigned-label" target="_blank"> <i>Roses: Love Songs at the End of the World</i></a> (saves you $1)</p><p>* You get to read <a href="https://natalieironside.tumblr.com/post/652444610069676032/hey-you-should-read-voidsong" class="assigned-label-t-friendly has-assigned-label" target="_blank"><i>Voidsong</i></a>, my sword-and-bolter space fantasy serial about transgender space witches and space elves and space vikings, currently ongoing and probably will be for a while<br/></p><p>* My eternal gratitude and the knowledge that you made me make the :3 face in real life</p><p>* You automatically go to heaven when you die</p><p>* It’s the heaven from Happy Birthday, Wanda June where you eat cotton candy and play shuffleboard, if that sweetens the pot at all<br/></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/666464267696046080/the-real-god-uses-tricks-eddie-time-loop" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Eddie wakes up in bed with his wife. He gets a call from Mike Hanlon, he goes to Derry, he dies. And then he wakes up in bed with his wife.</p><p><small>[warnings: canon-typical abuse, canon-typical amnesia, panic attack, disossiation, temporary character death including by non-graphic suicide]</small></p><blockquote><p>Eddie wakes up in bed with his wife.</p><p>He stares up at the ceiling, the persistent itch of deja vu in the back of his mind. He runs back over and over the memory of locking the door and turning off the lights, looking for inconsistencies that would reveal it to be false or from some other night, but it holds up to the scrutiny. The darkness is quiet, no creaks on the floorboards, no unexpected breeze. Myra is pressed against Eddie’s side, uncomfortably warm and her grip on his forearm just a shade too tight. Eddie is struck with the desire to pull away, but the fear that she would wake up stays him. Eddie glances at the analog clock glowing on the dresser, sees that it’s hours yet before he has to get up, and then closes his eyes in the attempt to go back to sleep. He just knows he’s going to have another one of those weird nightmares, the ones with the endless tunnel lined with shark-like teeth and the incontrovertible dream knowledge that he has lost something gravely important.</p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/34817590" target="_blank">Read More →</a></b><br/>✨ <a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Tip Jar</a> ✨</p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/666464267696046080/the-real-god-uses-tricks-eddie-time-loop" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Eddie wakes up in bed with his wife. He gets a call from Mike Hanlon, he goes to Derry, he dies. And then he wakes up in bed with his wife.</p><p><small>[warnings: canon-typical abuse, canon-typical amnesia, panic attack, disossiation, temporary character death including by non-graphic suicide]</small></p><blockquote><p>Eddie wakes up in bed with his wife.</p><p>He stares up at the ceiling, the persistent itch of deja vu in the back of his mind. He runs back over and over the memory of locking the door and turning off the lights, looking for inconsistencies that would reveal it to be false or from some other night, but it holds up to the scrutiny. The darkness is quiet, no creaks on the floorboards, no unexpected breeze. Myra is pressed against Eddie’s side, uncomfortably warm and her grip on his forearm just a shade too tight. Eddie is struck with the desire to pull away, but the fear that she would wake up stays him. Eddie glances at the analog clock glowing on the dresser, sees that it’s hours yet before he has to get up, and then closes his eyes in the attempt to go back to sleep. He just knows he’s going to have another one of those weird nightmares, the ones with the endless tunnel lined with shark-like teeth and the incontrovertible dream knowledge that he has lost something gravely important.</p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/34817590" target="_blank">Read More →</a></b><br/>✨ <a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Tip Jar</a> ✨</p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Eddie wakes up in bed with his wife. He gets a call from Mike Hanlon, he goes to Derry, he dies. And then he wakes up in bed with his wife.</p><p><small>[warnings: canon-typical abuse, canon-typical amnesia, panic attack, disossiation, temporary character death including by non-graphic suicide]</small></p><blockquote><p>Eddie wakes up in bed with his wife.</p><p>He stares up at the ceiling, the persistent itch of deja vu in the back of his mind. He runs back over and over the memory of locking the door and turning off the lights, looking for inconsistencies that would reveal it to be false or from some other night, but it holds up to the scrutiny. The darkness is quiet, no creaks on the floorboards, no unexpected breeze. Myra is pressed against Eddie’s side, uncomfortably warm and her grip on his forearm just a shade too tight. Eddie is struck with the desire to pull away, but the fear that she would wake up stays him. Eddie glances at the analog clock glowing on the dresser, sees that it’s hours yet before he has to get up, and then closes his eyes in the attempt to go back to sleep. He just knows he’s going to have another one of those weird nightmares, the ones with the endless tunnel lined with shark-like teeth and the incontrovertible dream knowledge that he has lost something gravely important.</p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/34817590" target="_blank">Read More →</a></b><br/>✨ <a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Tip Jar</a> ✨</p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/666464267696046080/the-real-god-uses-tricks-eddie-time-loop" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Eddie wakes up in bed with his wife. He gets a call from Mike Hanlon, he goes to Derry, he dies. And then he wakes up in bed with his wife.</p><p><small>[warnings: canon-typical abuse, canon-typical amnesia, panic attack, disossiation, temporary character death including by non-graphic suicide]</small></p><blockquote><p>Eddie wakes up in bed with his wife.</p><p>He stares up at the ceiling, the persistent itch of deja vu in the back of his mind. He runs back over and over the memory of locking the door and turning off the lights, looking for inconsistencies that would reveal it to be false or from some other night, but it holds up to the scrutiny. The darkness is quiet, no creaks on the floorboards, no unexpected breeze. Myra is pressed against Eddie’s side, uncomfortably warm and her grip on his forearm just a shade too tight. Eddie is struck with the desire to pull away, but the fear that she would wake up stays him. Eddie glances at the analog clock glowing on the dresser, sees that it’s hours yet before he has to get up, and then closes his eyes in the attempt to go back to sleep. He just knows he’s going to have another one of those weird nightmares, the ones with the endless tunnel lined with shark-like teeth and the incontrovertible dream knowledge that he has lost something gravely important.</p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/34817590" target="_blank">Read More →</a></b><br/>✨ <a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Tip Jar</a> ✨</p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/666464267696046080/the-real-god-uses-tricks-eddie-time-loop" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Eddie wakes up in bed with his wife. He gets a call from Mike Hanlon, he goes to Derry, he dies. And then he wakes up in bed with his wife.</p><p><small>[warnings: canon-typical abuse, canon-typical amnesia, panic attack, disossiation, temporary character death including by non-graphic suicide]</small></p><blockquote><p>Eddie wakes up in bed with his wife.</p><p>He stares up at the ceiling, the persistent itch of deja vu in the back of his mind. He runs back over and over the memory of locking the door and turning off the lights, looking for inconsistencies that would reveal it to be false or from some other night, but it holds up to the scrutiny. The darkness is quiet, no creaks on the floorboards, no unexpected breeze. Myra is pressed against Eddie’s side, uncomfortably warm and her grip on his forearm just a shade too tight. Eddie is struck with the desire to pull away, but the fear that she would wake up stays him. Eddie glances at the analog clock glowing on the dresser, sees that it’s hours yet before he has to get up, and then closes his eyes in the attempt to go back to sleep. He just knows he’s going to have another one of those weird nightmares, the ones with the endless tunnel lined with shark-like teeth and the incontrovertible dream knowledge that he has lost something gravely important.</p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/34817590" target="_blank">Read More →</a></b><br/>✨ <a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Tip Jar</a> ✨</p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/666464267696046080/the-real-god-uses-tricks-eddie-time-loop" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Eddie wakes up in bed with his wife. He gets a call from Mike Hanlon, he goes to Derry, he dies. And then he wakes up in bed with his wife.</p><p><small>[warnings: canon-typical abuse, canon-typical amnesia, panic attack, disossiation, temporary character death including by non-graphic suicide]</small></p><blockquote><p>Eddie wakes up in bed with his wife.</p><p>He stares up at the ceiling, the persistent itch of deja vu in the back of his mind. He runs back over and over the memory of locking the door and turning off the lights, looking for inconsistencies that would reveal it to be false or from some other night, but it holds up to the scrutiny. The darkness is quiet, no creaks on the floorboards, no unexpected breeze. Myra is pressed against Eddie’s side, uncomfortably warm and her grip on his forearm just a shade too tight. Eddie is struck with the desire to pull away, but the fear that she would wake up stays him. Eddie glances at the analog clock glowing on the dresser, sees that it’s hours yet before he has to get up, and then closes his eyes in the attempt to go back to sleep. He just knows he’s going to have another one of those weird nightmares, the ones with the endless tunnel lined with shark-like teeth and the incontrovertible dream knowledge that he has lost something gravely important.</p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/34817590" target="_blank">Read More →</a></b><br/>✨ <a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Tip Jar</a> ✨</p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/666464267696046080/the-real-god-uses-tricks-eddie-time-loop" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Eddie wakes up in bed with his wife. He gets a call from Mike Hanlon, he goes to Derry, he dies. And then he wakes up in bed with his wife.</p><p><small>[warnings: canon-typical abuse, canon-typical amnesia, panic attack, disossiation, temporary character death including by non-graphic suicide]</small></p><blockquote><p>Eddie wakes up in bed with his wife.</p><p>He stares up at the ceiling, the persistent itch of deja vu in the back of his mind. He runs back over and over the memory of locking the door and turning off the lights, looking for inconsistencies that would reveal it to be false or from some other night, but it holds up to the scrutiny. The darkness is quiet, no creaks on the floorboards, no unexpected breeze. Myra is pressed against Eddie’s side, uncomfortably warm and her grip on his forearm just a shade too tight. Eddie is struck with the desire to pull away, but the fear that she would wake up stays him. Eddie glances at the analog clock glowing on the dresser, sees that it’s hours yet before he has to get up, and then closes his eyes in the attempt to go back to sleep. He just knows he’s going to have another one of those weird nightmares, the ones with the endless tunnel lined with shark-like teeth and the incontrovertible dream knowledge that he has lost something gravely important.</p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/34817590" target="_blank">Read More →</a></b><br/>✨ <a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Tip Jar</a> ✨</p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://chapscher.tumblr.com/post/666072597122940928/slash-fiction-questionnaire" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">chapscher</a>:</p><blockquote><p>I am currently working on a project at my university. I am in fan studies (a branch of cultural studies), and I want to look at the practices of fanfiction readers (how often they read, what they like to read, etc). I would really like to involve you guys in this research, so I have developed a survey. It takes about a half-hour to complete, but it mostly asks you about what kind of fanfiction you like, so it’s not too taxing. (also, if you are part of other fan groups, it would be amazing if you share this. This survey isn’t specific to any one fandom)
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/664262963701628928/the-whole-being-dead-thing-shaneryansara" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>“You want those breathers flushed out of here, I’m your guy. I’m the universe’s one and only bio-exorcist.” He flicks out two fingers towards Shane, between which he’s holding a very tiny piece of paper. Shane takes it, to be polite, and as he touches it it grows into a full size business card.<br/></p><p>“Beetlejuice,” Shane reads aloud doubtfully. “Beetlejuice, Beetlejuice.”</p><p>The little man cackles like a witch, with his tongue held fully out of his mouth, gleefully shaking two shakas.</p><p>(a shyanara fusion taking parts from both Beetlejuice (1988) and Beetlejuice: The Musical)</p><blockquote><p>Shane and Sara promised to die together on a sunny autumn afternoon in front of a small gathering of their closest friends, and they meant it too. They just hadn’t expected to be keeping that particular vow so soon.</p><p>The first year of their marriage is perfectly lovely, just as the rest of their relationship has been. They don’t have any fights, and they make love at least every week, and they buy a nice fixer-upper at the top of a steep hill that discourages everyone except Girl Scouts from dropping by. They’ve hit every step on their ten year plans, culminating in their peaceful stay-at-home honeymoon.</p><p>The next ten years, Shane knows, will be just as easy and simple. The milestones are already laid out, more or less the same for everyone like Shane and Sara, all they have to do is commit to reaching them. Shane isn’t nervous about any of it. He knows he can do anything with Sara by his side, and he’s happy to give her anything she wants. Despite that, he can never seem to get himself to offer up the next step. Sara is still on birth control, and she never tells him not to put on a condom so he always does. It’s not that Shane doesn’t want a baby! Of course he does! Sara would make a great mom. It’s just that it’s her body, so he’ll leave it to her to decide when it’s time. The relief every time she doesn’t is just- He’s glad he’s being a good feminist, that’s all.</p><p>They each have one weird hobby. Sara paints mystical creatures, cryptids and stuff. She’s incredibly talented, but it’s a little silly and she’s embarrassed. Shane makes shadowboxes of butterflies. He likes how he can take something so mundane and arrange it so that it becomes fantastical. Restoring any damage and placing the specimen just-so to look like it’s floating inside the box, somehow it’s almost like bringing it back to life. That’s embarrassing too because it’s utterly preposterous. They keep their hobbies up in the attic. Not that there’s ever visitors to gawk and get the wrong idea, but the rest of their house is normal; the weird stuff just doesn’t belong there.</p><p>It’s the second week of their second year of marriage when the accident happens. Shane has just gotten off the phone with his mother, who had asked yet again when Shane would be giving her a new grandbaby, and reminded him yet again that Scott has already delivered two. Shane had side-stepped the question as long as he could before eventually giving up and claiming to have something urgent to attend to so that he could end the call. Shane would feel guilty if he told her that the baby thing is all up to Sara, though he’s not sure why. His mother would never be passive aggressive about it, he knows. And how else can he explain why they’re still waiting? It just sort of seems like one of those things you’re not supposed to say out loud.</p><p>Shane heads up the stairs in something of a hurry. He’s got a half complete shadowbox up there waiting for him and it will be nice to sink into working on it after the uncomfortable phone call. He gets part way up the narrow staircase to the attic before almost running right into Sara on her way down. They giggle at each other, and Shane touches her waist. She’s wearing one of her favorite dresses, pale pink and long-sleeved with a subtle ruffle down the front. The sleeves are rolled up and there’s a smear of neon green at her temple.</p><p>“What spook have you summoned this time?” Shane asks, gently teasing. Sara’s paintings are always so unique and haunting, and Shane loves them. He kind of wishes they could have them downstairs, up on the walls. Once they’re fully dry and won’t get messed up, Sara puts them away, and Shane never gets as much time as he’d like to look at them. So he tries to encourage her. Painting is much less weird than meticulously pinning dead insects to light absorbant boards anyway.</p><p>“A demon, I think,” Sara answers shyly, tucking an errant curl behind her ear. “He just kind of came to me, I can’t explain it.”</p><p>“I can’t wait to see him,” Shane tells her honestly. She rolls her eyes, but the soft blush across the bridge of her nose tells him she’s pleased. And Shane does love to please, so he soaks it up, and lets it make him feel good too. On a sudden whim, he pulls Sara down another step and into a kiss, the both of them giggling again. Even after so long together, it’s such a giddy feeling to be in love. So Shane hams it up a little, acting out his love for Sara like it’s a fun skit. He loops both gangly arms around her waist to hold her more firmly and dips her. She throws her head back to laugh, and Shane tucks his own flushed face into her neck, and then-</p><p>Shane’s foot slips.</p><p>It’s a long, long way down.</p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/34316899" target="_blank">Read More</a></b><br/>✨ <a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Tip Jar</a> ✨</p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/664262963701628928/the-whole-being-dead-thing-shaneryansara" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>“You want those breathers flushed out of here, I’m your guy. I’m the universe’s one and only bio-exorcist.” He flicks out two fingers towards Shane, between which he’s holding a very tiny piece of paper. Shane takes it, to be polite, and as he touches it it grows into a full size business card.<br/></p><p>“Beetlejuice,” Shane reads aloud doubtfully. “Beetlejuice, Beetlejuice.”</p><p>The little man cackles like a witch, with his tongue held fully out of his mouth, gleefully shaking two shakas.</p><p>(a shyanara fusion taking parts from both Beetlejuice (1988) and Beetlejuice: The Musical)</p><blockquote><p>Shane and Sara promised to die together on a sunny autumn afternoon in front of a small gathering of their closest friends, and they meant it too. They just hadn’t expected to be keeping that particular vow so soon.</p><p>The first year of their marriage is perfectly lovely, just as the rest of their relationship has been. They don’t have any fights, and they make love at least every week, and they buy a nice fixer-upper at the top of a steep hill that discourages everyone except Girl Scouts from dropping by. They’ve hit every step on their ten year plans, culminating in their peaceful stay-at-home honeymoon.</p><p>The next ten years, Shane knows, will be just as easy and simple. The milestones are already laid out, more or less the same for everyone like Shane and Sara, all they have to do is commit to reaching them. Shane isn’t nervous about any of it. He knows he can do anything with Sara by his side, and he’s happy to give her anything she wants. Despite that, he can never seem to get himself to offer up the next step. Sara is still on birth control, and she never tells him not to put on a condom so he always does. It’s not that Shane doesn’t want a baby! Of course he does! Sara would make a great mom. It’s just that it’s her body, so he’ll leave it to her to decide when it’s time. The relief every time she doesn’t is just- He’s glad he’s being a good feminist, that’s all.</p><p>They each have one weird hobby. Sara paints mystical creatures, cryptids and stuff. She’s incredibly talented, but it’s a little silly and she’s embarrassed. Shane makes shadowboxes of butterflies. He likes how he can take something so mundane and arrange it so that it becomes fantastical. Restoring any damage and placing the specimen just-so to look like it’s floating inside the box, somehow it’s almost like bringing it back to life. That’s embarrassing too because it’s utterly preposterous. They keep their hobbies up in the attic. Not that there’s ever visitors to gawk and get the wrong idea, but the rest of their house is normal; the weird stuff just doesn’t belong there.</p><p>It’s the second week of their second year of marriage when the accident happens. Shane has just gotten off the phone with his mother, who had asked yet again when Shane would be giving her a new grandbaby, and reminded him yet again that Scott has already delivered two. Shane had side-stepped the question as long as he could before eventually giving up and claiming to have something urgent to attend to so that he could end the call. Shane would feel guilty if he told her that the baby thing is all up to Sara, though he’s not sure why. His mother would never be passive aggressive about it, he knows. And how else can he explain why they’re still waiting? It just sort of seems like one of those things you’re not supposed to say out loud.</p><p>Shane heads up the stairs in something of a hurry. He’s got a half complete shadowbox up there waiting for him and it will be nice to sink into working on it after the uncomfortable phone call. He gets part way up the narrow staircase to the attic before almost running right into Sara on her way down. They giggle at each other, and Shane touches her waist. She’s wearing one of her favorite dresses, pale pink and long-sleeved with a subtle ruffle down the front. The sleeves are rolled up and there’s a smear of neon green at her temple.</p><p>“What spook have you summoned this time?” Shane asks, gently teasing. Sara’s paintings are always so unique and haunting, and Shane loves them. He kind of wishes they could have them downstairs, up on the walls. Once they’re fully dry and won’t get messed up, Sara puts them away, and Shane never gets as much time as he’d like to look at them. So he tries to encourage her. Painting is much less weird than meticulously pinning dead insects to light absorbant boards anyway.</p><p>“A demon, I think,” Sara answers shyly, tucking an errant curl behind her ear. “He just kind of came to me, I can’t explain it.”</p><p>“I can’t wait to see him,” Shane tells her honestly. She rolls her eyes, but the soft blush across the bridge of her nose tells him she’s pleased. And Shane does love to please, so he soaks it up, and lets it make him feel good too. On a sudden whim, he pulls Sara down another step and into a kiss, the both of them giggling again. Even after so long together, it’s such a giddy feeling to be in love. So Shane hams it up a little, acting out his love for Sara like it’s a fun skit. He loops both gangly arms around her waist to hold her more firmly and dips her. She throws her head back to laugh, and Shane tucks his own flushed face into her neck, and then-</p><p>Shane’s foot slips.</p><p>It’s a long, long way down.</p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/34316899" target="_blank">Read More</a></b><br/>✨ <a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Tip Jar</a> ✨</p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/660281045486321664/gold-rush-richieeddie-meeting-during-the-27" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Eddie “meets” Richie at a bar while they’re both out of town for work, and immediately decides <i>right now</i> is the perfect time to have his midlife crisis.</p><blockquote><p>The Tuesday of the fourth week, there’s an insistent knock at Richie’s door at the ass end of the afternoon, when the sky has gone coral - Eddie’s favorite color. Eddie has just treated Richie to a long massage and a slow fuck on one of the loungers on the balcony out back some lazy stretch of time ago. It’s not quite as humid-hot here in the summers as it is in- …other places, wherever, but midday in early September is muggy just about anywhere in the country. So neither of them have bothered to put a stitch of clothing back on even inside in the A/C, and Eddie has been petting the hair on Richie’s thighs while Richie lights up. Richie waits for a moment, thinking that Eddie is going to dare him to answer the door like this, knowing he’ll do it if Eddie tells him to. Eddie smiles like he was considering it, but then hands Richie a pair of shorts.</p><p>Richie grumbles for the sake of it, tugging the shorts on, joint in his mouth, on the way to the door. The shorts are Eddie’s, pale yellow and a shorter cut than Richie would normally wear even if they weren’t too small for him. He stares down at them blankly for a moment, at the way they… squeeze him, and realizes maybe Eddie did give him a dare after all. Richie looks up and catches a second-long glance of Eddie’s cheshire grin before it disappears behind the back of the couch. A dare is a dare though, so Richie doesn’t even try to adjust himself before he throws his front door wide open.</p><p>“Oh, shit,” Richie says, red eyes a-blinking, when he sees the uniformed officer on his stoop. He pinches the joint from between his lips and holds it out to the side, it and his hand conspicuously out of view behind the door jamb. The cop looks at Richie’s hidden hand and sighs loudly, but doesn’t bother. It’s about ten minutes from being legalized here anyway, so it’s not worth the arrest unless he wants to give Richie a hard time personally and at his own expense.</p><p>“Afternoon, Mr. Tozier,” he says instead, sounding like he would rather be doing literally anything else. He has two particularly grumpy looking eyebrows and a carefully squared moustache with stripes of grey that make it look like a barcode. “My name is Officer Badcock-”</p><p>Richie can’t help laughing. He laughs hard and for probably a little bit too long. But really? The universe is truly shining on him - first Eddie, and now this. Eventually he manages to bite his lips together hard enough that his laughter dwindles into a boyish little giggle in the back of his throat.</p><p>“Sorry,” he says, the least sincere apology he’s ever given in his life, which really is saying a lot. “Sorry, Officer, I’m sorry. How can I help you?”</p><p>“I’m here investigating a missing person, Mr. Tozier,” Officer Badcock informs Richie coolly. There’s nothing in particular that tips Richie off, exactly. He doesn’t look to the side, doesn’t try to peer over the back of the couch to see what Eddie makes of it, though he knows that Eddie can hear. There’s no sharp intake of breath, no muffled clatter of something falling from Eddie’s hands onto the carpet. There’s just… something. Some dread, or fear, some miasma of No, please that raises goosebumps on the back of Richie’s neck. He knows this cop is looking for Eddie, and just as surely, just as instantly, Richie knows he’s not going to let Eddie get found out.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/32167063/chapters/83034154" target="_blank">Read More →</a></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/664262963701628928/the-whole-being-dead-thing-shaneryansara" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>“You want those breathers flushed out of here, I’m your guy. I’m the universe’s one and only bio-exorcist.” He flicks out two fingers towards Shane, between which he’s holding a very tiny piece of paper. Shane takes it, to be polite, and as he touches it it grows into a full size business card.<br/></p><p>“Beetlejuice,” Shane reads aloud doubtfully. “Beetlejuice, Beetlejuice.”</p><p>The little man cackles like a witch, with his tongue held fully out of his mouth, gleefully shaking two shakas.</p><p>(a shyanara fusion taking parts from both Beetlejuice (1988) and Beetlejuice: The Musical)</p><blockquote><p>Shane and Sara promised to die together on a sunny autumn afternoon in front of a small gathering of their closest friends, and they meant it too. They just hadn’t expected to be keeping that particular vow so soon.</p><p>The first year of their marriage is perfectly lovely, just as the rest of their relationship has been. They don’t have any fights, and they make love at least every week, and they buy a nice fixer-upper at the top of a steep hill that discourages everyone except Girl Scouts from dropping by. They’ve hit every step on their ten year plans, culminating in their peaceful stay-at-home honeymoon.</p><p>The next ten years, Shane knows, will be just as easy and simple. The milestones are already laid out, more or less the same for everyone like Shane and Sara, all they have to do is commit to reaching them. Shane isn’t nervous about any of it. He knows he can do anything with Sara by his side, and he’s happy to give her anything she wants. Despite that, he can never seem to get himself to offer up the next step. Sara is still on birth control, and she never tells him not to put on a condom so he always does. It’s not that Shane doesn’t want a baby! Of course he does! Sara would make a great mom. It’s just that it’s her body, so he’ll leave it to her to decide when it’s time. The relief every time she doesn’t is just- He’s glad he’s being a good feminist, that’s all.</p><p>They each have one weird hobby. Sara paints mystical creatures, cryptids and stuff. She’s incredibly talented, but it’s a little silly and she’s embarrassed. Shane makes shadowboxes of butterflies. He likes how he can take something so mundane and arrange it so that it becomes fantastical. Restoring any damage and placing the specimen just-so to look like it’s floating inside the box, somehow it’s almost like bringing it back to life. That’s embarrassing too because it’s utterly preposterous. They keep their hobbies up in the attic. Not that there’s ever visitors to gawk and get the wrong idea, but the rest of their house is normal; the weird stuff just doesn’t belong there.</p><p>It’s the second week of their second year of marriage when the accident happens. Shane has just gotten off the phone with his mother, who had asked yet again when Shane would be giving her a new grandbaby, and reminded him yet again that Scott has already delivered two. Shane had side-stepped the question as long as he could before eventually giving up and claiming to have something urgent to attend to so that he could end the call. Shane would feel guilty if he told her that the baby thing is all up to Sara, though he’s not sure why. His mother would never be passive aggressive about it, he knows. And how else can he explain why they’re still waiting? It just sort of seems like one of those things you’re not supposed to say out loud.</p><p>Shane heads up the stairs in something of a hurry. He’s got a half complete shadowbox up there waiting for him and it will be nice to sink into working on it after the uncomfortable phone call. He gets part way up the narrow staircase to the attic before almost running right into Sara on her way down. They giggle at each other, and Shane touches her waist. She’s wearing one of her favorite dresses, pale pink and long-sleeved with a subtle ruffle down the front. The sleeves are rolled up and there’s a smear of neon green at her temple.</p><p>“What spook have you summoned this time?” Shane asks, gently teasing. Sara’s paintings are always so unique and haunting, and Shane loves them. He kind of wishes they could have them downstairs, up on the walls. Once they’re fully dry and won’t get messed up, Sara puts them away, and Shane never gets as much time as he’d like to look at them. So he tries to encourage her. Painting is much less weird than meticulously pinning dead insects to light absorbant boards anyway.</p><p>“A demon, I think,” Sara answers shyly, tucking an errant curl behind her ear. “He just kind of came to me, I can’t explain it.”</p><p>“I can’t wait to see him,” Shane tells her honestly. She rolls her eyes, but the soft blush across the bridge of her nose tells him she’s pleased. And Shane does love to please, so he soaks it up, and lets it make him feel good too. On a sudden whim, he pulls Sara down another step and into a kiss, the both of them giggling again. Even after so long together, it’s such a giddy feeling to be in love. So Shane hams it up a little, acting out his love for Sara like it’s a fun skit. He loops both gangly arms around her waist to hold her more firmly and dips her. She throws her head back to laugh, and Shane tucks his own flushed face into her neck, and then-</p><p>Shane’s foot slips.</p><p>It’s a long, long way down.</p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/34316899" target="_blank">Read More</a></b><br/>✨ <a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Tip Jar</a> ✨</p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/666464267696046080/the-real-god-uses-tricks-eddie-time-loop" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Eddie wakes up in bed with his wife. He gets a call from Mike Hanlon, he goes to Derry, he dies. And then he wakes up in bed with his wife.</p><p><small>[warnings: canon-typical abuse, canon-typical amnesia, panic attack, disossiation, temporary character death including by non-graphic suicide]</small></p><blockquote><p>Eddie wakes up in bed with his wife.</p><p>He stares up at the ceiling, the persistent itch of deja vu in the back of his mind. He runs back over and over the memory of locking the door and turning off the lights, looking for inconsistencies that would reveal it to be false or from some other night, but it holds up to the scrutiny. The darkness is quiet, no creaks on the floorboards, no unexpected breeze. Myra is pressed against Eddie’s side, uncomfortably warm and her grip on his forearm just a shade too tight. Eddie is struck with the desire to pull away, but the fear that she would wake up stays him. Eddie glances at the analog clock glowing on the dresser, sees that it’s hours yet before he has to get up, and then closes his eyes in the attempt to go back to sleep. He just knows he’s going to have another one of those weird nightmares, the ones with the endless tunnel lined with shark-like teeth and the incontrovertible dream knowledge that he has lost something gravely important.</p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/34817590" target="_blank">Read More →</a></b><br/>✨ <a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Tip Jar</a> ✨</p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Eddie wakes up in bed with his wife. He gets a call from Mike Hanlon, he goes to Derry, he dies. And then he wakes up in bed with his wife.</p><p><small>[warnings: canon-typical abuse, canon-typical amnesia, panic attack, disossiation, temporary character death including by non-graphic suicide]</small></p><blockquote><p>Eddie wakes up in bed with his wife.</p><p>He stares up at the ceiling, the persistent itch of deja vu in the back of his mind. He runs back over and over the memory of locking the door and turning off the lights, looking for inconsistencies that would reveal it to be false or from some other night, but it holds up to the scrutiny. The darkness is quiet, no creaks on the floorboards, no unexpected breeze. Myra is pressed against Eddie’s side, uncomfortably warm and her grip on his forearm just a shade too tight. Eddie is struck with the desire to pull away, but the fear that she would wake up stays him. Eddie glances at the analog clock glowing on the dresser, sees that it’s hours yet before he has to get up, and then closes his eyes in the attempt to go back to sleep. He just knows he’s going to have another one of those weird nightmares, the ones with the endless tunnel lined with shark-like teeth and the incontrovertible dream knowledge that he has lost something gravely important.</p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/34817590" target="_blank">Read More →</a></b><br/>✨ <a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Tip Jar</a> ✨</p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>“You want those breathers flushed out of here, I’m your guy. I’m the universe’s one and only bio-exorcist.” He flicks out two fingers towards Shane, between which he’s holding a very tiny piece of paper. Shane takes it, to be polite, and as he touches it it grows into a full size business card.<br/></p><p>“Beetlejuice,” Shane reads aloud doubtfully. “Beetlejuice, Beetlejuice.”</p><p>The little man cackles like a witch, with his tongue held fully out of his mouth, gleefully shaking two shakas.</p><p>(a shyanara fusion taking parts from both Beetlejuice (1988) and Beetlejuice: The Musical)</p><blockquote><p>Shane and Sara promised to die together on a sunny autumn afternoon in front of a small gathering of their closest friends, and they meant it too. They just hadn’t expected to be keeping that particular vow so soon.</p><p>The first year of their marriage is perfectly lovely, just as the rest of their relationship has been. They don’t have any fights, and they make love at least every week, and they buy a nice fixer-upper at the top of a steep hill that discourages everyone except Girl Scouts from dropping by. They’ve hit every step on their ten year plans, culminating in their peaceful stay-at-home honeymoon.</p><p>The next ten years, Shane knows, will be just as easy and simple. The milestones are already laid out, more or less the same for everyone like Shane and Sara, all they have to do is commit to reaching them. Shane isn’t nervous about any of it. He knows he can do anything with Sara by his side, and he’s happy to give her anything she wants. Despite that, he can never seem to get himself to offer up the next step. Sara is still on birth control, and she never tells him not to put on a condom so he always does. It’s not that Shane doesn’t want a baby! Of course he does! Sara would make a great mom. It’s just that it’s her body, so he’ll leave it to her to decide when it’s time. The relief every time she doesn’t is just- He’s glad he’s being a good feminist, that’s all.</p><p>They each have one weird hobby. Sara paints mystical creatures, cryptids and stuff. She’s incredibly talented, but it’s a little silly and she’s embarrassed. Shane makes shadowboxes of butterflies. He likes how he can take something so mundane and arrange it so that it becomes fantastical. Restoring any damage and placing the specimen just-so to look like it’s floating inside the box, somehow it’s almost like bringing it back to life. That’s embarrassing too because it’s utterly preposterous. They keep their hobbies up in the attic. Not that there’s ever visitors to gawk and get the wrong idea, but the rest of their house is normal; the weird stuff just doesn’t belong there.</p><p>It’s the second week of their second year of marriage when the accident happens. Shane has just gotten off the phone with his mother, who had asked yet again when Shane would be giving her a new grandbaby, and reminded him yet again that Scott has already delivered two. Shane had side-stepped the question as long as he could before eventually giving up and claiming to have something urgent to attend to so that he could end the call. Shane would feel guilty if he told her that the baby thing is all up to Sara, though he’s not sure why. His mother would never be passive aggressive about it, he knows. And how else can he explain why they’re still waiting? It just sort of seems like one of those things you’re not supposed to say out loud.</p><p>Shane heads up the stairs in something of a hurry. He’s got a half complete shadowbox up there waiting for him and it will be nice to sink into working on it after the uncomfortable phone call. He gets part way up the narrow staircase to the attic before almost running right into Sara on her way down. They giggle at each other, and Shane touches her waist. She’s wearing one of her favorite dresses, pale pink and long-sleeved with a subtle ruffle down the front. The sleeves are rolled up and there’s a smear of neon green at her temple.</p><p>“What spook have you summoned this time?” Shane asks, gently teasing. Sara’s paintings are always so unique and haunting, and Shane loves them. He kind of wishes they could have them downstairs, up on the walls. Once they’re fully dry and won’t get messed up, Sara puts them away, and Shane never gets as much time as he’d like to look at them. So he tries to encourage her. Painting is much less weird than meticulously pinning dead insects to light absorbant boards anyway.</p><p>“A demon, I think,” Sara answers shyly, tucking an errant curl behind her ear. “He just kind of came to me, I can’t explain it.”</p><p>“I can’t wait to see him,” Shane tells her honestly. She rolls her eyes, but the soft blush across the bridge of her nose tells him she’s pleased. And Shane does love to please, so he soaks it up, and lets it make him feel good too. On a sudden whim, he pulls Sara down another step and into a kiss, the both of them giggling again. Even after so long together, it’s such a giddy feeling to be in love. So Shane hams it up a little, acting out his love for Sara like it’s a fun skit. He loops both gangly arms around her waist to hold her more firmly and dips her. She throws her head back to laugh, and Shane tucks his own flushed face into her neck, and then-</p><p>Shane’s foot slips.</p><p>It’s a long, long way down.</p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/34316899" target="_blank">Read More</a></b><br/>✨ <a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Tip Jar</a> ✨</p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/664262963701628928/the-whole-being-dead-thing-shaneryansara" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>“You want those breathers flushed out of here, I’m your guy. I’m the universe’s one and only bio-exorcist.” He flicks out two fingers towards Shane, between which he’s holding a very tiny piece of paper. Shane takes it, to be polite, and as he touches it it grows into a full size business card.<br/></p><p>“Beetlejuice,” Shane reads aloud doubtfully. “Beetlejuice, Beetlejuice.”</p><p>The little man cackles like a witch, with his tongue held fully out of his mouth, gleefully shaking two shakas.</p><p>(a shyanara fusion taking parts from both Beetlejuice (1988) and Beetlejuice: The Musical)</p><blockquote><p>Shane and Sara promised to die together on a sunny autumn afternoon in front of a small gathering of their closest friends, and they meant it too. They just hadn’t expected to be keeping that particular vow so soon.</p><p>The first year of their marriage is perfectly lovely, just as the rest of their relationship has been. They don’t have any fights, and they make love at least every week, and they buy a nice fixer-upper at the top of a steep hill that discourages everyone except Girl Scouts from dropping by. They’ve hit every step on their ten year plans, culminating in their peaceful stay-at-home honeymoon.</p><p>The next ten years, Shane knows, will be just as easy and simple. The milestones are already laid out, more or less the same for everyone like Shane and Sara, all they have to do is commit to reaching them. Shane isn’t nervous about any of it. He knows he can do anything with Sara by his side, and he’s happy to give her anything she wants. Despite that, he can never seem to get himself to offer up the next step. Sara is still on birth control, and she never tells him not to put on a condom so he always does. It’s not that Shane doesn’t want a baby! Of course he does! Sara would make a great mom. It’s just that it’s her body, so he’ll leave it to her to decide when it’s time. The relief every time she doesn’t is just- He’s glad he’s being a good feminist, that’s all.</p><p>They each have one weird hobby. Sara paints mystical creatures, cryptids and stuff. She’s incredibly talented, but it’s a little silly and she’s embarrassed. Shane makes shadowboxes of butterflies. He likes how he can take something so mundane and arrange it so that it becomes fantastical. Restoring any damage and placing the specimen just-so to look like it’s floating inside the box, somehow it’s almost like bringing it back to life. That’s embarrassing too because it’s utterly preposterous. They keep their hobbies up in the attic. Not that there’s ever visitors to gawk and get the wrong idea, but the rest of their house is normal; the weird stuff just doesn’t belong there.</p><p>It’s the second week of their second year of marriage when the accident happens. Shane has just gotten off the phone with his mother, who had asked yet again when Shane would be giving her a new grandbaby, and reminded him yet again that Scott has already delivered two. Shane had side-stepped the question as long as he could before eventually giving up and claiming to have something urgent to attend to so that he could end the call. Shane would feel guilty if he told her that the baby thing is all up to Sara, though he’s not sure why. His mother would never be passive aggressive about it, he knows. And how else can he explain why they’re still waiting? It just sort of seems like one of those things you’re not supposed to say out loud.</p><p>Shane heads up the stairs in something of a hurry. He’s got a half complete shadowbox up there waiting for him and it will be nice to sink into working on it after the uncomfortable phone call. He gets part way up the narrow staircase to the attic before almost running right into Sara on her way down. They giggle at each other, and Shane touches her waist. She’s wearing one of her favorite dresses, pale pink and long-sleeved with a subtle ruffle down the front. The sleeves are rolled up and there’s a smear of neon green at her temple.</p><p>“What spook have you summoned this time?” Shane asks, gently teasing. Sara’s paintings are always so unique and haunting, and Shane loves them. He kind of wishes they could have them downstairs, up on the walls. Once they’re fully dry and won’t get messed up, Sara puts them away, and Shane never gets as much time as he’d like to look at them. So he tries to encourage her. Painting is much less weird than meticulously pinning dead insects to light absorbant boards anyway.</p><p>“A demon, I think,” Sara answers shyly, tucking an errant curl behind her ear. “He just kind of came to me, I can’t explain it.”</p><p>“I can’t wait to see him,” Shane tells her honestly. She rolls her eyes, but the soft blush across the bridge of her nose tells him she’s pleased. And Shane does love to please, so he soaks it up, and lets it make him feel good too. On a sudden whim, he pulls Sara down another step and into a kiss, the both of them giggling again. Even after so long together, it’s such a giddy feeling to be in love. So Shane hams it up a little, acting out his love for Sara like it’s a fun skit. He loops both gangly arms around her waist to hold her more firmly and dips her. She throws her head back to laugh, and Shane tucks his own flushed face into her neck, and then-</p><p>Shane’s foot slips.</p><p>It’s a long, long way down.</p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/34316899" target="_blank">Read More</a></b><br/>✨ <a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Tip Jar</a> ✨</p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/664262963701628928/the-whole-being-dead-thing-shaneryansara" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>“You want those breathers flushed out of here, I’m your guy. I’m the universe’s one and only bio-exorcist.” He flicks out two fingers towards Shane, between which he’s holding a very tiny piece of paper. Shane takes it, to be polite, and as he touches it it grows into a full size business card.<br/></p><p>“Beetlejuice,” Shane reads aloud doubtfully. “Beetlejuice, Beetlejuice.”</p><p>The little man cackles like a witch, with his tongue held fully out of his mouth, gleefully shaking two shakas.</p><p>(a shyanara fusion taking parts from both Beetlejuice (1988) and Beetlejuice: The Musical)</p><blockquote><p>Shane and Sara promised to die together on a sunny autumn afternoon in front of a small gathering of their closest friends, and they meant it too. They just hadn’t expected to be keeping that particular vow so soon.</p><p>The first year of their marriage is perfectly lovely, just as the rest of their relationship has been. They don’t have any fights, and they make love at least every week, and they buy a nice fixer-upper at the top of a steep hill that discourages everyone except Girl Scouts from dropping by. They’ve hit every step on their ten year plans, culminating in their peaceful stay-at-home honeymoon.</p><p>The next ten years, Shane knows, will be just as easy and simple. The milestones are already laid out, more or less the same for everyone like Shane and Sara, all they have to do is commit to reaching them. Shane isn’t nervous about any of it. He knows he can do anything with Sara by his side, and he’s happy to give her anything she wants. Despite that, he can never seem to get himself to offer up the next step. Sara is still on birth control, and she never tells him not to put on a condom so he always does. It’s not that Shane doesn’t want a baby! Of course he does! Sara would make a great mom. It’s just that it’s her body, so he’ll leave it to her to decide when it’s time. The relief every time she doesn’t is just- He’s glad he’s being a good feminist, that’s all.</p><p>They each have one weird hobby. Sara paints mystical creatures, cryptids and stuff. She’s incredibly talented, but it’s a little silly and she’s embarrassed. Shane makes shadowboxes of butterflies. He likes how he can take something so mundane and arrange it so that it becomes fantastical. Restoring any damage and placing the specimen just-so to look like it’s floating inside the box, somehow it’s almost like bringing it back to life. That’s embarrassing too because it’s utterly preposterous. They keep their hobbies up in the attic. Not that there’s ever visitors to gawk and get the wrong idea, but the rest of their house is normal; the weird stuff just doesn’t belong there.</p><p>It’s the second week of their second year of marriage when the accident happens. Shane has just gotten off the phone with his mother, who had asked yet again when Shane would be giving her a new grandbaby, and reminded him yet again that Scott has already delivered two. Shane had side-stepped the question as long as he could before eventually giving up and claiming to have something urgent to attend to so that he could end the call. Shane would feel guilty if he told her that the baby thing is all up to Sara, though he’s not sure why. His mother would never be passive aggressive about it, he knows. And how else can he explain why they’re still waiting? It just sort of seems like one of those things you’re not supposed to say out loud.</p><p>Shane heads up the stairs in something of a hurry. He’s got a half complete shadowbox up there waiting for him and it will be nice to sink into working on it after the uncomfortable phone call. He gets part way up the narrow staircase to the attic before almost running right into Sara on her way down. They giggle at each other, and Shane touches her waist. She’s wearing one of her favorite dresses, pale pink and long-sleeved with a subtle ruffle down the front. The sleeves are rolled up and there’s a smear of neon green at her temple.</p><p>“What spook have you summoned this time?” Shane asks, gently teasing. Sara’s paintings are always so unique and haunting, and Shane loves them. He kind of wishes they could have them downstairs, up on the walls. Once they’re fully dry and won’t get messed up, Sara puts them away, and Shane never gets as much time as he’d like to look at them. So he tries to encourage her. Painting is much less weird than meticulously pinning dead insects to light absorbant boards anyway.</p><p>“A demon, I think,” Sara answers shyly, tucking an errant curl behind her ear. “He just kind of came to me, I can’t explain it.”</p><p>“I can’t wait to see him,” Shane tells her honestly. She rolls her eyes, but the soft blush across the bridge of her nose tells him she’s pleased. And Shane does love to please, so he soaks it up, and lets it make him feel good too. On a sudden whim, he pulls Sara down another step and into a kiss, the both of them giggling again. Even after so long together, it’s such a giddy feeling to be in love. So Shane hams it up a little, acting out his love for Sara like it’s a fun skit. He loops both gangly arms around her waist to hold her more firmly and dips her. She throws her head back to laugh, and Shane tucks his own flushed face into her neck, and then-</p><p>Shane’s foot slips.</p><p>It’s a long, long way down.</p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/34316899" target="_blank">Read More</a></b><br/>✨ <a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Tip Jar</a> ✨</p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/664262963701628928/the-whole-being-dead-thing-shaneryansara" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>“You want those breathers flushed out of here, I’m your guy. I’m the universe’s one and only bio-exorcist.” He flicks out two fingers towards Shane, between which he’s holding a very tiny piece of paper. Shane takes it, to be polite, and as he touches it it grows into a full size business card.<br/></p><p>“Beetlejuice,” Shane reads aloud doubtfully. “Beetlejuice, Beetlejuice.”</p><p>The little man cackles like a witch, with his tongue held fully out of his mouth, gleefully shaking two shakas.</p><p>(a shyanara fusion taking parts from both Beetlejuice (1988) and Beetlejuice: The Musical)</p><blockquote><p>Shane and Sara promised to die together on a sunny autumn afternoon in front of a small gathering of their closest friends, and they meant it too. They just hadn’t expected to be keeping that particular vow so soon.</p><p>The first year of their marriage is perfectly lovely, just as the rest of their relationship has been. They don’t have any fights, and they make love at least every week, and they buy a nice fixer-upper at the top of a steep hill that discourages everyone except Girl Scouts from dropping by. They’ve hit every step on their ten year plans, culminating in their peaceful stay-at-home honeymoon.</p><p>The next ten years, Shane knows, will be just as easy and simple. The milestones are already laid out, more or less the same for everyone like Shane and Sara, all they have to do is commit to reaching them. Shane isn’t nervous about any of it. He knows he can do anything with Sara by his side, and he’s happy to give her anything she wants. Despite that, he can never seem to get himself to offer up the next step. Sara is still on birth control, and she never tells him not to put on a condom so he always does. It’s not that Shane doesn’t want a baby! Of course he does! Sara would make a great mom. It’s just that it’s her body, so he’ll leave it to her to decide when it’s time. The relief every time she doesn’t is just- He’s glad he’s being a good feminist, that’s all.</p><p>They each have one weird hobby. Sara paints mystical creatures, cryptids and stuff. She’s incredibly talented, but it’s a little silly and she’s embarrassed. Shane makes shadowboxes of butterflies. He likes how he can take something so mundane and arrange it so that it becomes fantastical. Restoring any damage and placing the specimen just-so to look like it’s floating inside the box, somehow it’s almost like bringing it back to life. That’s embarrassing too because it’s utterly preposterous. They keep their hobbies up in the attic. Not that there’s ever visitors to gawk and get the wrong idea, but the rest of their house is normal; the weird stuff just doesn’t belong there.</p><p>It’s the second week of their second year of marriage when the accident happens. Shane has just gotten off the phone with his mother, who had asked yet again when Shane would be giving her a new grandbaby, and reminded him yet again that Scott has already delivered two. Shane had side-stepped the question as long as he could before eventually giving up and claiming to have something urgent to attend to so that he could end the call. Shane would feel guilty if he told her that the baby thing is all up to Sara, though he’s not sure why. His mother would never be passive aggressive about it, he knows. And how else can he explain why they’re still waiting? It just sort of seems like one of those things you’re not supposed to say out loud.</p><p>Shane heads up the stairs in something of a hurry. He’s got a half complete shadowbox up there waiting for him and it will be nice to sink into working on it after the uncomfortable phone call. He gets part way up the narrow staircase to the attic before almost running right into Sara on her way down. They giggle at each other, and Shane touches her waist. She’s wearing one of her favorite dresses, pale pink and long-sleeved with a subtle ruffle down the front. The sleeves are rolled up and there’s a smear of neon green at her temple.</p><p>“What spook have you summoned this time?” Shane asks, gently teasing. Sara’s paintings are always so unique and haunting, and Shane loves them. He kind of wishes they could have them downstairs, up on the walls. Once they’re fully dry and won’t get messed up, Sara puts them away, and Shane never gets as much time as he’d like to look at them. So he tries to encourage her. Painting is much less weird than meticulously pinning dead insects to light absorbant boards anyway.</p><p>“A demon, I think,” Sara answers shyly, tucking an errant curl behind her ear. “He just kind of came to me, I can’t explain it.”</p><p>“I can’t wait to see him,” Shane tells her honestly. She rolls her eyes, but the soft blush across the bridge of her nose tells him she’s pleased. And Shane does love to please, so he soaks it up, and lets it make him feel good too. On a sudden whim, he pulls Sara down another step and into a kiss, the both of them giggling again. Even after so long together, it’s such a giddy feeling to be in love. So Shane hams it up a little, acting out his love for Sara like it’s a fun skit. He loops both gangly arms around her waist to hold her more firmly and dips her. She throws her head back to laugh, and Shane tucks his own flushed face into her neck, and then-</p><p>Shane’s foot slips.</p><p>It’s a long, long way down.</p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/34316899" target="_blank">Read More</a></b><br/>✨ <a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Tip Jar</a> ✨</p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/664262963701628928/the-whole-being-dead-thing-shaneryansara" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>“You want those breathers flushed out of here, I’m your guy. I’m the universe’s one and only bio-exorcist.” He flicks out two fingers towards Shane, between which he’s holding a very tiny piece of paper. Shane takes it, to be polite, and as he touches it it grows into a full size business card.<br/></p><p>“Beetlejuice,” Shane reads aloud doubtfully. “Beetlejuice, Beetlejuice.”</p><p>The little man cackles like a witch, with his tongue held fully out of his mouth, gleefully shaking two shakas.</p><p>(a shyanara fusion taking parts from both Beetlejuice (1988) and Beetlejuice: The Musical)</p><blockquote><p>Shane and Sara promised to die together on a sunny autumn afternoon in front of a small gathering of their closest friends, and they meant it too. They just hadn’t expected to be keeping that particular vow so soon.</p><p>The first year of their marriage is perfectly lovely, just as the rest of their relationship has been. They don’t have any fights, and they make love at least every week, and they buy a nice fixer-upper at the top of a steep hill that discourages everyone except Girl Scouts from dropping by. They’ve hit every step on their ten year plans, culminating in their peaceful stay-at-home honeymoon.</p><p>The next ten years, Shane knows, will be just as easy and simple. The milestones are already laid out, more or less the same for everyone like Shane and Sara, all they have to do is commit to reaching them. Shane isn’t nervous about any of it. He knows he can do anything with Sara by his side, and he’s happy to give her anything she wants. Despite that, he can never seem to get himself to offer up the next step. Sara is still on birth control, and she never tells him not to put on a condom so he always does. It’s not that Shane doesn’t want a baby! Of course he does! Sara would make a great mom. It’s just that it’s her body, so he’ll leave it to her to decide when it’s time. The relief every time she doesn’t is just- He’s glad he’s being a good feminist, that’s all.</p><p>They each have one weird hobby. Sara paints mystical creatures, cryptids and stuff. She’s incredibly talented, but it’s a little silly and she’s embarrassed. Shane makes shadowboxes of butterflies. He likes how he can take something so mundane and arrange it so that it becomes fantastical. Restoring any damage and placing the specimen just-so to look like it’s floating inside the box, somehow it’s almost like bringing it back to life. That’s embarrassing too because it’s utterly preposterous. They keep their hobbies up in the attic. Not that there’s ever visitors to gawk and get the wrong idea, but the rest of their house is normal; the weird stuff just doesn’t belong there.</p><p>It’s the second week of their second year of marriage when the accident happens. Shane has just gotten off the phone with his mother, who had asked yet again when Shane would be giving her a new grandbaby, and reminded him yet again that Scott has already delivered two. Shane had side-stepped the question as long as he could before eventually giving up and claiming to have something urgent to attend to so that he could end the call. Shane would feel guilty if he told her that the baby thing is all up to Sara, though he’s not sure why. His mother would never be passive aggressive about it, he knows. And how else can he explain why they’re still waiting? It just sort of seems like one of those things you’re not supposed to say out loud.</p><p>Shane heads up the stairs in something of a hurry. He’s got a half complete shadowbox up there waiting for him and it will be nice to sink into working on it after the uncomfortable phone call. He gets part way up the narrow staircase to the attic before almost running right into Sara on her way down. They giggle at each other, and Shane touches her waist. She’s wearing one of her favorite dresses, pale pink and long-sleeved with a subtle ruffle down the front. The sleeves are rolled up and there’s a smear of neon green at her temple.</p><p>“What spook have you summoned this time?” Shane asks, gently teasing. Sara’s paintings are always so unique and haunting, and Shane loves them. He kind of wishes they could have them downstairs, up on the walls. Once they’re fully dry and won’t get messed up, Sara puts them away, and Shane never gets as much time as he’d like to look at them. So he tries to encourage her. Painting is much less weird than meticulously pinning dead insects to light absorbant boards anyway.</p><p>“A demon, I think,” Sara answers shyly, tucking an errant curl behind her ear. “He just kind of came to me, I can’t explain it.”</p><p>“I can’t wait to see him,” Shane tells her honestly. She rolls her eyes, but the soft blush across the bridge of her nose tells him she’s pleased. And Shane does love to please, so he soaks it up, and lets it make him feel good too. On a sudden whim, he pulls Sara down another step and into a kiss, the both of them giggling again. Even after so long together, it’s such a giddy feeling to be in love. So Shane hams it up a little, acting out his love for Sara like it’s a fun skit. He loops both gangly arms around her waist to hold her more firmly and dips her. She throws her head back to laugh, and Shane tucks his own flushed face into her neck, and then-</p><p>Shane’s foot slips.</p><p>It’s a long, long way down.</p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/34316899" target="_blank">Read More</a></b><br/>✨ <a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Tip Jar</a> ✨</p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/664262963701628928/the-whole-being-dead-thing-shaneryansara" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>“You want those breathers flushed out of here, I’m your guy. I’m the universe’s one and only bio-exorcist.” He flicks out two fingers towards Shane, between which he’s holding a very tiny piece of paper. Shane takes it, to be polite, and as he touches it it grows into a full size business card.<br/></p><p>“Beetlejuice,” Shane reads aloud doubtfully. “Beetlejuice, Beetlejuice.”</p><p>The little man cackles like a witch, with his tongue held fully out of his mouth, gleefully shaking two shakas.</p><p>(a shyanara fusion taking parts from both Beetlejuice (1988) and Beetlejuice: The Musical)</p><blockquote><p>Shane and Sara promised to die together on a sunny autumn afternoon in front of a small gathering of their closest friends, and they meant it too. They just hadn’t expected to be keeping that particular vow so soon.</p><p>The first year of their marriage is perfectly lovely, just as the rest of their relationship has been. They don’t have any fights, and they make love at least every week, and they buy a nice fixer-upper at the top of a steep hill that discourages everyone except Girl Scouts from dropping by. They’ve hit every step on their ten year plans, culminating in their peaceful stay-at-home honeymoon.</p><p>The next ten years, Shane knows, will be just as easy and simple. The milestones are already laid out, more or less the same for everyone like Shane and Sara, all they have to do is commit to reaching them. Shane isn’t nervous about any of it. He knows he can do anything with Sara by his side, and he’s happy to give her anything she wants. Despite that, he can never seem to get himself to offer up the next step. Sara is still on birth control, and she never tells him not to put on a condom so he always does. It’s not that Shane doesn’t want a baby! Of course he does! Sara would make a great mom. It’s just that it’s her body, so he’ll leave it to her to decide when it’s time. The relief every time she doesn’t is just- He’s glad he’s being a good feminist, that’s all.</p><p>They each have one weird hobby. Sara paints mystical creatures, cryptids and stuff. She’s incredibly talented, but it’s a little silly and she’s embarrassed. Shane makes shadowboxes of butterflies. He likes how he can take something so mundane and arrange it so that it becomes fantastical. Restoring any damage and placing the specimen just-so to look like it’s floating inside the box, somehow it’s almost like bringing it back to life. That’s embarrassing too because it’s utterly preposterous. They keep their hobbies up in the attic. Not that there’s ever visitors to gawk and get the wrong idea, but the rest of their house is normal; the weird stuff just doesn’t belong there.</p><p>It’s the second week of their second year of marriage when the accident happens. Shane has just gotten off the phone with his mother, who had asked yet again when Shane would be giving her a new grandbaby, and reminded him yet again that Scott has already delivered two. Shane had side-stepped the question as long as he could before eventually giving up and claiming to have something urgent to attend to so that he could end the call. Shane would feel guilty if he told her that the baby thing is all up to Sara, though he’s not sure why. His mother would never be passive aggressive about it, he knows. And how else can he explain why they’re still waiting? It just sort of seems like one of those things you’re not supposed to say out loud.</p><p>Shane heads up the stairs in something of a hurry. He’s got a half complete shadowbox up there waiting for him and it will be nice to sink into working on it after the uncomfortable phone call. He gets part way up the narrow staircase to the attic before almost running right into Sara on her way down. They giggle at each other, and Shane touches her waist. She’s wearing one of her favorite dresses, pale pink and long-sleeved with a subtle ruffle down the front. The sleeves are rolled up and there’s a smear of neon green at her temple.</p><p>“What spook have you summoned this time?” Shane asks, gently teasing. Sara’s paintings are always so unique and haunting, and Shane loves them. He kind of wishes they could have them downstairs, up on the walls. Once they’re fully dry and won’t get messed up, Sara puts them away, and Shane never gets as much time as he’d like to look at them. So he tries to encourage her. Painting is much less weird than meticulously pinning dead insects to light absorbant boards anyway.</p><p>“A demon, I think,” Sara answers shyly, tucking an errant curl behind her ear. “He just kind of came to me, I can’t explain it.”</p><p>“I can’t wait to see him,” Shane tells her honestly. She rolls her eyes, but the soft blush across the bridge of her nose tells him she’s pleased. And Shane does love to please, so he soaks it up, and lets it make him feel good too. On a sudden whim, he pulls Sara down another step and into a kiss, the both of them giggling again. Even after so long together, it’s such a giddy feeling to be in love. So Shane hams it up a little, acting out his love for Sara like it’s a fun skit. He loops both gangly arms around her waist to hold her more firmly and dips her. She throws her head back to laugh, and Shane tucks his own flushed face into her neck, and then-</p><p>Shane’s foot slips.</p><p>It’s a long, long way down.</p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/34316899" target="_blank">Read More</a></b><br/>✨ <a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Tip Jar</a> ✨</p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/664262963701628928/the-whole-being-dead-thing-shaneryansara" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>“You want those breathers flushed out of here, I’m your guy. I’m the universe’s one and only bio-exorcist.” He flicks out two fingers towards Shane, between which he’s holding a very tiny piece of paper. Shane takes it, to be polite, and as he touches it it grows into a full size business card.<br/></p><p>“Beetlejuice,” Shane reads aloud doubtfully. “Beetlejuice, Beetlejuice.”</p><p>The little man cackles like a witch, with his tongue held fully out of his mouth, gleefully shaking two shakas.</p><p>(a shyanara fusion taking parts from both Beetlejuice (1988) and Beetlejuice: The Musical)</p><blockquote><p>Shane and Sara promised to die together on a sunny autumn afternoon in front of a small gathering of their closest friends, and they meant it too. They just hadn’t expected to be keeping that particular vow so soon.</p><p>The first year of their marriage is perfectly lovely, just as the rest of their relationship has been. They don’t have any fights, and they make love at least every week, and they buy a nice fixer-upper at the top of a steep hill that discourages everyone except Girl Scouts from dropping by. They’ve hit every step on their ten year plans, culminating in their peaceful stay-at-home honeymoon.</p><p>The next ten years, Shane knows, will be just as easy and simple. The milestones are already laid out, more or less the same for everyone like Shane and Sara, all they have to do is commit to reaching them. Shane isn’t nervous about any of it. He knows he can do anything with Sara by his side, and he’s happy to give her anything she wants. Despite that, he can never seem to get himself to offer up the next step. Sara is still on birth control, and she never tells him not to put on a condom so he always does. It’s not that Shane doesn’t want a baby! Of course he does! Sara would make a great mom. It’s just that it’s her body, so he’ll leave it to her to decide when it’s time. The relief every time she doesn’t is just- He’s glad he’s being a good feminist, that’s all.</p><p>They each have one weird hobby. Sara paints mystical creatures, cryptids and stuff. She’s incredibly talented, but it’s a little silly and she’s embarrassed. Shane makes shadowboxes of butterflies. He likes how he can take something so mundane and arrange it so that it becomes fantastical. Restoring any damage and placing the specimen just-so to look like it’s floating inside the box, somehow it’s almost like bringing it back to life. That’s embarrassing too because it’s utterly preposterous. They keep their hobbies up in the attic. Not that there’s ever visitors to gawk and get the wrong idea, but the rest of their house is normal; the weird stuff just doesn’t belong there.</p><p>It’s the second week of their second year of marriage when the accident happens. Shane has just gotten off the phone with his mother, who had asked yet again when Shane would be giving her a new grandbaby, and reminded him yet again that Scott has already delivered two. Shane had side-stepped the question as long as he could before eventually giving up and claiming to have something urgent to attend to so that he could end the call. Shane would feel guilty if he told her that the baby thing is all up to Sara, though he’s not sure why. His mother would never be passive aggressive about it, he knows. And how else can he explain why they’re still waiting? It just sort of seems like one of those things you’re not supposed to say out loud.</p><p>Shane heads up the stairs in something of a hurry. He’s got a half complete shadowbox up there waiting for him and it will be nice to sink into working on it after the uncomfortable phone call. He gets part way up the narrow staircase to the attic before almost running right into Sara on her way down. They giggle at each other, and Shane touches her waist. She’s wearing one of her favorite dresses, pale pink and long-sleeved with a subtle ruffle down the front. The sleeves are rolled up and there’s a smear of neon green at her temple.</p><p>“What spook have you summoned this time?” Shane asks, gently teasing. Sara’s paintings are always so unique and haunting, and Shane loves them. He kind of wishes they could have them downstairs, up on the walls. Once they’re fully dry and won’t get messed up, Sara puts them away, and Shane never gets as much time as he’d like to look at them. So he tries to encourage her. Painting is much less weird than meticulously pinning dead insects to light absorbant boards anyway.</p><p>“A demon, I think,” Sara answers shyly, tucking an errant curl behind her ear. “He just kind of came to me, I can’t explain it.”</p><p>“I can’t wait to see him,” Shane tells her honestly. She rolls her eyes, but the soft blush across the bridge of her nose tells him she’s pleased. And Shane does love to please, so he soaks it up, and lets it make him feel good too. On a sudden whim, he pulls Sara down another step and into a kiss, the both of them giggling again. Even after so long together, it’s such a giddy feeling to be in love. So Shane hams it up a little, acting out his love for Sara like it’s a fun skit. He loops both gangly arms around her waist to hold her more firmly and dips her. She throws her head back to laugh, and Shane tucks his own flushed face into her neck, and then-</p><p>Shane’s foot slips.</p><p>It’s a long, long way down.</p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/34316899" target="_blank">Read More</a></b><br/>✨ <a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Tip Jar</a> ✨</p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/664262963701628928/the-whole-being-dead-thing-shaneryansara" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>“You want those breathers flushed out of here, I’m your guy. I’m the universe’s one and only bio-exorcist.” He flicks out two fingers towards Shane, between which he’s holding a very tiny piece of paper. Shane takes it, to be polite, and as he touches it it grows into a full size business card.<br/></p><p>“Beetlejuice,” Shane reads aloud doubtfully. “Beetlejuice, Beetlejuice.”</p><p>The little man cackles like a witch, with his tongue held fully out of his mouth, gleefully shaking two shakas.</p><p>(a shyanara fusion taking parts from both Beetlejuice (1988) and Beetlejuice: The Musical)</p><blockquote><p>Shane and Sara promised to die together on a sunny autumn afternoon in front of a small gathering of their closest friends, and they meant it too. They just hadn’t expected to be keeping that particular vow so soon.</p><p>The first year of their marriage is perfectly lovely, just as the rest of their relationship has been. They don’t have any fights, and they make love at least every week, and they buy a nice fixer-upper at the top of a steep hill that discourages everyone except Girl Scouts from dropping by. They’ve hit every step on their ten year plans, culminating in their peaceful stay-at-home honeymoon.</p><p>The next ten years, Shane knows, will be just as easy and simple. The milestones are already laid out, more or less the same for everyone like Shane and Sara, all they have to do is commit to reaching them. Shane isn’t nervous about any of it. He knows he can do anything with Sara by his side, and he’s happy to give her anything she wants. Despite that, he can never seem to get himself to offer up the next step. Sara is still on birth control, and she never tells him not to put on a condom so he always does. It’s not that Shane doesn’t want a baby! Of course he does! Sara would make a great mom. It’s just that it’s her body, so he’ll leave it to her to decide when it’s time. The relief every time she doesn’t is just- He’s glad he’s being a good feminist, that’s all.</p><p>They each have one weird hobby. Sara paints mystical creatures, cryptids and stuff. She’s incredibly talented, but it’s a little silly and she’s embarrassed. Shane makes shadowboxes of butterflies. He likes how he can take something so mundane and arrange it so that it becomes fantastical. Restoring any damage and placing the specimen just-so to look like it’s floating inside the box, somehow it’s almost like bringing it back to life. That’s embarrassing too because it’s utterly preposterous. They keep their hobbies up in the attic. Not that there’s ever visitors to gawk and get the wrong idea, but the rest of their house is normal; the weird stuff just doesn’t belong there.</p><p>It’s the second week of their second year of marriage when the accident happens. Shane has just gotten off the phone with his mother, who had asked yet again when Shane would be giving her a new grandbaby, and reminded him yet again that Scott has already delivered two. Shane had side-stepped the question as long as he could before eventually giving up and claiming to have something urgent to attend to so that he could end the call. Shane would feel guilty if he told her that the baby thing is all up to Sara, though he’s not sure why. His mother would never be passive aggressive about it, he knows. And how else can he explain why they’re still waiting? It just sort of seems like one of those things you’re not supposed to say out loud.</p><p>Shane heads up the stairs in something of a hurry. He’s got a half complete shadowbox up there waiting for him and it will be nice to sink into working on it after the uncomfortable phone call. He gets part way up the narrow staircase to the attic before almost running right into Sara on her way down. They giggle at each other, and Shane touches her waist. She’s wearing one of her favorite dresses, pale pink and long-sleeved with a subtle ruffle down the front. The sleeves are rolled up and there’s a smear of neon green at her temple.</p><p>“What spook have you summoned this time?” Shane asks, gently teasing. Sara’s paintings are always so unique and haunting, and Shane loves them. He kind of wishes they could have them downstairs, up on the walls. Once they’re fully dry and won’t get messed up, Sara puts them away, and Shane never gets as much time as he’d like to look at them. So he tries to encourage her. Painting is much less weird than meticulously pinning dead insects to light absorbant boards anyway.</p><p>“A demon, I think,” Sara answers shyly, tucking an errant curl behind her ear. “He just kind of came to me, I can’t explain it.”</p><p>“I can’t wait to see him,” Shane tells her honestly. She rolls her eyes, but the soft blush across the bridge of her nose tells him she’s pleased. And Shane does love to please, so he soaks it up, and lets it make him feel good too. On a sudden whim, he pulls Sara down another step and into a kiss, the both of them giggling again. Even after so long together, it’s such a giddy feeling to be in love. So Shane hams it up a little, acting out his love for Sara like it’s a fun skit. He loops both gangly arms around her waist to hold her more firmly and dips her. She throws her head back to laugh, and Shane tucks his own flushed face into her neck, and then-</p><p>Shane’s foot slips.</p><p>It’s a long, long way down.</p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/34316899" target="_blank">Read More</a></b><br/>✨ <a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Tip Jar</a> ✨</p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/660281045486321664/gold-rush-richieeddie-meeting-during-the-27" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Eddie “meets” Richie at a bar while they’re both out of town for work, and immediately decides <i>right now</i> is the perfect time to have his midlife crisis.</p><blockquote><p>The Tuesday of the fourth week, there’s an insistent knock at Richie’s door at the ass end of the afternoon, when the sky has gone coral - Eddie’s favorite color. Eddie has just treated Richie to a long massage and a slow fuck on one of the loungers on the balcony out back some lazy stretch of time ago. It’s not quite as humid-hot here in the summers as it is in- …other places, wherever, but midday in early September is muggy just about anywhere in the country. So neither of them have bothered to put a stitch of clothing back on even inside in the A/C, and Eddie has been petting the hair on Richie’s thighs while Richie lights up. Richie waits for a moment, thinking that Eddie is going to dare him to answer the door like this, knowing he’ll do it if Eddie tells him to. Eddie smiles like he was considering it, but then hands Richie a pair of shorts.</p><p>Richie grumbles for the sake of it, tugging the shorts on, joint in his mouth, on the way to the door. The shorts are Eddie’s, pale yellow and a shorter cut than Richie would normally wear even if they weren’t too small for him. He stares down at them blankly for a moment, at the way they… squeeze him, and realizes maybe Eddie did give him a dare after all. Richie looks up and catches a second-long glance of Eddie’s cheshire grin before it disappears behind the back of the couch. A dare is a dare though, so Richie doesn’t even try to adjust himself before he throws his front door wide open.</p><p>“Oh, shit,” Richie says, red eyes a-blinking, when he sees the uniformed officer on his stoop. He pinches the joint from between his lips and holds it out to the side, it and his hand conspicuously out of view behind the door jamb. The cop looks at Richie’s hidden hand and sighs loudly, but doesn’t bother. It’s about ten minutes from being legalized here anyway, so it’s not worth the arrest unless he wants to give Richie a hard time personally and at his own expense.</p><p>“Afternoon, Mr. Tozier,” he says instead, sounding like he would rather be doing literally anything else. He has two particularly grumpy looking eyebrows and a carefully squared moustache with stripes of grey that make it look like a barcode. “My name is Officer Badcock-”</p><p>Richie can’t help laughing. He laughs hard and for probably a little bit too long. But really? The universe is truly shining on him - first Eddie, and now this. Eventually he manages to bite his lips together hard enough that his laughter dwindles into a boyish little giggle in the back of his throat.</p><p>“Sorry,” he says, the least sincere apology he’s ever given in his life, which really is saying a lot. “Sorry, Officer, I’m sorry. How can I help you?”</p><p>“I’m here investigating a missing person, Mr. Tozier,” Officer Badcock informs Richie coolly. There’s nothing in particular that tips Richie off, exactly. He doesn’t look to the side, doesn’t try to peer over the back of the couch to see what Eddie makes of it, though he knows that Eddie can hear. There’s no sharp intake of breath, no muffled clatter of something falling from Eddie’s hands onto the carpet. There’s just… something. Some dread, or fear, some miasma of No, please that raises goosebumps on the back of Richie’s neck. He knows this cop is looking for Eddie, and just as surely, just as instantly, Richie knows he’s not going to let Eddie get found out.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/32167063/chapters/83034154" target="_blank">Read More →</a></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/660281045486321664/gold-rush-richieeddie-meeting-during-the-27" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Eddie “meets” Richie at a bar while they’re both out of town for work, and immediately decides <i>right now</i> is the perfect time to have his midlife crisis.</p><blockquote><p>The Tuesday of the fourth week, there’s an insistent knock at Richie’s door at the ass end of the afternoon, when the sky has gone coral - Eddie’s favorite color. Eddie has just treated Richie to a long massage and a slow fuck on one of the loungers on the balcony out back some lazy stretch of time ago. It’s not quite as humid-hot here in the summers as it is in- …other places, wherever, but midday in early September is muggy just about anywhere in the country. So neither of them have bothered to put a stitch of clothing back on even inside in the A/C, and Eddie has been petting the hair on Richie’s thighs while Richie lights up. Richie waits for a moment, thinking that Eddie is going to dare him to answer the door like this, knowing he’ll do it if Eddie tells him to. Eddie smiles like he was considering it, but then hands Richie a pair of shorts.</p><p>Richie grumbles for the sake of it, tugging the shorts on, joint in his mouth, on the way to the door. The shorts are Eddie’s, pale yellow and a shorter cut than Richie would normally wear even if they weren’t too small for him. He stares down at them blankly for a moment, at the way they… squeeze him, and realizes maybe Eddie did give him a dare after all. Richie looks up and catches a second-long glance of Eddie’s cheshire grin before it disappears behind the back of the couch. A dare is a dare though, so Richie doesn’t even try to adjust himself before he throws his front door wide open.</p><p>“Oh, shit,” Richie says, red eyes a-blinking, when he sees the uniformed officer on his stoop. He pinches the joint from between his lips and holds it out to the side, it and his hand conspicuously out of view behind the door jamb. The cop looks at Richie’s hidden hand and sighs loudly, but doesn’t bother. It’s about ten minutes from being legalized here anyway, so it’s not worth the arrest unless he wants to give Richie a hard time personally and at his own expense.</p><p>“Afternoon, Mr. Tozier,” he says instead, sounding like he would rather be doing literally anything else. He has two particularly grumpy looking eyebrows and a carefully squared moustache with stripes of grey that make it look like a barcode. “My name is Officer Badcock-”</p><p>Richie can’t help laughing. He laughs hard and for probably a little bit too long. But really? The universe is truly shining on him - first Eddie, and now this. Eventually he manages to bite his lips together hard enough that his laughter dwindles into a boyish little giggle in the back of his throat.</p><p>“Sorry,” he says, the least sincere apology he’s ever given in his life, which really is saying a lot. “Sorry, Officer, I’m sorry. How can I help you?”</p><p>“I’m here investigating a missing person, Mr. Tozier,” Officer Badcock informs Richie coolly. There’s nothing in particular that tips Richie off, exactly. He doesn’t look to the side, doesn’t try to peer over the back of the couch to see what Eddie makes of it, though he knows that Eddie can hear. There’s no sharp intake of breath, no muffled clatter of something falling from Eddie’s hands onto the carpet. There’s just… something. Some dread, or fear, some miasma of No, please that raises goosebumps on the back of Richie’s neck. He knows this cop is looking for Eddie, and just as surely, just as instantly, Richie knows he’s not going to let Eddie get found out.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/32167063/chapters/83034154" target="_blank">Read More →</a></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/664262963701628928/the-whole-being-dead-thing-shaneryansara" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>“You want those breathers flushed out of here, I’m your guy. I’m the universe’s one and only bio-exorcist.” He flicks out two fingers towards Shane, between which he’s holding a very tiny piece of paper. Shane takes it, to be polite, and as he touches it it grows into a full size business card.<br/></p><p>“Beetlejuice,” Shane reads aloud doubtfully. “Beetlejuice, Beetlejuice.”</p><p>The little man cackles like a witch, with his tongue held fully out of his mouth, gleefully shaking two shakas.</p><p>(a shyanara fusion taking parts from both Beetlejuice (1988) and Beetlejuice: The Musical)</p><blockquote><p>Shane and Sara promised to die together on a sunny autumn afternoon in front of a small gathering of their closest friends, and they meant it too. They just hadn’t expected to be keeping that particular vow so soon.</p><p>The first year of their marriage is perfectly lovely, just as the rest of their relationship has been. They don’t have any fights, and they make love at least every week, and they buy a nice fixer-upper at the top of a steep hill that discourages everyone except Girl Scouts from dropping by. They’ve hit every step on their ten year plans, culminating in their peaceful stay-at-home honeymoon.</p><p>The next ten years, Shane knows, will be just as easy and simple. The milestones are already laid out, more or less the same for everyone like Shane and Sara, all they have to do is commit to reaching them. Shane isn’t nervous about any of it. He knows he can do anything with Sara by his side, and he’s happy to give her anything she wants. Despite that, he can never seem to get himself to offer up the next step. Sara is still on birth control, and she never tells him not to put on a condom so he always does. It’s not that Shane doesn’t want a baby! Of course he does! Sara would make a great mom. It’s just that it’s her body, so he’ll leave it to her to decide when it’s time. The relief every time she doesn’t is just- He’s glad he’s being a good feminist, that’s all.</p><p>They each have one weird hobby. Sara paints mystical creatures, cryptids and stuff. She’s incredibly talented, but it’s a little silly and she’s embarrassed. Shane makes shadowboxes of butterflies. He likes how he can take something so mundane and arrange it so that it becomes fantastical. Restoring any damage and placing the specimen just-so to look like it’s floating inside the box, somehow it’s almost like bringing it back to life. That’s embarrassing too because it’s utterly preposterous. They keep their hobbies up in the attic. Not that there’s ever visitors to gawk and get the wrong idea, but the rest of their house is normal; the weird stuff just doesn’t belong there.</p><p>It’s the second week of their second year of marriage when the accident happens. Shane has just gotten off the phone with his mother, who had asked yet again when Shane would be giving her a new grandbaby, and reminded him yet again that Scott has already delivered two. Shane had side-stepped the question as long as he could before eventually giving up and claiming to have something urgent to attend to so that he could end the call. Shane would feel guilty if he told her that the baby thing is all up to Sara, though he’s not sure why. His mother would never be passive aggressive about it, he knows. And how else can he explain why they’re still waiting? It just sort of seems like one of those things you’re not supposed to say out loud.</p><p>Shane heads up the stairs in something of a hurry. He’s got a half complete shadowbox up there waiting for him and it will be nice to sink into working on it after the uncomfortable phone call. He gets part way up the narrow staircase to the attic before almost running right into Sara on her way down. They giggle at each other, and Shane touches her waist. She’s wearing one of her favorite dresses, pale pink and long-sleeved with a subtle ruffle down the front. The sleeves are rolled up and there’s a smear of neon green at her temple.</p><p>“What spook have you summoned this time?” Shane asks, gently teasing. Sara’s paintings are always so unique and haunting, and Shane loves them. He kind of wishes they could have them downstairs, up on the walls. Once they’re fully dry and won’t get messed up, Sara puts them away, and Shane never gets as much time as he’d like to look at them. So he tries to encourage her. Painting is much less weird than meticulously pinning dead insects to light absorbant boards anyway.</p><p>“A demon, I think,” Sara answers shyly, tucking an errant curl behind her ear. “He just kind of came to me, I can’t explain it.”</p><p>“I can’t wait to see him,” Shane tells her honestly. She rolls her eyes, but the soft blush across the bridge of her nose tells him she’s pleased. And Shane does love to please, so he soaks it up, and lets it make him feel good too. On a sudden whim, he pulls Sara down another step and into a kiss, the both of them giggling again. Even after so long together, it’s such a giddy feeling to be in love. So Shane hams it up a little, acting out his love for Sara like it’s a fun skit. He loops both gangly arms around her waist to hold her more firmly and dips her. She throws her head back to laugh, and Shane tucks his own flushed face into her neck, and then-</p><p>Shane’s foot slips.</p><p>It’s a long, long way down.</p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/34316899" target="_blank">Read More</a></b><br/>✨ <a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Tip Jar</a> ✨</p></blockquote>
the whole being dead thing: Shane/Ryan/Sara + Beetlejuice fusion
https://archiveofourown.org/works/34316899
Body: 
Tags: 

Post id: 665178651125563393
Date: 2021-10-16 05:56:35 GMT
Post url: https://calicojackofficial.tumblr.com/post/665178651125563393/i-diagnose-you-with-hot
Slug: i-diagnose-you-with-hot
Reblog key: MQyRgJ8O
Reblog url: https://girlfriendsofthegalaxy.tumblr.com/post/665173712353591296/i-diagnose-you-with-hot
Reblog name: girlfriendsofthegalaxy
Link: 
i diagnose you with hot
https://uquiz.com/pHTkQ4
Body: 
Tags: ''drunk girl in the bathroom hot'', girl i SAID dump him!!

Post id: 665145859654172672
Date: 2021-10-15 21:15:23 GMT
Post url: https://calicojackofficial.tumblr.com/post/665145859654172672/man-who-sheltered-homeless-people-in-his-basement
Slug: man-who-sheltered-homeless-people-in-his-basement
Reblog key: R2tBQG9y
Reblog url: https://boykeats.tumblr.com/post/665141246169366528/man-who-sheltered-homeless-people-in-his-basement
Reblog name: boykeats
Link: <p><a href="https://screamswithbuffalo.tumblr.com/post/169810506837/man-who-sheltered-homeless-people-in-his-basement" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">screamswithbuffalo</a>:</p><blockquote><p><a href="https://boredatchurch.tumblr.com/post/169452170011/man-who-sheltered-homeless-people-in-his-basement" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">boredatchurch</a>:</p>
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<blockquote>
<p>A man from a suburb of Chicago who opened his basement to homeless people on freezing nights last month has complied with a local government order to stop.</p>
<p>“These people are my friends,” the man, Greg Schiller, who has worked with the homeless community in Elgin, Ill., for several years, said in <a href="https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=i2UyTCIA_NA" target="_blank">an interview with AM 560</a> in Chicago on Friday. “This is basically the city telling me who I can have over, who my friends can be and where we can congregate in my home.”</p>
<p>He called the gatherings “movie nights” and said he had offered hot drinks and snacks. At most, 15 people stayed, he said, adding that he remained up all night to supervise the gathering.</p>
<p>But city officials on Friday said the arrangement was unlawful and a zoning and public safety issue, as well as a property maintenance issue.</p>
</blockquote>

<p>As far as I’m concerned this man is a hero and someone I wish I could strive to be.</p>
</blockquote>
<p>There’s an actual issue with homelessness but they want to focus on so-called zoning laws that they only want to implement when it’s convenient for them? They even stated that there are reasons as to why some people wouldn’t be able to get into shelters, but obviously don’t give a shit.</p><p>We really living in a world where they’re making it so people who have the ability to help are breaking some ‘unlawful’ code.</p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p>It’s spooky season, which means that I’m gonna try again to get people to read this.<br/></p><p>It’s a Reddie Nightmare on Elm Street au and I am really proud of it but I posted it just after halloween, so no one was reading horror anymore.  </p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://shitiunderline.tumblr.com/post/659742659270819840/prolonged-depersonalizationderealization-episodes" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">shitiunderline</a>:</p><blockquote><p>I wrote a blog post summarizing some of the research I have compiled about depersonalization/derealization (DPDR) over the years, especially when it comes to prolonged or chronic episodes. The post includes:</p><p>- Information about how DPDR is understood in the mental health field, self-reports of the sensations and lack of sensations, and its relation to other disorders or experiences (particularly trauma, emotional abuse, prolonged stress, anxiety, etc.). </p><p>- Information about my approach to working with it therapeutically and treatment that has been shown to be helpful. </p><p>- A free downloadable exercise that incorporates a lot of the recent promising research. This exercise is adapted from one I did for years that my therapist gave me during my own prolonged episode so it holds a special place in my heart. </p><p>- A video summarizing all the info (and some, because, improv) that you can use just to hear the audio if desired. </p><p>- Tips for finding resources/support in DPDR in your city/town. These tips are in the video, not the text. </p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/664262963701628928/the-whole-being-dead-thing-shaneryansara" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>“You want those breathers flushed out of here, I’m your guy. I’m the universe’s one and only bio-exorcist.” He flicks out two fingers towards Shane, between which he’s holding a very tiny piece of paper. Shane takes it, to be polite, and as he touches it it grows into a full size business card.<br/></p><p>“Beetlejuice,” Shane reads aloud doubtfully. “Beetlejuice, Beetlejuice.”</p><p>The little man cackles like a witch, with his tongue held fully out of his mouth, gleefully shaking two shakas.</p><p>(a shyanara fusion taking parts from both Beetlejuice (1988) and Beetlejuice: The Musical)</p><blockquote><p>Shane and Sara promised to die together on a sunny autumn afternoon in front of a small gathering of their closest friends, and they meant it too. They just hadn’t expected to be keeping that particular vow so soon.</p><p>The first year of their marriage is perfectly lovely, just as the rest of their relationship has been. They don’t have any fights, and they make love at least every week, and they buy a nice fixer-upper at the top of a steep hill that discourages everyone except Girl Scouts from dropping by. They’ve hit every step on their ten year plans, culminating in their peaceful stay-at-home honeymoon.</p><p>The next ten years, Shane knows, will be just as easy and simple. The milestones are already laid out, more or less the same for everyone like Shane and Sara, all they have to do is commit to reaching them. Shane isn’t nervous about any of it. He knows he can do anything with Sara by his side, and he’s happy to give her anything she wants. Despite that, he can never seem to get himself to offer up the next step. Sara is still on birth control, and she never tells him not to put on a condom so he always does. It’s not that Shane doesn’t want a baby! Of course he does! Sara would make a great mom. It’s just that it’s her body, so he’ll leave it to her to decide when it’s time. The relief every time she doesn’t is just- He’s glad he’s being a good feminist, that’s all.</p><p>They each have one weird hobby. Sara paints mystical creatures, cryptids and stuff. She’s incredibly talented, but it’s a little silly and she’s embarrassed. Shane makes shadowboxes of butterflies. He likes how he can take something so mundane and arrange it so that it becomes fantastical. Restoring any damage and placing the specimen just-so to look like it’s floating inside the box, somehow it’s almost like bringing it back to life. That’s embarrassing too because it’s utterly preposterous. They keep their hobbies up in the attic. Not that there’s ever visitors to gawk and get the wrong idea, but the rest of their house is normal; the weird stuff just doesn’t belong there.</p><p>It’s the second week of their second year of marriage when the accident happens. Shane has just gotten off the phone with his mother, who had asked yet again when Shane would be giving her a new grandbaby, and reminded him yet again that Scott has already delivered two. Shane had side-stepped the question as long as he could before eventually giving up and claiming to have something urgent to attend to so that he could end the call. Shane would feel guilty if he told her that the baby thing is all up to Sara, though he’s not sure why. His mother would never be passive aggressive about it, he knows. And how else can he explain why they’re still waiting? It just sort of seems like one of those things you’re not supposed to say out loud.</p><p>Shane heads up the stairs in something of a hurry. He’s got a half complete shadowbox up there waiting for him and it will be nice to sink into working on it after the uncomfortable phone call. He gets part way up the narrow staircase to the attic before almost running right into Sara on her way down. They giggle at each other, and Shane touches her waist. She’s wearing one of her favorite dresses, pale pink and long-sleeved with a subtle ruffle down the front. The sleeves are rolled up and there’s a smear of neon green at her temple.</p><p>“What spook have you summoned this time?” Shane asks, gently teasing. Sara’s paintings are always so unique and haunting, and Shane loves them. He kind of wishes they could have them downstairs, up on the walls. Once they’re fully dry and won’t get messed up, Sara puts them away, and Shane never gets as much time as he’d like to look at them. So he tries to encourage her. Painting is much less weird than meticulously pinning dead insects to light absorbant boards anyway.</p><p>“A demon, I think,” Sara answers shyly, tucking an errant curl behind her ear. “He just kind of came to me, I can’t explain it.”</p><p>“I can’t wait to see him,” Shane tells her honestly. She rolls her eyes, but the soft blush across the bridge of her nose tells him she’s pleased. And Shane does love to please, so he soaks it up, and lets it make him feel good too. On a sudden whim, he pulls Sara down another step and into a kiss, the both of them giggling again. Even after so long together, it’s such a giddy feeling to be in love. So Shane hams it up a little, acting out his love for Sara like it’s a fun skit. He loops both gangly arms around her waist to hold her more firmly and dips her. She throws her head back to laugh, and Shane tucks his own flushed face into her neck, and then-</p><p>Shane’s foot slips.</p><p>It’s a long, long way down.</p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/34316899" target="_blank">Read More</a></b><br/>✨ <a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Tip Jar</a> ✨</p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/664262963701628928/the-whole-being-dead-thing-shaneryansara" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>“You want those breathers flushed out of here, I’m your guy. I’m the universe’s one and only bio-exorcist.” He flicks out two fingers towards Shane, between which he’s holding a very tiny piece of paper. Shane takes it, to be polite, and as he touches it it grows into a full size business card.<br/></p><p>“Beetlejuice,” Shane reads aloud doubtfully. “Beetlejuice, Beetlejuice.”</p><p>The little man cackles like a witch, with his tongue held fully out of his mouth, gleefully shaking two shakas.</p><p>(a shyanara fusion taking parts from both Beetlejuice (1988) and Beetlejuice: The Musical)</p><blockquote><p>Shane and Sara promised to die together on a sunny autumn afternoon in front of a small gathering of their closest friends, and they meant it too. They just hadn’t expected to be keeping that particular vow so soon.</p><p>The first year of their marriage is perfectly lovely, just as the rest of their relationship has been. They don’t have any fights, and they make love at least every week, and they buy a nice fixer-upper at the top of a steep hill that discourages everyone except Girl Scouts from dropping by. They’ve hit every step on their ten year plans, culminating in their peaceful stay-at-home honeymoon.</p><p>The next ten years, Shane knows, will be just as easy and simple. The milestones are already laid out, more or less the same for everyone like Shane and Sara, all they have to do is commit to reaching them. Shane isn’t nervous about any of it. He knows he can do anything with Sara by his side, and he’s happy to give her anything she wants. Despite that, he can never seem to get himself to offer up the next step. Sara is still on birth control, and she never tells him not to put on a condom so he always does. It’s not that Shane doesn’t want a baby! Of course he does! Sara would make a great mom. It’s just that it’s her body, so he’ll leave it to her to decide when it’s time. The relief every time she doesn’t is just- He’s glad he’s being a good feminist, that’s all.</p><p>They each have one weird hobby. Sara paints mystical creatures, cryptids and stuff. She’s incredibly talented, but it’s a little silly and she’s embarrassed. Shane makes shadowboxes of butterflies. He likes how he can take something so mundane and arrange it so that it becomes fantastical. Restoring any damage and placing the specimen just-so to look like it’s floating inside the box, somehow it’s almost like bringing it back to life. That’s embarrassing too because it’s utterly preposterous. They keep their hobbies up in the attic. Not that there’s ever visitors to gawk and get the wrong idea, but the rest of their house is normal; the weird stuff just doesn’t belong there.</p><p>It’s the second week of their second year of marriage when the accident happens. Shane has just gotten off the phone with his mother, who had asked yet again when Shane would be giving her a new grandbaby, and reminded him yet again that Scott has already delivered two. Shane had side-stepped the question as long as he could before eventually giving up and claiming to have something urgent to attend to so that he could end the call. Shane would feel guilty if he told her that the baby thing is all up to Sara, though he’s not sure why. His mother would never be passive aggressive about it, he knows. And how else can he explain why they’re still waiting? It just sort of seems like one of those things you’re not supposed to say out loud.</p><p>Shane heads up the stairs in something of a hurry. He’s got a half complete shadowbox up there waiting for him and it will be nice to sink into working on it after the uncomfortable phone call. He gets part way up the narrow staircase to the attic before almost running right into Sara on her way down. They giggle at each other, and Shane touches her waist. She’s wearing one of her favorite dresses, pale pink and long-sleeved with a subtle ruffle down the front. The sleeves are rolled up and there’s a smear of neon green at her temple.</p><p>“What spook have you summoned this time?” Shane asks, gently teasing. Sara’s paintings are always so unique and haunting, and Shane loves them. He kind of wishes they could have them downstairs, up on the walls. Once they’re fully dry and won’t get messed up, Sara puts them away, and Shane never gets as much time as he’d like to look at them. So he tries to encourage her. Painting is much less weird than meticulously pinning dead insects to light absorbant boards anyway.</p><p>“A demon, I think,” Sara answers shyly, tucking an errant curl behind her ear. “He just kind of came to me, I can’t explain it.”</p><p>“I can’t wait to see him,” Shane tells her honestly. She rolls her eyes, but the soft blush across the bridge of her nose tells him she’s pleased. And Shane does love to please, so he soaks it up, and lets it make him feel good too. On a sudden whim, he pulls Sara down another step and into a kiss, the both of them giggling again. Even after so long together, it’s such a giddy feeling to be in love. So Shane hams it up a little, acting out his love for Sara like it’s a fun skit. He loops both gangly arms around her waist to hold her more firmly and dips her. She throws her head back to laugh, and Shane tucks his own flushed face into her neck, and then-</p><p>Shane’s foot slips.</p><p>It’s a long, long way down.</p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/34316899" target="_blank">Read More</a></b><br/>✨ <a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Tip Jar</a> ✨</p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/664262963701628928/the-whole-being-dead-thing-shaneryansara" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>“You want those breathers flushed out of here, I’m your guy. I’m the universe’s one and only bio-exorcist.” He flicks out two fingers towards Shane, between which he’s holding a very tiny piece of paper. Shane takes it, to be polite, and as he touches it it grows into a full size business card.<br/></p><p>“Beetlejuice,” Shane reads aloud doubtfully. “Beetlejuice, Beetlejuice.”</p><p>The little man cackles like a witch, with his tongue held fully out of his mouth, gleefully shaking two shakas.</p><p>(a shyanara fusion taking parts from both Beetlejuice (1988) and Beetlejuice: The Musical)</p><blockquote><p>Shane and Sara promised to die together on a sunny autumn afternoon in front of a small gathering of their closest friends, and they meant it too. They just hadn’t expected to be keeping that particular vow so soon.</p><p>The first year of their marriage is perfectly lovely, just as the rest of their relationship has been. They don’t have any fights, and they make love at least every week, and they buy a nice fixer-upper at the top of a steep hill that discourages everyone except Girl Scouts from dropping by. They’ve hit every step on their ten year plans, culminating in their peaceful stay-at-home honeymoon.</p><p>The next ten years, Shane knows, will be just as easy and simple. The milestones are already laid out, more or less the same for everyone like Shane and Sara, all they have to do is commit to reaching them. Shane isn’t nervous about any of it. He knows he can do anything with Sara by his side, and he’s happy to give her anything she wants. Despite that, he can never seem to get himself to offer up the next step. Sara is still on birth control, and she never tells him not to put on a condom so he always does. It’s not that Shane doesn’t want a baby! Of course he does! Sara would make a great mom. It’s just that it’s her body, so he’ll leave it to her to decide when it’s time. The relief every time she doesn’t is just- He’s glad he’s being a good feminist, that’s all.</p><p>They each have one weird hobby. Sara paints mystical creatures, cryptids and stuff. She’s incredibly talented, but it’s a little silly and she’s embarrassed. Shane makes shadowboxes of butterflies. He likes how he can take something so mundane and arrange it so that it becomes fantastical. Restoring any damage and placing the specimen just-so to look like it’s floating inside the box, somehow it’s almost like bringing it back to life. That’s embarrassing too because it’s utterly preposterous. They keep their hobbies up in the attic. Not that there’s ever visitors to gawk and get the wrong idea, but the rest of their house is normal; the weird stuff just doesn’t belong there.</p><p>It’s the second week of their second year of marriage when the accident happens. Shane has just gotten off the phone with his mother, who had asked yet again when Shane would be giving her a new grandbaby, and reminded him yet again that Scott has already delivered two. Shane had side-stepped the question as long as he could before eventually giving up and claiming to have something urgent to attend to so that he could end the call. Shane would feel guilty if he told her that the baby thing is all up to Sara, though he’s not sure why. His mother would never be passive aggressive about it, he knows. And how else can he explain why they’re still waiting? It just sort of seems like one of those things you’re not supposed to say out loud.</p><p>Shane heads up the stairs in something of a hurry. He’s got a half complete shadowbox up there waiting for him and it will be nice to sink into working on it after the uncomfortable phone call. He gets part way up the narrow staircase to the attic before almost running right into Sara on her way down. They giggle at each other, and Shane touches her waist. She’s wearing one of her favorite dresses, pale pink and long-sleeved with a subtle ruffle down the front. The sleeves are rolled up and there’s a smear of neon green at her temple.</p><p>“What spook have you summoned this time?” Shane asks, gently teasing. Sara’s paintings are always so unique and haunting, and Shane loves them. He kind of wishes they could have them downstairs, up on the walls. Once they’re fully dry and won’t get messed up, Sara puts them away, and Shane never gets as much time as he’d like to look at them. So he tries to encourage her. Painting is much less weird than meticulously pinning dead insects to light absorbant boards anyway.</p><p>“A demon, I think,” Sara answers shyly, tucking an errant curl behind her ear. “He just kind of came to me, I can’t explain it.”</p><p>“I can’t wait to see him,” Shane tells her honestly. She rolls her eyes, but the soft blush across the bridge of her nose tells him she’s pleased. And Shane does love to please, so he soaks it up, and lets it make him feel good too. On a sudden whim, he pulls Sara down another step and into a kiss, the both of them giggling again. Even after so long together, it’s such a giddy feeling to be in love. So Shane hams it up a little, acting out his love for Sara like it’s a fun skit. He loops both gangly arms around her waist to hold her more firmly and dips her. She throws her head back to laugh, and Shane tucks his own flushed face into her neck, and then-</p><p>Shane’s foot slips.</p><p>It’s a long, long way down.</p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/34316899" target="_blank">Read More</a></b><br/>✨ <a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Tip Jar</a> ✨</p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/664262963701628928/the-whole-being-dead-thing-shaneryansara" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>“You want those breathers flushed out of here, I’m your guy. I’m the universe’s one and only bio-exorcist.” He flicks out two fingers towards Shane, between which he’s holding a very tiny piece of paper. Shane takes it, to be polite, and as he touches it it grows into a full size business card.<br/></p><p>“Beetlejuice,” Shane reads aloud doubtfully. “Beetlejuice, Beetlejuice.”</p><p>The little man cackles like a witch, with his tongue held fully out of his mouth, gleefully shaking two shakas.</p><p>(a shyanara fusion taking parts from both Beetlejuice (1988) and Beetlejuice: The Musical)</p><blockquote><p>Shane and Sara promised to die together on a sunny autumn afternoon in front of a small gathering of their closest friends, and they meant it too. They just hadn’t expected to be keeping that particular vow so soon.</p><p>The first year of their marriage is perfectly lovely, just as the rest of their relationship has been. They don’t have any fights, and they make love at least every week, and they buy a nice fixer-upper at the top of a steep hill that discourages everyone except Girl Scouts from dropping by. They’ve hit every step on their ten year plans, culminating in their peaceful stay-at-home honeymoon.</p><p>The next ten years, Shane knows, will be just as easy and simple. The milestones are already laid out, more or less the same for everyone like Shane and Sara, all they have to do is commit to reaching them. Shane isn’t nervous about any of it. He knows he can do anything with Sara by his side, and he’s happy to give her anything she wants. Despite that, he can never seem to get himself to offer up the next step. Sara is still on birth control, and she never tells him not to put on a condom so he always does. It’s not that Shane doesn’t want a baby! Of course he does! Sara would make a great mom. It’s just that it’s her body, so he’ll leave it to her to decide when it’s time. The relief every time she doesn’t is just- He’s glad he’s being a good feminist, that’s all.</p><p>They each have one weird hobby. Sara paints mystical creatures, cryptids and stuff. She’s incredibly talented, but it’s a little silly and she’s embarrassed. Shane makes shadowboxes of butterflies. He likes how he can take something so mundane and arrange it so that it becomes fantastical. Restoring any damage and placing the specimen just-so to look like it’s floating inside the box, somehow it’s almost like bringing it back to life. That’s embarrassing too because it’s utterly preposterous. They keep their hobbies up in the attic. Not that there’s ever visitors to gawk and get the wrong idea, but the rest of their house is normal; the weird stuff just doesn’t belong there.</p><p>It’s the second week of their second year of marriage when the accident happens. Shane has just gotten off the phone with his mother, who had asked yet again when Shane would be giving her a new grandbaby, and reminded him yet again that Scott has already delivered two. Shane had side-stepped the question as long as he could before eventually giving up and claiming to have something urgent to attend to so that he could end the call. Shane would feel guilty if he told her that the baby thing is all up to Sara, though he’s not sure why. His mother would never be passive aggressive about it, he knows. And how else can he explain why they’re still waiting? It just sort of seems like one of those things you’re not supposed to say out loud.</p><p>Shane heads up the stairs in something of a hurry. He’s got a half complete shadowbox up there waiting for him and it will be nice to sink into working on it after the uncomfortable phone call. He gets part way up the narrow staircase to the attic before almost running right into Sara on her way down. They giggle at each other, and Shane touches her waist. She’s wearing one of her favorite dresses, pale pink and long-sleeved with a subtle ruffle down the front. The sleeves are rolled up and there’s a smear of neon green at her temple.</p><p>“What spook have you summoned this time?” Shane asks, gently teasing. Sara’s paintings are always so unique and haunting, and Shane loves them. He kind of wishes they could have them downstairs, up on the walls. Once they’re fully dry and won’t get messed up, Sara puts them away, and Shane never gets as much time as he’d like to look at them. So he tries to encourage her. Painting is much less weird than meticulously pinning dead insects to light absorbant boards anyway.</p><p>“A demon, I think,” Sara answers shyly, tucking an errant curl behind her ear. “He just kind of came to me, I can’t explain it.”</p><p>“I can’t wait to see him,” Shane tells her honestly. She rolls her eyes, but the soft blush across the bridge of her nose tells him she’s pleased. And Shane does love to please, so he soaks it up, and lets it make him feel good too. On a sudden whim, he pulls Sara down another step and into a kiss, the both of them giggling again. Even after so long together, it’s such a giddy feeling to be in love. So Shane hams it up a little, acting out his love for Sara like it’s a fun skit. He loops both gangly arms around her waist to hold her more firmly and dips her. She throws her head back to laugh, and Shane tucks his own flushed face into her neck, and then-</p><p>Shane’s foot slips.</p><p>It’s a long, long way down.</p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/34316899" target="_blank">Read More</a></b><br/>✨ <a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Tip Jar</a> ✨</p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/664262963701628928/the-whole-being-dead-thing-shaneryansara" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>“You want those breathers flushed out of here, I’m your guy. I’m the universe’s one and only bio-exorcist.” He flicks out two fingers towards Shane, between which he’s holding a very tiny piece of paper. Shane takes it, to be polite, and as he touches it it grows into a full size business card.<br/></p><p>“Beetlejuice,” Shane reads aloud doubtfully. “Beetlejuice, Beetlejuice.”</p><p>The little man cackles like a witch, with his tongue held fully out of his mouth, gleefully shaking two shakas.</p><p>(a shyanara fusion taking parts from both Beetlejuice (1988) and Beetlejuice: The Musical)</p><blockquote><p>Shane and Sara promised to die together on a sunny autumn afternoon in front of a small gathering of their closest friends, and they meant it too. They just hadn’t expected to be keeping that particular vow so soon.</p><p>The first year of their marriage is perfectly lovely, just as the rest of their relationship has been. They don’t have any fights, and they make love at least every week, and they buy a nice fixer-upper at the top of a steep hill that discourages everyone except Girl Scouts from dropping by. They’ve hit every step on their ten year plans, culminating in their peaceful stay-at-home honeymoon.</p><p>The next ten years, Shane knows, will be just as easy and simple. The milestones are already laid out, more or less the same for everyone like Shane and Sara, all they have to do is commit to reaching them. Shane isn’t nervous about any of it. He knows he can do anything with Sara by his side, and he’s happy to give her anything she wants. Despite that, he can never seem to get himself to offer up the next step. Sara is still on birth control, and she never tells him not to put on a condom so he always does. It’s not that Shane doesn’t want a baby! Of course he does! Sara would make a great mom. It’s just that it’s her body, so he’ll leave it to her to decide when it’s time. The relief every time she doesn’t is just- He’s glad he’s being a good feminist, that’s all.</p><p>They each have one weird hobby. Sara paints mystical creatures, cryptids and stuff. She’s incredibly talented, but it’s a little silly and she’s embarrassed. Shane makes shadowboxes of butterflies. He likes how he can take something so mundane and arrange it so that it becomes fantastical. Restoring any damage and placing the specimen just-so to look like it’s floating inside the box, somehow it’s almost like bringing it back to life. That’s embarrassing too because it’s utterly preposterous. They keep their hobbies up in the attic. Not that there’s ever visitors to gawk and get the wrong idea, but the rest of their house is normal; the weird stuff just doesn’t belong there.</p><p>It’s the second week of their second year of marriage when the accident happens. Shane has just gotten off the phone with his mother, who had asked yet again when Shane would be giving her a new grandbaby, and reminded him yet again that Scott has already delivered two. Shane had side-stepped the question as long as he could before eventually giving up and claiming to have something urgent to attend to so that he could end the call. Shane would feel guilty if he told her that the baby thing is all up to Sara, though he’s not sure why. His mother would never be passive aggressive about it, he knows. And how else can he explain why they’re still waiting? It just sort of seems like one of those things you’re not supposed to say out loud.</p><p>Shane heads up the stairs in something of a hurry. He’s got a half complete shadowbox up there waiting for him and it will be nice to sink into working on it after the uncomfortable phone call. He gets part way up the narrow staircase to the attic before almost running right into Sara on her way down. They giggle at each other, and Shane touches her waist. She’s wearing one of her favorite dresses, pale pink and long-sleeved with a subtle ruffle down the front. The sleeves are rolled up and there’s a smear of neon green at her temple.</p><p>“What spook have you summoned this time?” Shane asks, gently teasing. Sara’s paintings are always so unique and haunting, and Shane loves them. He kind of wishes they could have them downstairs, up on the walls. Once they’re fully dry and won’t get messed up, Sara puts them away, and Shane never gets as much time as he’d like to look at them. So he tries to encourage her. Painting is much less weird than meticulously pinning dead insects to light absorbant boards anyway.</p><p>“A demon, I think,” Sara answers shyly, tucking an errant curl behind her ear. “He just kind of came to me, I can’t explain it.”</p><p>“I can’t wait to see him,” Shane tells her honestly. She rolls her eyes, but the soft blush across the bridge of her nose tells him she’s pleased. And Shane does love to please, so he soaks it up, and lets it make him feel good too. On a sudden whim, he pulls Sara down another step and into a kiss, the both of them giggling again. Even after so long together, it’s such a giddy feeling to be in love. So Shane hams it up a little, acting out his love for Sara like it’s a fun skit. He loops both gangly arms around her waist to hold her more firmly and dips her. She throws her head back to laugh, and Shane tucks his own flushed face into her neck, and then-</p><p>Shane’s foot slips.</p><p>It’s a long, long way down.</p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/34316899" target="_blank">Read More</a></b><br/>✨ <a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Tip Jar</a> ✨</p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/664262963701628928/the-whole-being-dead-thing-shaneryansara" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>“You want those breathers flushed out of here, I’m your guy. I’m the universe’s one and only bio-exorcist.” He flicks out two fingers towards Shane, between which he’s holding a very tiny piece of paper. Shane takes it, to be polite, and as he touches it it grows into a full size business card.<br/></p><p>“Beetlejuice,” Shane reads aloud doubtfully. “Beetlejuice, Beetlejuice.”</p><p>The little man cackles like a witch, with his tongue held fully out of his mouth, gleefully shaking two shakas.</p><p>(a shyanara fusion taking parts from both Beetlejuice (1988) and Beetlejuice: The Musical)</p><blockquote><p>Shane and Sara promised to die together on a sunny autumn afternoon in front of a small gathering of their closest friends, and they meant it too. They just hadn’t expected to be keeping that particular vow so soon.</p><p>The first year of their marriage is perfectly lovely, just as the rest of their relationship has been. They don’t have any fights, and they make love at least every week, and they buy a nice fixer-upper at the top of a steep hill that discourages everyone except Girl Scouts from dropping by. They’ve hit every step on their ten year plans, culminating in their peaceful stay-at-home honeymoon.</p><p>The next ten years, Shane knows, will be just as easy and simple. The milestones are already laid out, more or less the same for everyone like Shane and Sara, all they have to do is commit to reaching them. Shane isn’t nervous about any of it. He knows he can do anything with Sara by his side, and he’s happy to give her anything she wants. Despite that, he can never seem to get himself to offer up the next step. Sara is still on birth control, and she never tells him not to put on a condom so he always does. It’s not that Shane doesn’t want a baby! Of course he does! Sara would make a great mom. It’s just that it’s her body, so he’ll leave it to her to decide when it’s time. The relief every time she doesn’t is just- He’s glad he’s being a good feminist, that’s all.</p><p>They each have one weird hobby. Sara paints mystical creatures, cryptids and stuff. She’s incredibly talented, but it’s a little silly and she’s embarrassed. Shane makes shadowboxes of butterflies. He likes how he can take something so mundane and arrange it so that it becomes fantastical. Restoring any damage and placing the specimen just-so to look like it’s floating inside the box, somehow it’s almost like bringing it back to life. That’s embarrassing too because it’s utterly preposterous. They keep their hobbies up in the attic. Not that there’s ever visitors to gawk and get the wrong idea, but the rest of their house is normal; the weird stuff just doesn’t belong there.</p><p>It’s the second week of their second year of marriage when the accident happens. Shane has just gotten off the phone with his mother, who had asked yet again when Shane would be giving her a new grandbaby, and reminded him yet again that Scott has already delivered two. Shane had side-stepped the question as long as he could before eventually giving up and claiming to have something urgent to attend to so that he could end the call. Shane would feel guilty if he told her that the baby thing is all up to Sara, though he’s not sure why. His mother would never be passive aggressive about it, he knows. And how else can he explain why they’re still waiting? It just sort of seems like one of those things you’re not supposed to say out loud.</p><p>Shane heads up the stairs in something of a hurry. He’s got a half complete shadowbox up there waiting for him and it will be nice to sink into working on it after the uncomfortable phone call. He gets part way up the narrow staircase to the attic before almost running right into Sara on her way down. They giggle at each other, and Shane touches her waist. She’s wearing one of her favorite dresses, pale pink and long-sleeved with a subtle ruffle down the front. The sleeves are rolled up and there’s a smear of neon green at her temple.</p><p>“What spook have you summoned this time?” Shane asks, gently teasing. Sara’s paintings are always so unique and haunting, and Shane loves them. He kind of wishes they could have them downstairs, up on the walls. Once they’re fully dry and won’t get messed up, Sara puts them away, and Shane never gets as much time as he’d like to look at them. So he tries to encourage her. Painting is much less weird than meticulously pinning dead insects to light absorbant boards anyway.</p><p>“A demon, I think,” Sara answers shyly, tucking an errant curl behind her ear. “He just kind of came to me, I can’t explain it.”</p><p>“I can’t wait to see him,” Shane tells her honestly. She rolls her eyes, but the soft blush across the bridge of her nose tells him she’s pleased. And Shane does love to please, so he soaks it up, and lets it make him feel good too. On a sudden whim, he pulls Sara down another step and into a kiss, the both of them giggling again. Even after so long together, it’s such a giddy feeling to be in love. So Shane hams it up a little, acting out his love for Sara like it’s a fun skit. He loops both gangly arms around her waist to hold her more firmly and dips her. She throws her head back to laugh, and Shane tucks his own flushed face into her neck, and then-</p><p>Shane’s foot slips.</p><p>It’s a long, long way down.</p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/34316899" target="_blank">Read More</a></b><br/>✨ <a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Tip Jar</a> ✨</p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/664262963701628928/the-whole-being-dead-thing-shaneryansara" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>“You want those breathers flushed out of here, I’m your guy. I’m the universe’s one and only bio-exorcist.” He flicks out two fingers towards Shane, between which he’s holding a very tiny piece of paper. Shane takes it, to be polite, and as he touches it it grows into a full size business card.<br/></p><p>“Beetlejuice,” Shane reads aloud doubtfully. “Beetlejuice, Beetlejuice.”</p><p>The little man cackles like a witch, with his tongue held fully out of his mouth, gleefully shaking two shakas.</p><p>(a shyanara fusion taking parts from both Beetlejuice (1988) and Beetlejuice: The Musical)</p><blockquote><p>Shane and Sara promised to die together on a sunny autumn afternoon in front of a small gathering of their closest friends, and they meant it too. They just hadn’t expected to be keeping that particular vow so soon.</p><p>The first year of their marriage is perfectly lovely, just as the rest of their relationship has been. They don’t have any fights, and they make love at least every week, and they buy a nice fixer-upper at the top of a steep hill that discourages everyone except Girl Scouts from dropping by. They’ve hit every step on their ten year plans, culminating in their peaceful stay-at-home honeymoon.</p><p>The next ten years, Shane knows, will be just as easy and simple. The milestones are already laid out, more or less the same for everyone like Shane and Sara, all they have to do is commit to reaching them. Shane isn’t nervous about any of it. He knows he can do anything with Sara by his side, and he’s happy to give her anything she wants. Despite that, he can never seem to get himself to offer up the next step. Sara is still on birth control, and she never tells him not to put on a condom so he always does. It’s not that Shane doesn’t want a baby! Of course he does! Sara would make a great mom. It’s just that it’s her body, so he’ll leave it to her to decide when it’s time. The relief every time she doesn’t is just- He’s glad he’s being a good feminist, that’s all.</p><p>They each have one weird hobby. Sara paints mystical creatures, cryptids and stuff. She’s incredibly talented, but it’s a little silly and she’s embarrassed. Shane makes shadowboxes of butterflies. He likes how he can take something so mundane and arrange it so that it becomes fantastical. Restoring any damage and placing the specimen just-so to look like it’s floating inside the box, somehow it’s almost like bringing it back to life. That’s embarrassing too because it’s utterly preposterous. They keep their hobbies up in the attic. Not that there’s ever visitors to gawk and get the wrong idea, but the rest of their house is normal; the weird stuff just doesn’t belong there.</p><p>It’s the second week of their second year of marriage when the accident happens. Shane has just gotten off the phone with his mother, who had asked yet again when Shane would be giving her a new grandbaby, and reminded him yet again that Scott has already delivered two. Shane had side-stepped the question as long as he could before eventually giving up and claiming to have something urgent to attend to so that he could end the call. Shane would feel guilty if he told her that the baby thing is all up to Sara, though he’s not sure why. His mother would never be passive aggressive about it, he knows. And how else can he explain why they’re still waiting? It just sort of seems like one of those things you’re not supposed to say out loud.</p><p>Shane heads up the stairs in something of a hurry. He’s got a half complete shadowbox up there waiting for him and it will be nice to sink into working on it after the uncomfortable phone call. He gets part way up the narrow staircase to the attic before almost running right into Sara on her way down. They giggle at each other, and Shane touches her waist. She’s wearing one of her favorite dresses, pale pink and long-sleeved with a subtle ruffle down the front. The sleeves are rolled up and there’s a smear of neon green at her temple.</p><p>“What spook have you summoned this time?” Shane asks, gently teasing. Sara’s paintings are always so unique and haunting, and Shane loves them. He kind of wishes they could have them downstairs, up on the walls. Once they’re fully dry and won’t get messed up, Sara puts them away, and Shane never gets as much time as he’d like to look at them. So he tries to encourage her. Painting is much less weird than meticulously pinning dead insects to light absorbant boards anyway.</p><p>“A demon, I think,” Sara answers shyly, tucking an errant curl behind her ear. “He just kind of came to me, I can’t explain it.”</p><p>“I can’t wait to see him,” Shane tells her honestly. She rolls her eyes, but the soft blush across the bridge of her nose tells him she’s pleased. And Shane does love to please, so he soaks it up, and lets it make him feel good too. On a sudden whim, he pulls Sara down another step and into a kiss, the both of them giggling again. Even after so long together, it’s such a giddy feeling to be in love. So Shane hams it up a little, acting out his love for Sara like it’s a fun skit. He loops both gangly arms around her waist to hold her more firmly and dips her. She throws her head back to laugh, and Shane tucks his own flushed face into her neck, and then-</p><p>Shane’s foot slips.</p><p>It’s a long, long way down.</p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/34316899" target="_blank">Read More</a></b><br/>✨ <a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Tip Jar</a> ✨</p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><b>Summary:</b><br/>&ldquo;You want those breathers flushed out of here, I&rsquo;m your guy. I&rsquo;m the universe&rsquo;s one and only bio-exorcist.&rdquo; He flicks out two fingers towards Shane, between which he&rsquo;s holding a very tiny piece of paper. Shane takes it, to be polite, and as he touches it it grows into a full size business card.<br/></p><p>&ldquo;Beetlejuice,&rdquo; Shane reads aloud doubtfully. &ldquo;Beetlejuice, Beetlejuice.&rdquo;</p><p>The little man cackles like a witch, with his tongue held fully out of his mouth, gleefully shaking two shakas.</p><p>(a shyanara fusion taking parts from both Beetlejuice (1988) and Beetlejuice: The Musical)</p><blockquote><p>Shane and Sara promised to die together on a sunny autumn afternoon in front of a small gathering of their closest friends, and they meant it too. They just hadn&rsquo;t expected to be keeping that particular vow so soon.</p><p>The first year of their marriage is perfectly lovely, just as the rest of their relationship has been. They don&rsquo;t have any fights, and they make love at least every week, and they buy a nice fixer-upper at the top of a steep hill that discourages everyone except Girl Scouts from dropping by. They&rsquo;ve hit every step on their ten year plans, culminating in their peaceful stay-at-home honeymoon.</p><p>The next ten years, Shane knows, will be just as easy and simple. The milestones are already laid out, more or less the same for everyone like Shane and Sara, all they have to do is commit to reaching them. Shane isn&rsquo;t nervous about any of it. He knows he can do anything with Sara by his side, and he&rsquo;s happy to give her anything she wants. Despite that, he can never seem to get himself to offer up the next step. Sara is still on birth control, and she never tells him not to put on a condom so he always does. It&rsquo;s not that Shane doesn&rsquo;t want a baby! Of course he does! Sara would make a great mom. It&rsquo;s just that it&rsquo;s her body, so he&rsquo;ll leave it to her to decide when it&rsquo;s time. The relief every time she doesn&rsquo;t is just- He&rsquo;s glad he&rsquo;s being a good feminist, that&rsquo;s all.</p><p>They each have one weird hobby. Sara paints mystical creatures, cryptids and stuff. She&rsquo;s incredibly talented, but it&rsquo;s a little silly and she&rsquo;s embarrassed. Shane makes shadowboxes of butterflies. He likes how he can take something so mundane and arrange it so that it becomes fantastical. Restoring any damage and placing the specimen just-so to look like it&rsquo;s floating inside the box, somehow it&rsquo;s almost like bringing it back to life. That&rsquo;s embarrassing too because it&rsquo;s utterly preposterous. They keep their hobbies up in the attic. Not that there&rsquo;s ever visitors to gawk and get the wrong idea, but the rest of their house is normal; the weird stuff just doesn&rsquo;t belong there.</p><p>It&rsquo;s the second week of their second year of marriage when the accident happens. Shane has just gotten off the phone with his mother, who had asked yet again when Shane would be giving her a new grandbaby, and reminded him yet again that Scott has already delivered two. Shane had side-stepped the question as long as he could before eventually giving up and claiming to have something urgent to attend to so that he could end the call. Shane would feel guilty if he told her that the baby thing is all up to Sara, though he&rsquo;s not sure why. His mother would never be passive aggressive about it, he knows. And how else can he explain why they&rsquo;re still waiting? It just sort of seems like one of those things you&rsquo;re not supposed to say out loud.</p><p>Shane heads up the stairs in something of a hurry. He&rsquo;s got a half complete shadowbox up there waiting for him and it will be nice to sink into working on it after the uncomfortable phone call. He gets part way up the narrow staircase to the attic before almost running right into Sara on her way down. They giggle at each other, and Shane touches her waist. She&rsquo;s wearing one of her favorite dresses, pale pink and long-sleeved with a subtle ruffle down the front. The sleeves are rolled up and there&rsquo;s a smear of neon green at her temple.</p><p>&ldquo;What spook have you summoned this time?&rdquo; Shane asks, gently teasing. Sara&rsquo;s paintings are always so unique and haunting, and Shane loves them. He kind of wishes they could have them downstairs, up on the walls. Once they&rsquo;re fully dry and won&rsquo;t get messed up, Sara puts them away, and Shane never gets as much time as he&rsquo;d like to look at them. So he tries to encourage her. Painting is much less weird than meticulously pinning dead insects to light absorbant boards anyway.</p><p>&ldquo;A demon, I think,&rdquo; Sara answers shyly, tucking an errant curl behind her ear. &ldquo;He just kind of came to me, I can&rsquo;t explain it.&rdquo;</p><p>&ldquo;I can&rsquo;t wait to see him,&rdquo; Shane tells her honestly. She rolls her eyes, but the soft blush across the bridge of her nose tells him she&rsquo;s pleased. And Shane does love to please, so he soaks it up, and lets it make him feel good too. On a sudden whim, he pulls Sara down another step and into a kiss, the both of them giggling again. Even after so long together, it&rsquo;s such a giddy feeling to be in love. So Shane hams it up a little, acting out his love for Sara like it&rsquo;s a fun skit. He loops both gangly arms around her waist to hold her more firmly and dips her. She throws her head back to laugh, and Shane tucks his own flushed face into her neck, and then-</p><p>Shane&rsquo;s foot slips.</p><p>It&rsquo;s a long, long way down.</p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/34316899" target="_blank">Read More</a></b><br/>✨ <a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Tip Jar</a> ✨</p>
the whole being dead thing: Shane/Ryan/Sara + Beetlejuice fusion
https://archiveofourown.org/works/34316899
Body: 
Tags: jack facts, bfu, shyanara, rpf/, fic, beetlejuice

Post id: 663945158606356480
Date: 2021-10-02 15:10:45 GMT
Post url: https://calicojackofficial.tumblr.com/post/663945158606356480/what-category-of-witch-from-calico-jacks-witch
Slug: what-category-of-witch-from-calico-jacks-witch
Reblog key: zdk45FAz
Reblog url: https://calicojackofficial.tumblr.com/post/636352571608563712/what-category-of-witch-from-calico-jacks-witch
Reblog name: calicojackofficial
Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/636352571608563712/what-category-of-witch-from-calico-jacks-witch" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p>
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<figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="544" data-orig-width="931"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/8c750ab8adac5c527ad93cb0a39a1876/ac17d2e27021ddc6-4f/s540x810/a95610256c975255b3f4bb9ba218fd73d20cfb1b.png" data-orig-height="544" data-orig-width="931"/></figure></blockquote>
<p>I added Sub-Type quizzes to take after you get your category answer! I got Imprintor for my Rook sub-type.</p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="584" data-orig-width="1011"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/de13dc396f49f0036c2887123fab42b2/d63b5ea5c65a0a10-91/s540x810/0f6d318995af67aeb81835dda21518da3b6229db.png" data-orig-height="584" data-orig-width="1011"/></figure></blockquote>
What Category of Witch from Calico Jack's "Witch Noir" Series Are You?
https://uquiz.com/KIR4IQ
Body: 
Tags: 

Post id: 663492539344617472
Date: 2021-09-27 15:16:33 GMT
Post url: https://calicojackofficial.tumblr.com/post/663492539344617472/gold-rush-richieeddie-meeting-during-the-27
Slug: gold-rush-richieeddie-meeting-during-the-27
Reblog key: e7RvFkZa
Reblog url: https://calicojackofficial.tumblr.com/post/660752051445317632/gold-rush-richieeddie-meeting-during-the-27
Reblog name: calicojackofficial
Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/660281045486321664/gold-rush-richieeddie-meeting-during-the-27" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Eddie “meets” Richie at a bar while they’re both out of town for work, and immediately decides <i>right now</i> is the perfect time to have his midlife crisis.</p><blockquote><p>The Tuesday of the fourth week, there’s an insistent knock at Richie’s door at the ass end of the afternoon, when the sky has gone coral - Eddie’s favorite color. Eddie has just treated Richie to a long massage and a slow fuck on one of the loungers on the balcony out back some lazy stretch of time ago. It’s not quite as humid-hot here in the summers as it is in- …other places, wherever, but midday in early September is muggy just about anywhere in the country. So neither of them have bothered to put a stitch of clothing back on even inside in the A/C, and Eddie has been petting the hair on Richie’s thighs while Richie lights up. Richie waits for a moment, thinking that Eddie is going to dare him to answer the door like this, knowing he’ll do it if Eddie tells him to. Eddie smiles like he was considering it, but then hands Richie a pair of shorts.</p><p>Richie grumbles for the sake of it, tugging the shorts on, joint in his mouth, on the way to the door. The shorts are Eddie’s, pale yellow and a shorter cut than Richie would normally wear even if they weren’t too small for him. He stares down at them blankly for a moment, at the way they… squeeze him, and realizes maybe Eddie did give him a dare after all. Richie looks up and catches a second-long glance of Eddie’s cheshire grin before it disappears behind the back of the couch. A dare is a dare though, so Richie doesn’t even try to adjust himself before he throws his front door wide open.</p><p>“Oh, shit,” Richie says, red eyes a-blinking, when he sees the uniformed officer on his stoop. He pinches the joint from between his lips and holds it out to the side, it and his hand conspicuously out of view behind the door jamb. The cop looks at Richie’s hidden hand and sighs loudly, but doesn’t bother. It’s about ten minutes from being legalized here anyway, so it’s not worth the arrest unless he wants to give Richie a hard time personally and at his own expense.</p><p>“Afternoon, Mr. Tozier,” he says instead, sounding like he would rather be doing literally anything else. He has two particularly grumpy looking eyebrows and a carefully squared moustache with stripes of grey that make it look like a barcode. “My name is Officer Badcock-”</p><p>Richie can’t help laughing. He laughs hard and for probably a little bit too long. But really? The universe is truly shining on him - first Eddie, and now this. Eventually he manages to bite his lips together hard enough that his laughter dwindles into a boyish little giggle in the back of his throat.</p><p>“Sorry,” he says, the least sincere apology he’s ever given in his life, which really is saying a lot. “Sorry, Officer, I’m sorry. How can I help you?”</p><p>“I’m here investigating a missing person, Mr. Tozier,” Officer Badcock informs Richie coolly. There’s nothing in particular that tips Richie off, exactly. He doesn’t look to the side, doesn’t try to peer over the back of the couch to see what Eddie makes of it, though he knows that Eddie can hear. There’s no sharp intake of breath, no muffled clatter of something falling from Eddie’s hands onto the carpet. There’s just… something. Some dread, or fear, some miasma of No, please that raises goosebumps on the back of Richie’s neck. He knows this cop is looking for Eddie, and just as surely, just as instantly, Richie knows he’s not going to let Eddie get found out.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/32167063/chapters/83034154" target="_blank">Read More →</a></p></blockquote>
gold rush: Richie/Eddie + meeting during the 27 years (2/3)
https://archiveofourown.org/works/32167063
Body: 
Tags: i can queue you with my brain

Post id: 663125393181704192
Date: 2021-09-23 14:00:56 GMT
Post url: https://calicojackofficial.tumblr.com/post/663125393181704192/gold-rush-richieeddie-meeting-during-the-27
Slug: gold-rush-richieeddie-meeting-during-the-27
Reblog key: e7RvFkZa
Reblog url: https://calicojackofficial.tumblr.com/post/660281045486321664/gold-rush-richieeddie-meeting-during-the-27
Reblog name: calicojackofficial
Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/660281045486321664/gold-rush-richieeddie-meeting-during-the-27" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Eddie “meets” Richie at a bar while they’re both out of town for work, and immediately decides <i>right now</i> is the perfect time to have his midlife crisis.</p><blockquote><p>The Tuesday of the fourth week, there’s an insistent knock at Richie’s door at the ass end of the afternoon, when the sky has gone coral - Eddie’s favorite color. Eddie has just treated Richie to a long massage and a slow fuck on one of the loungers on the balcony out back some lazy stretch of time ago. It’s not quite as humid-hot here in the summers as it is in- …other places, wherever, but midday in early September is muggy just about anywhere in the country. So neither of them have bothered to put a stitch of clothing back on even inside in the A/C, and Eddie has been petting the hair on Richie’s thighs while Richie lights up. Richie waits for a moment, thinking that Eddie is going to dare him to answer the door like this, knowing he’ll do it if Eddie tells him to. Eddie smiles like he was considering it, but then hands Richie a pair of shorts.</p><p>Richie grumbles for the sake of it, tugging the shorts on, joint in his mouth, on the way to the door. The shorts are Eddie’s, pale yellow and a shorter cut than Richie would normally wear even if they weren’t too small for him. He stares down at them blankly for a moment, at the way they… squeeze him, and realizes maybe Eddie did give him a dare after all. Richie looks up and catches a second-long glance of Eddie’s cheshire grin before it disappears behind the back of the couch. A dare is a dare though, so Richie doesn’t even try to adjust himself before he throws his front door wide open.</p><p>“Oh, shit,” Richie says, red eyes a-blinking, when he sees the uniformed officer on his stoop. He pinches the joint from between his lips and holds it out to the side, it and his hand conspicuously out of view behind the door jamb. The cop looks at Richie’s hidden hand and sighs loudly, but doesn’t bother. It’s about ten minutes from being legalized here anyway, so it’s not worth the arrest unless he wants to give Richie a hard time personally and at his own expense.</p><p>“Afternoon, Mr. Tozier,” he says instead, sounding like he would rather be doing literally anything else. He has two particularly grumpy looking eyebrows and a carefully squared moustache with stripes of grey that make it look like a barcode. “My name is Officer Badcock-”</p><p>Richie can’t help laughing. He laughs hard and for probably a little bit too long. But really? The universe is truly shining on him - first Eddie, and now this. Eventually he manages to bite his lips together hard enough that his laughter dwindles into a boyish little giggle in the back of his throat.</p><p>“Sorry,” he says, the least sincere apology he’s ever given in his life, which really is saying a lot. “Sorry, Officer, I’m sorry. How can I help you?”</p><p>“I’m here investigating a missing person, Mr. Tozier,” Officer Badcock informs Richie coolly. There’s nothing in particular that tips Richie off, exactly. He doesn’t look to the side, doesn’t try to peer over the back of the couch to see what Eddie makes of it, though he knows that Eddie can hear. There’s no sharp intake of breath, no muffled clatter of something falling from Eddie’s hands onto the carpet. There’s just… something. Some dread, or fear, some miasma of No, please that raises goosebumps on the back of Richie’s neck. He knows this cop is looking for Eddie, and just as surely, just as instantly, Richie knows he’s not going to let Eddie get found out.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/32167063/chapters/83034154" target="_blank">Read More →</a></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/660281045486321664/gold-rush-richieeddie-meeting-during-the-27" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Eddie “meets” Richie at a bar while they’re both out of town for work, and immediately decides <i>right now</i> is the perfect time to have his midlife crisis.</p><blockquote><p>The Tuesday of the fourth week, there’s an insistent knock at Richie’s door at the ass end of the afternoon, when the sky has gone coral - Eddie’s favorite color. Eddie has just treated Richie to a long massage and a slow fuck on one of the loungers on the balcony out back some lazy stretch of time ago. It’s not quite as humid-hot here in the summers as it is in- …other places, wherever, but midday in early September is muggy just about anywhere in the country. So neither of them have bothered to put a stitch of clothing back on even inside in the A/C, and Eddie has been petting the hair on Richie’s thighs while Richie lights up. Richie waits for a moment, thinking that Eddie is going to dare him to answer the door like this, knowing he’ll do it if Eddie tells him to. Eddie smiles like he was considering it, but then hands Richie a pair of shorts.</p><p>Richie grumbles for the sake of it, tugging the shorts on, joint in his mouth, on the way to the door. The shorts are Eddie’s, pale yellow and a shorter cut than Richie would normally wear even if they weren’t too small for him. He stares down at them blankly for a moment, at the way they… squeeze him, and realizes maybe Eddie did give him a dare after all. Richie looks up and catches a second-long glance of Eddie’s cheshire grin before it disappears behind the back of the couch. A dare is a dare though, so Richie doesn’t even try to adjust himself before he throws his front door wide open.</p><p>“Oh, shit,” Richie says, red eyes a-blinking, when he sees the uniformed officer on his stoop. He pinches the joint from between his lips and holds it out to the side, it and his hand conspicuously out of view behind the door jamb. The cop looks at Richie’s hidden hand and sighs loudly, but doesn’t bother. It’s about ten minutes from being legalized here anyway, so it’s not worth the arrest unless he wants to give Richie a hard time personally and at his own expense.</p><p>“Afternoon, Mr. Tozier,” he says instead, sounding like he would rather be doing literally anything else. He has two particularly grumpy looking eyebrows and a carefully squared moustache with stripes of grey that make it look like a barcode. “My name is Officer Badcock-”</p><p>Richie can’t help laughing. He laughs hard and for probably a little bit too long. But really? The universe is truly shining on him - first Eddie, and now this. Eventually he manages to bite his lips together hard enough that his laughter dwindles into a boyish little giggle in the back of his throat.</p><p>“Sorry,” he says, the least sincere apology he’s ever given in his life, which really is saying a lot. “Sorry, Officer, I’m sorry. How can I help you?”</p><p>“I’m here investigating a missing person, Mr. Tozier,” Officer Badcock informs Richie coolly. There’s nothing in particular that tips Richie off, exactly. He doesn’t look to the side, doesn’t try to peer over the back of the couch to see what Eddie makes of it, though he knows that Eddie can hear. There’s no sharp intake of breath, no muffled clatter of something falling from Eddie’s hands onto the carpet. There’s just… something. Some dread, or fear, some miasma of No, please that raises goosebumps on the back of Richie’s neck. He knows this cop is looking for Eddie, and just as surely, just as instantly, Richie knows he’s not going to let Eddie get found out.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/32167063/chapters/83034154" target="_blank">Read More →</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p>Summary:<br/>
Taako stands in front of a display of seasonal berries, the elderberries right up front.</p><blockquote><p>
 Routinely, Taako avoids the produce section of the Fantasy 
Costco. It’s not difficult, the section is small in comparison to the 
endless others, and usually he’s here with Magnus and Merle and they’re 
either equipping for a mission or simply making a nuisance of 
themselves. But sometimes when Taako can’t sleep - which is often - he 
comes here and shops until he’s ready to drop. Most of the time he 
doesn’t even buy anything, he just looks and imagines a thousand 
different lives for himself based on the items that grab his interest.
</p><p>
 Every now and then though, like now, he’ll find himself in the 
dread produce section and he’ll see something in particular, some 
completely mundane ingredient, and he won’t be able to leave. Once, he 
saw a long row of gigantic frozen turkeys and inexplicably burst into 
tears; once, a pile of innocent avocados captured him in a spiral of 
dead-end confusion for hours. Now, Taako stands in front of a display of
 seasonal berries, the elderberries right up front. At least this time 
he knows what his ish is.
</p><p>
 (The Glamour Springs show was in early summer and elderberries 
wouldn’t be naturally ripe for several months still. Taako made them 
extra dark and juicy, even better than any you could’ve picked yourself.
 That was the trick. The impossibility.)
</p><p>
 Taako doesn’t know how long it is that he stares at the berries,
 mentally redoing the mechanics of his spell over and over again, and in
 between every calculation and every pronunciation echo the results. 
Five dry twigs to one live berry, forty people dead. Short vowels and 
long consonants, forty people dead.
</p><p>
 “Those are fresh, just in!” Garfield pops up behind Taako. Taako
 doesn’t jump, and his thoughts don’t stop cycling either. “They’re to 
die for!”
</p><p>
 “I can’t argue with that, my man,” Taako says. Forty people dead. “How much?”</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19288966" target="_blank">Read More</a><br/></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/660281045486321664/gold-rush-richieeddie-meeting-during-the-27" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Eddie “meets” Richie at a bar while they’re both out of town for work, and immediately decides <i>right now</i> is the perfect time to have his midlife crisis.</p><blockquote><p>The Tuesday of the fourth week, there’s an insistent knock at Richie’s door at the ass end of the afternoon, when the sky has gone coral - Eddie’s favorite color. Eddie has just treated Richie to a long massage and a slow fuck on one of the loungers on the balcony out back some lazy stretch of time ago. It’s not quite as humid-hot here in the summers as it is in- …other places, wherever, but midday in early September is muggy just about anywhere in the country. So neither of them have bothered to put a stitch of clothing back on even inside in the A/C, and Eddie has been petting the hair on Richie’s thighs while Richie lights up. Richie waits for a moment, thinking that Eddie is going to dare him to answer the door like this, knowing he’ll do it if Eddie tells him to. Eddie smiles like he was considering it, but then hands Richie a pair of shorts.</p><p>Richie grumbles for the sake of it, tugging the shorts on, joint in his mouth, on the way to the door. The shorts are Eddie’s, pale yellow and a shorter cut than Richie would normally wear even if they weren’t too small for him. He stares down at them blankly for a moment, at the way they… squeeze him, and realizes maybe Eddie did give him a dare after all. Richie looks up and catches a second-long glance of Eddie’s cheshire grin before it disappears behind the back of the couch. A dare is a dare though, so Richie doesn’t even try to adjust himself before he throws his front door wide open.</p><p>“Oh, shit,” Richie says, red eyes a-blinking, when he sees the uniformed officer on his stoop. He pinches the joint from between his lips and holds it out to the side, it and his hand conspicuously out of view behind the door jamb. The cop looks at Richie’s hidden hand and sighs loudly, but doesn’t bother. It’s about ten minutes from being legalized here anyway, so it’s not worth the arrest unless he wants to give Richie a hard time personally and at his own expense.</p><p>“Afternoon, Mr. Tozier,” he says instead, sounding like he would rather be doing literally anything else. He has two particularly grumpy looking eyebrows and a carefully squared moustache with stripes of grey that make it look like a barcode. “My name is Officer Badcock-”</p><p>Richie can’t help laughing. He laughs hard and for probably a little bit too long. But really? The universe is truly shining on him - first Eddie, and now this. Eventually he manages to bite his lips together hard enough that his laughter dwindles into a boyish little giggle in the back of his throat.</p><p>“Sorry,” he says, the least sincere apology he’s ever given in his life, which really is saying a lot. “Sorry, Officer, I’m sorry. How can I help you?”</p><p>“I’m here investigating a missing person, Mr. Tozier,” Officer Badcock informs Richie coolly. There’s nothing in particular that tips Richie off, exactly. He doesn’t look to the side, doesn’t try to peer over the back of the couch to see what Eddie makes of it, though he knows that Eddie can hear. There’s no sharp intake of breath, no muffled clatter of something falling from Eddie’s hands onto the carpet. There’s just… something. Some dread, or fear, some miasma of No, please that raises goosebumps on the back of Richie’s neck. He knows this cop is looking for Eddie, and just as surely, just as instantly, Richie knows he’s not going to let Eddie get found out.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/32167063/chapters/83034154" target="_blank">Read More →</a></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/660281045486321664/gold-rush-richieeddie-meeting-during-the-27" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Eddie “meets” Richie at a bar while they’re both out of town for work, and immediately decides <i>right now</i> is the perfect time to have his midlife crisis.</p><blockquote><p>The Tuesday of the fourth week, there’s an insistent knock at Richie’s door at the ass end of the afternoon, when the sky has gone coral - Eddie’s favorite color. Eddie has just treated Richie to a long massage and a slow fuck on one of the loungers on the balcony out back some lazy stretch of time ago. It’s not quite as humid-hot here in the summers as it is in- …other places, wherever, but midday in early September is muggy just about anywhere in the country. So neither of them have bothered to put a stitch of clothing back on even inside in the A/C, and Eddie has been petting the hair on Richie’s thighs while Richie lights up. Richie waits for a moment, thinking that Eddie is going to dare him to answer the door like this, knowing he’ll do it if Eddie tells him to. Eddie smiles like he was considering it, but then hands Richie a pair of shorts.</p><p>Richie grumbles for the sake of it, tugging the shorts on, joint in his mouth, on the way to the door. The shorts are Eddie’s, pale yellow and a shorter cut than Richie would normally wear even if they weren’t too small for him. He stares down at them blankly for a moment, at the way they… squeeze him, and realizes maybe Eddie did give him a dare after all. Richie looks up and catches a second-long glance of Eddie’s cheshire grin before it disappears behind the back of the couch. A dare is a dare though, so Richie doesn’t even try to adjust himself before he throws his front door wide open.</p><p>“Oh, shit,” Richie says, red eyes a-blinking, when he sees the uniformed officer on his stoop. He pinches the joint from between his lips and holds it out to the side, it and his hand conspicuously out of view behind the door jamb. The cop looks at Richie’s hidden hand and sighs loudly, but doesn’t bother. It’s about ten minutes from being legalized here anyway, so it’s not worth the arrest unless he wants to give Richie a hard time personally and at his own expense.</p><p>“Afternoon, Mr. Tozier,” he says instead, sounding like he would rather be doing literally anything else. He has two particularly grumpy looking eyebrows and a carefully squared moustache with stripes of grey that make it look like a barcode. “My name is Officer Badcock-”</p><p>Richie can’t help laughing. He laughs hard and for probably a little bit too long. But really? The universe is truly shining on him - first Eddie, and now this. Eventually he manages to bite his lips together hard enough that his laughter dwindles into a boyish little giggle in the back of his throat.</p><p>“Sorry,” he says, the least sincere apology he’s ever given in his life, which really is saying a lot. “Sorry, Officer, I’m sorry. How can I help you?”</p><p>“I’m here investigating a missing person, Mr. Tozier,” Officer Badcock informs Richie coolly. There’s nothing in particular that tips Richie off, exactly. He doesn’t look to the side, doesn’t try to peer over the back of the couch to see what Eddie makes of it, though he knows that Eddie can hear. There’s no sharp intake of breath, no muffled clatter of something falling from Eddie’s hands onto the carpet. There’s just… something. Some dread, or fear, some miasma of No, please that raises goosebumps on the back of Richie’s neck. He knows this cop is looking for Eddie, and just as surely, just as instantly, Richie knows he’s not going to let Eddie get found out.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/32167063/chapters/83034154" target="_blank">Read More →</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Eddie “meets” Richie at a bar while they’re both out of town for work, and immediately decides <i>right now</i> is the perfect time to have his midlife crisis.</p><blockquote><p>The Tuesday of the fourth week, there’s an insistent knock at Richie’s door at the ass end of the afternoon, when the sky has gone coral - Eddie’s favorite color. Eddie has just treated Richie to a long massage and a slow fuck on one of the loungers on the balcony out back some lazy stretch of time ago. It’s not quite as humid-hot here in the summers as it is in- …other places, wherever, but midday in early September is muggy just about anywhere in the country. So neither of them have bothered to put a stitch of clothing back on even inside in the A/C, and Eddie has been petting the hair on Richie’s thighs while Richie lights up. Richie waits for a moment, thinking that Eddie is going to dare him to answer the door like this, knowing he’ll do it if Eddie tells him to. Eddie smiles like he was considering it, but then hands Richie a pair of shorts.</p><p>Richie grumbles for the sake of it, tugging the shorts on, joint in his mouth, on the way to the door. The shorts are Eddie’s, pale yellow and a shorter cut than Richie would normally wear even if they weren’t too small for him. He stares down at them blankly for a moment, at the way they… squeeze him, and realizes maybe Eddie did give him a dare after all. Richie looks up and catches a second-long glance of Eddie’s cheshire grin before it disappears behind the back of the couch. A dare is a dare though, so Richie doesn’t even try to adjust himself before he throws his front door wide open.</p><p>“Oh, shit,” Richie says, red eyes a-blinking, when he sees the uniformed officer on his stoop. He pinches the joint from between his lips and holds it out to the side, it and his hand conspicuously out of view behind the door jamb. The cop looks at Richie’s hidden hand and sighs loudly, but doesn’t bother. It’s about ten minutes from being legalized here anyway, so it’s not worth the arrest unless he wants to give Richie a hard time personally and at his own expense.</p><p>“Afternoon, Mr. Tozier,” he says instead, sounding like he would rather be doing literally anything else. He has two particularly grumpy looking eyebrows and a carefully squared moustache with stripes of grey that make it look like a barcode. “My name is Officer Badcock-”</p><p>Richie can’t help laughing. He laughs hard and for probably a little bit too long. But really? The universe is truly shining on him - first Eddie, and now this. Eventually he manages to bite his lips together hard enough that his laughter dwindles into a boyish little giggle in the back of his throat.</p><p>“Sorry,” he says, the least sincere apology he’s ever given in his life, which really is saying a lot. “Sorry, Officer, I’m sorry. How can I help you?”</p><p>“I’m here investigating a missing person, Mr. Tozier,” Officer Badcock informs Richie coolly. There’s nothing in particular that tips Richie off, exactly. He doesn’t look to the side, doesn’t try to peer over the back of the couch to see what Eddie makes of it, though he knows that Eddie can hear. There’s no sharp intake of breath, no muffled clatter of something falling from Eddie’s hands onto the carpet. There’s just… something. Some dread, or fear, some miasma of No, please that raises goosebumps on the back of Richie’s neck. He knows this cop is looking for Eddie, and just as surely, just as instantly, Richie knows he’s not going to let Eddie get found out.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/32167063/chapters/83034154" target="_blank">Read More →</a></p></blockquote>
gold rush: Richie/Eddie + meeting during the 27 years (2/3)
https://archiveofourown.org/works/32167063
Body: 
Tags: 

Post id: 661002683932622849
Date: 2021-08-31 03:41:22 GMT
Post url: https://calicojackofficial.tumblr.com/post/661002683932622849/gold-rush-richieeddie-meeting-during-the-27
Slug: gold-rush-richieeddie-meeting-during-the-27
Reblog key: e7RvFkZa
Reblog url: https://calicojackofficial.tumblr.com/post/660808511394136064/gold-rush-richieeddie-meeting-during-the-27
Reblog name: calicojackofficial
Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/660281045486321664/gold-rush-richieeddie-meeting-during-the-27" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Eddie “meets” Richie at a bar while they’re both out of town for work, and immediately decides <i>right now</i> is the perfect time to have his midlife crisis.</p><blockquote><p>The Tuesday of the fourth week, there’s an insistent knock at Richie’s door at the ass end of the afternoon, when the sky has gone coral - Eddie’s favorite color. Eddie has just treated Richie to a long massage and a slow fuck on one of the loungers on the balcony out back some lazy stretch of time ago. It’s not quite as humid-hot here in the summers as it is in- …other places, wherever, but midday in early September is muggy just about anywhere in the country. So neither of them have bothered to put a stitch of clothing back on even inside in the A/C, and Eddie has been petting the hair on Richie’s thighs while Richie lights up. Richie waits for a moment, thinking that Eddie is going to dare him to answer the door like this, knowing he’ll do it if Eddie tells him to. Eddie smiles like he was considering it, but then hands Richie a pair of shorts.</p><p>Richie grumbles for the sake of it, tugging the shorts on, joint in his mouth, on the way to the door. The shorts are Eddie’s, pale yellow and a shorter cut than Richie would normally wear even if they weren’t too small for him. He stares down at them blankly for a moment, at the way they… squeeze him, and realizes maybe Eddie did give him a dare after all. Richie looks up and catches a second-long glance of Eddie’s cheshire grin before it disappears behind the back of the couch. A dare is a dare though, so Richie doesn’t even try to adjust himself before he throws his front door wide open.</p><p>“Oh, shit,” Richie says, red eyes a-blinking, when he sees the uniformed officer on his stoop. He pinches the joint from between his lips and holds it out to the side, it and his hand conspicuously out of view behind the door jamb. The cop looks at Richie’s hidden hand and sighs loudly, but doesn’t bother. It’s about ten minutes from being legalized here anyway, so it’s not worth the arrest unless he wants to give Richie a hard time personally and at his own expense.</p><p>“Afternoon, Mr. Tozier,” he says instead, sounding like he would rather be doing literally anything else. He has two particularly grumpy looking eyebrows and a carefully squared moustache with stripes of grey that make it look like a barcode. “My name is Officer Badcock-”</p><p>Richie can’t help laughing. He laughs hard and for probably a little bit too long. But really? The universe is truly shining on him - first Eddie, and now this. Eventually he manages to bite his lips together hard enough that his laughter dwindles into a boyish little giggle in the back of his throat.</p><p>“Sorry,” he says, the least sincere apology he’s ever given in his life, which really is saying a lot. “Sorry, Officer, I’m sorry. How can I help you?”</p><p>“I’m here investigating a missing person, Mr. Tozier,” Officer Badcock informs Richie coolly. There’s nothing in particular that tips Richie off, exactly. He doesn’t look to the side, doesn’t try to peer over the back of the couch to see what Eddie makes of it, though he knows that Eddie can hear. There’s no sharp intake of breath, no muffled clatter of something falling from Eddie’s hands onto the carpet. There’s just… something. Some dread, or fear, some miasma of No, please that raises goosebumps on the back of Richie’s neck. He knows this cop is looking for Eddie, and just as surely, just as instantly, Richie knows he’s not going to let Eddie get found out.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/32167063/chapters/83034154" target="_blank">Read More →</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Eddie “meets” Richie at a bar while they’re both out of town for work, and immediately decides <i>right now</i> is the perfect time to have his midlife crisis.</p><blockquote><p>The Tuesday of the fourth week, there’s an insistent knock at Richie’s door at the ass end of the afternoon, when the sky has gone coral - Eddie’s favorite color. Eddie has just treated Richie to a long massage and a slow fuck on one of the loungers on the balcony out back some lazy stretch of time ago. It’s not quite as humid-hot here in the summers as it is in- …other places, wherever, but midday in early September is muggy just about anywhere in the country. So neither of them have bothered to put a stitch of clothing back on even inside in the A/C, and Eddie has been petting the hair on Richie’s thighs while Richie lights up. Richie waits for a moment, thinking that Eddie is going to dare him to answer the door like this, knowing he’ll do it if Eddie tells him to. Eddie smiles like he was considering it, but then hands Richie a pair of shorts.</p><p>Richie grumbles for the sake of it, tugging the shorts on, joint in his mouth, on the way to the door. The shorts are Eddie’s, pale yellow and a shorter cut than Richie would normally wear even if they weren’t too small for him. He stares down at them blankly for a moment, at the way they… squeeze him, and realizes maybe Eddie did give him a dare after all. Richie looks up and catches a second-long glance of Eddie’s cheshire grin before it disappears behind the back of the couch. A dare is a dare though, so Richie doesn’t even try to adjust himself before he throws his front door wide open.</p><p>“Oh, shit,” Richie says, red eyes a-blinking, when he sees the uniformed officer on his stoop. He pinches the joint from between his lips and holds it out to the side, it and his hand conspicuously out of view behind the door jamb. The cop looks at Richie’s hidden hand and sighs loudly, but doesn’t bother. It’s about ten minutes from being legalized here anyway, so it’s not worth the arrest unless he wants to give Richie a hard time personally and at his own expense.</p><p>“Afternoon, Mr. Tozier,” he says instead, sounding like he would rather be doing literally anything else. He has two particularly grumpy looking eyebrows and a carefully squared moustache with stripes of grey that make it look like a barcode. “My name is Officer Badcock-”</p><p>Richie can’t help laughing. He laughs hard and for probably a little bit too long. But really? The universe is truly shining on him - first Eddie, and now this. Eventually he manages to bite his lips together hard enough that his laughter dwindles into a boyish little giggle in the back of his throat.</p><p>“Sorry,” he says, the least sincere apology he’s ever given in his life, which really is saying a lot. “Sorry, Officer, I’m sorry. How can I help you?”</p><p>“I’m here investigating a missing person, Mr. Tozier,” Officer Badcock informs Richie coolly. There’s nothing in particular that tips Richie off, exactly. He doesn’t look to the side, doesn’t try to peer over the back of the couch to see what Eddie makes of it, though he knows that Eddie can hear. There’s no sharp intake of breath, no muffled clatter of something falling from Eddie’s hands onto the carpet. There’s just… something. Some dread, or fear, some miasma of No, please that raises goosebumps on the back of Richie’s neck. He knows this cop is looking for Eddie, and just as surely, just as instantly, Richie knows he’s not going to let Eddie get found out.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/32167063/chapters/83034154" target="_blank">Read More →</a></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/656761171575226368/one-fish-blue-fish-loki-hulk-dubious" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:<br/></b>Payback is a bitch, and so is Loki.</p><blockquote><p>It is no mere happenstance that Loki is there in the nick of time to give aid to each of his naysayers during battle against the Outriders and their mere five herders, obviously. Any so-called Avenger who thinks those daring rescues weren’t at least to some degree by his design is more foolish by far than Loki thought them to be. It is simple luck, however, that when Loki at last finds Ebony on the field and corrals him into the woods, it’s only Hulk who notices and follows him.</p><p>Luck, that it’s only Hulk who sees Loki heighten by three feet and broaden by one. It’s only Hulk who sees Loki go indigo-skinned and blood-eyed. Only Hulk who sees the sharpness of his teeth when he bares them to snarl like the beast he may or may not be, like the monster. And it’s luck, simple luck, that of all the heroes on Earth to witness Loki have his sweet revenge at the one opportunity he has to take it - it’s only Hulk.</p><p>Ebony, for his part, knows that he is doomed even before he sees Loki’s fingertips tint blue. He stumbles back, but he does not flee. A general so experienced as Ebony knows when a war is lost; he knows Loki will not offer him the chance to become traitor, and Loki will not let him get away. His only hope now is for a swift death - and if he doesn’t know Loki will not give him that either, he is about to learn.</p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/32591881" target="_blank">Read More</a></b><br/>✨ <a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">tip jar</a> ✨<br/></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/656761171575226368/one-fish-blue-fish-loki-hulk-dubious" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:<br/></b>Payback is a bitch, and so is Loki.</p><blockquote><p>It is no mere happenstance that Loki is there in the nick of time to give aid to each of his naysayers during battle against the Outriders and their mere five herders, obviously. Any so-called Avenger who thinks those daring rescues weren’t at least to some degree by his design is more foolish by far than Loki thought them to be. It is simple luck, however, that when Loki at last finds Ebony on the field and corrals him into the woods, it’s only Hulk who notices and follows him.</p><p>Luck, that it’s only Hulk who sees Loki heighten by three feet and broaden by one. It’s only Hulk who sees Loki go indigo-skinned and blood-eyed. Only Hulk who sees the sharpness of his teeth when he bares them to snarl like the beast he may or may not be, like the monster. And it’s luck, simple luck, that of all the heroes on Earth to witness Loki have his sweet revenge at the one opportunity he has to take it - it’s only Hulk.</p><p>Ebony, for his part, knows that he is doomed even before he sees Loki’s fingertips tint blue. He stumbles back, but he does not flee. A general so experienced as Ebony knows when a war is lost; he knows Loki will not offer him the chance to become traitor, and Loki will not let him get away. His only hope now is for a swift death - and if he doesn’t know Loki will not give him that either, he is about to learn.</p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/32591881" target="_blank">Read More</a></b><br/>✨ <a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">tip jar</a> ✨<br/></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p>“Nondisabled people using amenities originally designed for disabled people does nothing but improve our lives”<br/></p></blockquote>
<p>I feel like it shouldn’t be a hard one to figure out, but apparently it is:</p><p>If an resource designed to cater to disability is limited, then don’t use it if you’re not disabled - like the limited number of disabled parking spaces or disabled toilets; if you use one, then someone who needs that resource won’t have access.</p><p>But if a resource is <i>not</i> limited, then more use will encourage <i>more</i> production. So use it! Buy it! Gluten free food became cheaper and more widely available after it became a fad diet, and now it’s easier for coeliacs to buy the food they need. Stim toys like fidget cubes became widely available and common use when they became a fad.</p><p>The less niche something is and the more commonly used something is, the easier it will become to obtain.</p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/654927914213801984/gold-rush-richieeddie-meeting-during-the-27" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:<br/></b>Eddie “meets” Richie at a bar while they’re both out of town for work, and immediately decides it’s about time for his midlife crisis.</p><blockquote><p>“What did you think of Trashmouth?” Anissa asks when she finally unwinds Kote’s arms from around her neck and sits down. She nods at Eddie, but doesn’t otherwise bother with an official introduction or small talk, which Eddie finds refreshing.</p><p>“That was the guy before you?” Kote double checks, and Anissa nods. “Eddie missed him. Mixed review from me.” Anissa nods like she expected nothing else.</p><p>“He said he was a fan before he went on,” she says, Eddie assumes as an explanation as to why she cares what they thought of him. “Even quoted some of my bits. Didn’t think I’d be his type. But he had some new shit tonight that wasn’t like the usual, huh?” Kote nods seriously, hanging off of Anissa’s words, apparently still captivated by her wife even after four years.</p><p>“I’m getting another,” Eddie says, standing abruptly. “Either of you want anything?” He asks mostly to be polite. It’s not that he doesn’t like Kote, that he isn’t charmed by Anissa, but he intends to dawdle at the bar. The romance in the air has him feeling… wriggly.</p><p>“Tap,” says Kote and Eddie nods.</p><p>“Surprise me?” Anissa asks with an adventurous grin that Eddie can see Kote swoon at even from the corner of his eye. “I like fruit!” Eddie huffs and rolls his eyes, his natural reaction, but Anissa’s smile doesn’t drop and he’s relieved to think he hasn’t put her off of him yet. He prefers the burning of his bridges to be as intentional as possible. He stomps off toward the bar, both women giving friendly laughs to his back.</p><p>The bar is more crowded now than Eddie’s first visit, and he flags the bartender down with ill disguised impatience. He gets a tight nod and not much else, which is better than he would give himself if positions were reversed so he’ll take it. Eddie takes in the hubbub as he waits.</p><p>Toward the far end of the bar, a tall man is saying through laughter, “Ladies, ladies!” He visibly startles at someone on his other side that Eddie can’t see and adds, “Uh, fellas. Hi there.” He’s surrounded by several people, at least a head taller than every one of them, flushed at the attention underneath his stubble. He’s kinda scruffy looking, wild hair, outdated glasses, and untucked layered shirts, but his smile and his laugh are goofy and contagious. Not totally surprising, really, that a guy like that would rake ‘em in at a comedy club.</p><p>He’s raking Eddie in, actually, a little bit. He’s holding two drinks, one a piña colada and one a whiskey or a bourbon, both of them chilled enough to have started sweating over his thick fingers. His hands and arms are covered in dark hair up to the sleeves of the hideous overshirt he’s wearing and his sideburns are just as thick and out of style as his glasses. Eddie doesn’t mean to catch eyes with him, but the blue behind those glasses hits Eddie like lightning. The guy seems just as stricken by Eddie, somehow, because he stops talking abruptly and then tries to wave at Eddie, forgetting the drink in his hand and splashing amber liquor onto his wrist. Eddie snorts, and drags his eyes away.</p><p>It’s fine to look, he reasons. (It’s always been fine to look, as long as he <i>just </i>looks.) But he’s engaged now. He’s going to marry Myra. Any other options he might have had before - which is not to say, of course, that there were any - are out of the question now.</p><p>The bartender makes it over and Eddie orders another gin, Kote’s beer, and an appletini for Anissa. Classic, to match her look, or at least that’s how he hopes she’ll take it. He does dawdle, though, like he’d intended. If that dawdling happens to bring him slowly closer to the other end of the bar that’s between him and his gin.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/32167063/chapters/79702102" target="_blank">Read More</a><br/><a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">✨ Tip Jar ✨</a></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/654927914213801984/gold-rush-richieeddie-meeting-during-the-27" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:<br/></b>Eddie “meets” Richie at a bar while they’re both out of town for work, and immediately decides it’s about time for his midlife crisis.</p><blockquote><p>“What did you think of Trashmouth?” Anissa asks when she finally unwinds Kote’s arms from around her neck and sits down. She nods at Eddie, but doesn’t otherwise bother with an official introduction or small talk, which Eddie finds refreshing.</p><p>“That was the guy before you?” Kote double checks, and Anissa nods. “Eddie missed him. Mixed review from me.” Anissa nods like she expected nothing else.</p><p>“He said he was a fan before he went on,” she says, Eddie assumes as an explanation as to why she cares what they thought of him. “Even quoted some of my bits. Didn’t think I’d be his type. But he had some new shit tonight that wasn’t like the usual, huh?” Kote nods seriously, hanging off of Anissa’s words, apparently still captivated by her wife even after four years.</p><p>“I’m getting another,” Eddie says, standing abruptly. “Either of you want anything?” He asks mostly to be polite. It’s not that he doesn’t like Kote, that he isn’t charmed by Anissa, but he intends to dawdle at the bar. The romance in the air has him feeling… wriggly.</p><p>“Tap,” says Kote and Eddie nods.</p><p>“Surprise me?” Anissa asks with an adventurous grin that Eddie can see Kote swoon at even from the corner of his eye. “I like fruit!” Eddie huffs and rolls his eyes, his natural reaction, but Anissa’s smile doesn’t drop and he’s relieved to think he hasn’t put her off of him yet. He prefers the burning of his bridges to be as intentional as possible. He stomps off toward the bar, both women giving friendly laughs to his back.</p><p>The bar is more crowded now than Eddie’s first visit, and he flags the bartender down with ill disguised impatience. He gets a tight nod and not much else, which is better than he would give himself if positions were reversed so he’ll take it. Eddie takes in the hubbub as he waits.</p><p>Toward the far end of the bar, a tall man is saying through laughter, “Ladies, ladies!” He visibly startles at someone on his other side that Eddie can’t see and adds, “Uh, fellas. Hi there.” He’s surrounded by several people, at least a head taller than every one of them, flushed at the attention underneath his stubble. He’s kinda scruffy looking, wild hair, outdated glasses, and untucked layered shirts, but his smile and his laugh are goofy and contagious. Not totally surprising, really, that a guy like that would rake ‘em in at a comedy club.</p><p>He’s raking Eddie in, actually, a little bit. He’s holding two drinks, one a piña colada and one a whiskey or a bourbon, both of them chilled enough to have started sweating over his thick fingers. His hands and arms are covered in dark hair up to the sleeves of the hideous overshirt he’s wearing and his sideburns are just as thick and out of style as his glasses. Eddie doesn’t mean to catch eyes with him, but the blue behind those glasses hits Eddie like lightning. The guy seems just as stricken by Eddie, somehow, because he stops talking abruptly and then tries to wave at Eddie, forgetting the drink in his hand and splashing amber liquor onto his wrist. Eddie snorts, and drags his eyes away.</p><p>It’s fine to look, he reasons. (It’s always been fine to look, as long as he <i>just </i>looks.) But he’s engaged now. He’s going to marry Myra. Any other options he might have had before - which is not to say, of course, that there were any - are out of the question now.</p><p>The bartender makes it over and Eddie orders another gin, Kote’s beer, and an appletini for Anissa. Classic, to match her look, or at least that’s how he hopes she’ll take it. He does dawdle, though, like he’d intended. If that dawdling happens to bring him slowly closer to the other end of the bar that’s between him and his gin.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/32167063/chapters/79702102" target="_blank">Read More</a><br/><a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">✨ Tip Jar ✨</a></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/654927914213801984/gold-rush-richieeddie-meeting-during-the-27" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:<br/></b>Eddie “meets” Richie at a bar while they’re both out of town for work, and immediately decides it’s time for his midlife crisis.</p><blockquote><p>“What did you think of Trashmouth?” Anissa asks when she finally unwinds Kote’s arms from around her neck and sits down. She nods at Eddie, but doesn’t otherwise bother with an official introduction or small talk, which Eddie finds refreshing.</p><p>“That was the guy before you?” Kote double checks, and Anissa nods. “Eddie missed him. Mixed review from me.” Anissa nods like she expected nothing else.</p><p>“He said he was a fan before he went on,” she says, Eddie assumes as an explanation as to why she cares what they thought of him. “Even quoted some of my bits. Didn’t think I’d be his type. But he had some new shit tonight that wasn’t like the usual, huh?” Kote nods seriously, hanging off of Anissa’s words, apparently still captivated by her wife even after four years.</p><p>“I’m getting another,” Eddie says, standing abruptly. “Either of you want anything?” He asks mostly to be polite. It’s not that he doesn’t like Kote, that he isn’t charmed by Anissa, but he intends to dawdle at the bar. The romance in the air has him feeling… wriggly.</p><p>“Tap,” says Kote and Eddie nods.</p><p>“Surprise me?” Anissa asks with an adventurous grin that Eddie can see Kote swoon at even from the corner of his eye. “I like fruit!” Eddie huffs and rolls his eyes, his natural reaction, but Anissa’s smile doesn’t drop and he’s relieved to think he hasn’t put her off of him yet. He prefers the burning of his bridges to be as intentional as possible. He stomps off toward the bar, both women giving friendly laughs to his back.</p><p>The bar is more crowded now than Eddie’s first visit, and he flags the bartender down with ill disguised impatience. He gets a tight nod and not much else, which is better than he would give himself if positions were reversed so he’ll take it. Eddie takes in the hubbub as he waits.</p><p>Toward the far end of the bar, a tall man is saying through laughter, “Ladies, ladies!” He visibly startles at someone on his other side that Eddie can’t see and adds, “Uh, fellas. Hi there.” He’s surrounded by several people, at least a head taller than every one of them, flushed at the attention underneath his stubble. He’s kinda scruffy looking, wild hair, outdated glasses, and untucked layered shirts, but his smile and his laugh are goofy and contagious. Not totally surprising, really, that a guy like that would rake ‘em in at a comedy club.</p><p>He’s raking Eddie in, actually, a little bit. He’s holding two drinks, one a piña colada and one a whiskey or a bourbon, both of them chilled enough to have started sweating over his thick fingers. His hands and arms are covered in dark hair up to the sleeves of the hideous overshirt he’s wearing and his sideburns are just as thick and out of style as his glasses. Eddie doesn’t mean to catch eyes with him, but the blue behind those glasses hits Eddie like lightning. The guy seems just as stricken by Eddie, somehow, because he stops talking abruptly and then tries to wave at Eddie, forgetting the drink in his hand and splashing amber liquor onto his wrist. Eddie snorts, and drags his eyes away.</p><p>It’s fine to look, he reasons. (It’s always been fine to look, as long as he <i>just </i>looks.) But he’s engaged now. He’s going to marry Myra. Any other options he might have had before - which is not to say, of course, that there were any - are out of the question now.</p><p>The bartender makes it over and Eddie orders another gin, Kote’s beer, and an appletini for Anissa. Classic, to match her look, or at least that’s how he hopes she’ll take it. He does dawdle, though, like he’d intended. If that dawdling happens to bring him slowly closer to the other end of the bar that’s between him and his gin.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/32167063/chapters/79702102" target="_blank">Read More</a><br/><a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">✨ Tip Jar ✨</a></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/654927914213801984/gold-rush-richieeddie-meeting-during-the-27" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:<br/></b>Eddie “meets” Richie at a bar while they’re both out of town for work, and immediately decides it’s about time for his midlife crisis.</p><blockquote><p>“What did you think of Trashmouth?” Anissa asks when she finally unwinds Kote’s arms from around her neck and sits down. She nods at Eddie, but doesn’t otherwise bother with an official introduction or small talk, which Eddie finds refreshing.</p><p>“That was the guy before you?” Kote double checks, and Anissa nods. “Eddie missed him. Mixed review from me.” Anissa nods like she expected nothing else.</p><p>“He said he was a fan before he went on,” she says, Eddie assumes as an explanation as to why she cares what they thought of him. “Even quoted some of my bits. Didn’t think I’d be his type. But he had some new shit tonight that wasn’t like the usual, huh?” Kote nods seriously, hanging off of Anissa’s words, apparently still captivated by her wife even after four years.</p><p>“I’m getting another,” Eddie says, standing abruptly. “Either of you want anything?” He asks mostly to be polite. It’s not that he doesn’t like Kote, that he isn’t charmed by Anissa, but he intends to dawdle at the bar. The romance in the air has him feeling… wriggly.</p><p>“Tap,” says Kote and Eddie nods.</p><p>“Surprise me?” Anissa asks with an adventurous grin that Eddie can see Kote swoon at even from the corner of his eye. “I like fruit!” Eddie huffs and rolls his eyes, his natural reaction, but Anissa’s smile doesn’t drop and he’s relieved to think he hasn’t put her off of him yet. He prefers the burning of his bridges to be as intentional as possible. He stomps off toward the bar, both women giving friendly laughs to his back.</p><p>The bar is more crowded now than Eddie’s first visit, and he flags the bartender down with ill disguised impatience. He gets a tight nod and not much else, which is better than he would give himself if positions were reversed so he’ll take it. Eddie takes in the hubbub as he waits.</p><p>Toward the far end of the bar, a tall man is saying through laughter, “Ladies, ladies!” He visibly startles at someone on his other side that Eddie can’t see and adds, “Uh, fellas. Hi there.” He’s surrounded by several people, at least a head taller than every one of them, flushed at the attention underneath his stubble. He’s kinda scruffy looking, wild hair, outdated glasses, and untucked layered shirts, but his smile and his laugh are goofy and contagious. Not totally surprising, really, that a guy like that would rake ‘em in at a comedy club.</p><p>He’s raking Eddie in, actually, a little bit. He’s holding two drinks, one a piña colada and one a whiskey or a bourbon, both of them chilled enough to have started sweating over his thick fingers. His hands and arms are covered in dark hair up to the sleeves of the hideous overshirt he’s wearing and his sideburns are just as thick and out of style as his glasses. Eddie doesn’t mean to catch eyes with him, but the blue behind those glasses hits Eddie like lightning. The guy seems just as stricken by Eddie, somehow, because he stops talking abruptly and then tries to wave at Eddie, forgetting the drink in his hand and splashing amber liquor onto his wrist. Eddie snorts, and drags his eyes away.</p><p>It’s fine to look, he reasons. (It’s always been fine to look, as long as he <i>just </i>looks.) But he’s engaged now. He’s going to marry Myra. Any other options he might have had before - which is not to say, of course, that there were any - are out of the question now.</p><p>The bartender makes it over and Eddie orders another gin, Kote’s beer, and an appletini for Anissa. Classic, to match her look, or at least that’s how he hopes she’ll take it. He does dawdle, though, like he’d intended. If that dawdling happens to bring him slowly closer to the other end of the bar that’s between him and his gin.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/32167063/chapters/79702102" target="_blank">Read More</a><br/><a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">✨ Tip Jar ✨</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:<br/></b>Payback is a bitch, and so is Loki.</p><blockquote><p>It is no mere happenstance that Loki is there in the nick of time to give aid to each of his naysayers during battle against the Outriders and their mere five herders, obviously. Any so-called Avenger who thinks those daring rescues weren’t at least to some degree by his design is more foolish by far than Loki thought them to be. It is simple luck, however, that when Loki at last finds Ebony on the field and corrals him into the woods, it’s only Hulk who notices and follows him.</p><p>Luck, that it’s only Hulk who sees Loki heighten by three feet and broaden by one. It’s only Hulk who sees Loki go indigo-skinned and blood-eyed. Only Hulk who sees the sharpness of his teeth when he bares them to snarl like the beast he may or may not be, like the monster. And it’s luck, simple luck, that of all the heroes on Earth to witness Loki have his sweet revenge at the one opportunity he has to take it - it’s only Hulk.</p><p>Ebony, for his part, knows that he is doomed even before he sees Loki’s fingertips tint blue. He stumbles back, but he does not flee. A general so experienced as Ebony knows when a war is lost; he knows Loki will not offer him the chance to become traitor, and Loki will not let him get away. His only hope now is for a swift death - and if he doesn’t know Loki will not give him that either, he is about to learn.</p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/32591881" target="_blank">Read More</a></b><br/>✨ <a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">tip jar</a> ✨<br/></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/654927914213801984/gold-rush-richieeddie-meeting-during-the-27" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:<br/></b>Eddie “meets” Richie at a bar while they’re both out of town for work, and immediately decides it’s about time for his midlife crisis.</p><blockquote><p>“What did you think of Trashmouth?” Anissa asks when she finally unwinds Kote’s arms from around her neck and sits down. She nods at Eddie, but doesn’t otherwise bother with an official introduction or small talk, which Eddie finds refreshing.</p><p>“That was the guy before you?” Kote double checks, and Anissa nods. “Eddie missed him. Mixed review from me.” Anissa nods like she expected nothing else.</p><p>“He said he was a fan before he went on,” she says, Eddie assumes as an explanation as to why she cares what they thought of him. “Even quoted some of my bits. Didn’t think I’d be his type. But he had some new shit tonight that wasn’t like the usual, huh?” Kote nods seriously, hanging off of Anissa’s words, apparently still captivated by her wife even after four years.</p><p>“I’m getting another,” Eddie says, standing abruptly. “Either of you want anything?” He asks mostly to be polite. It’s not that he doesn’t like Kote, that he isn’t charmed by Anissa, but he intends to dawdle at the bar. The romance in the air has him feeling… wriggly.</p><p>“Tap,” says Kote and Eddie nods.</p><p>“Surprise me?” Anissa asks with an adventurous grin that Eddie can see Kote swoon at even from the corner of his eye. “I like fruit!” Eddie huffs and rolls his eyes, his natural reaction, but Anissa’s smile doesn’t drop and he’s relieved to think he hasn’t put her off of him yet. He prefers the burning of his bridges to be as intentional as possible. He stomps off toward the bar, both women giving friendly laughs to his back.</p><p>The bar is more crowded now than Eddie’s first visit, and he flags the bartender down with ill disguised impatience. He gets a tight nod and not much else, which is better than he would give himself if positions were reversed so he’ll take it. Eddie takes in the hubbub as he waits.</p><p>Toward the far end of the bar, a tall man is saying through laughter, “Ladies, ladies!” He visibly startles at someone on his other side that Eddie can’t see and adds, “Uh, fellas. Hi there.” He’s surrounded by several people, at least a head taller than every one of them, flushed at the attention underneath his stubble. He’s kinda scruffy looking, wild hair, outdated glasses, and untucked layered shirts, but his smile and his laugh are goofy and contagious. Not totally surprising, really, that a guy like that would rake ‘em in at a comedy club.</p><p>He’s raking Eddie in, actually, a little bit. He’s holding two drinks, one a piña colada and one a whiskey or a bourbon, both of them chilled enough to have started sweating over his thick fingers. His hands and arms are covered in dark hair up to the sleeves of the hideous overshirt he’s wearing and his sideburns are just as thick and out of style as his glasses. Eddie doesn’t mean to catch eyes with him, but the blue behind those glasses hits Eddie like lightning. The guy seems just as stricken by Eddie, somehow, because he stops talking abruptly and then tries to wave at Eddie, forgetting the drink in his hand and splashing amber liquor onto his wrist. Eddie snorts, and drags his eyes away.</p><p>It’s fine to look, he reasons. (It’s always been fine to look, as long as he <i>just </i>looks.) But he’s engaged now. He’s going to marry Myra. Any other options he might have had before - which is not to say, of course, that there were any - are out of the question now.</p><p>The bartender makes it over and Eddie orders another gin, Kote’s beer, and an appletini for Anissa. Classic, to match her look, or at least that’s how he hopes she’ll take it. He does dawdle, though, like he’d intended. If that dawdling happens to bring him slowly closer to the other end of the bar that’s between him and his gin.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/32167063/chapters/79702102" target="_blank">Read More</a><br/><a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">✨ Tip Jar ✨</a></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/654927914213801984/gold-rush-richieeddie-meeting-during-the-27" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:<br/></b>Eddie “meets” Richie at a bar while they’re both out of town for work, and immediately decides it’s about time for his midlife crisis.</p><blockquote><p>“What did you think of Trashmouth?” Anissa asks when she finally unwinds Kote’s arms from around her neck and sits down. She nods at Eddie, but doesn’t otherwise bother with an official introduction or small talk, which Eddie finds refreshing.</p><p>“That was the guy before you?” Kote double checks, and Anissa nods. “Eddie missed him. Mixed review from me.” Anissa nods like she expected nothing else.</p><p>“He said he was a fan before he went on,” she says, Eddie assumes as an explanation as to why she cares what they thought of him. “Even quoted some of my bits. Didn’t think I’d be his type. But he had some new shit tonight that wasn’t like the usual, huh?” Kote nods seriously, hanging off of Anissa’s words, apparently still captivated by her wife even after four years.</p><p>“I’m getting another,” Eddie says, standing abruptly. “Either of you want anything?” He asks mostly to be polite. It’s not that he doesn’t like Kote, that he isn’t charmed by Anissa, but he intends to dawdle at the bar. The romance in the air has him feeling… wriggly.</p><p>“Tap,” says Kote and Eddie nods.</p><p>“Surprise me?” Anissa asks with an adventurous grin that Eddie can see Kote swoon at even from the corner of his eye. “I like fruit!” Eddie huffs and rolls his eyes, his natural reaction, but Anissa’s smile doesn’t drop and he’s relieved to think he hasn’t put her off of him yet. He prefers the burning of his bridges to be as intentional as possible. He stomps off toward the bar, both women giving friendly laughs to his back.</p><p>The bar is more crowded now than Eddie’s first visit, and he flags the bartender down with ill disguised impatience. He gets a tight nod and not much else, which is better than he would give himself if positions were reversed so he’ll take it. Eddie takes in the hubbub as he waits.</p><p>Toward the far end of the bar, a tall man is saying through laughter, “Ladies, ladies!” He visibly startles at someone on his other side that Eddie can’t see and adds, “Uh, fellas. Hi there.” He’s surrounded by several people, at least a head taller than every one of them, flushed at the attention underneath his stubble. He’s kinda scruffy looking, wild hair, outdated glasses, and untucked layered shirts, but his smile and his laugh are goofy and contagious. Not totally surprising, really, that a guy like that would rake ‘em in at a comedy club.</p><p>He’s raking Eddie in, actually, a little bit. He’s holding two drinks, one a piña colada and one a whiskey or a bourbon, both of them chilled enough to have started sweating over his thick fingers. His hands and arms are covered in dark hair up to the sleeves of the hideous overshirt he’s wearing and his sideburns are just as thick and out of style as his glasses. Eddie doesn’t mean to catch eyes with him, but the blue behind those glasses hits Eddie like lightning. The guy seems just as stricken by Eddie, somehow, because he stops talking abruptly and then tries to wave at Eddie, forgetting the drink in his hand and splashing amber liquor onto his wrist. Eddie snorts, and drags his eyes away.</p><p>It’s fine to look, he reasons. (It’s always been fine to look, as long as he <i>just </i>looks.) But he’s engaged now. He’s going to marry Myra. Any other options he might have had before - which is not to say, of course, that there were any - are out of the question now.</p><p>The bartender makes it over and Eddie orders another gin, Kote’s beer, and an appletini for Anissa. Classic, to match her look, or at least that’s how he hopes she’ll take it. He does dawdle, though, like he’d intended. If that dawdling happens to bring him slowly closer to the other end of the bar that’s between him and his gin.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/32167063/chapters/79702102" target="_blank">Read More</a><br/><a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">✨ Tip Jar ✨</a></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/654927914213801984/gold-rush-richieeddie-meeting-during-the-27" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:<br/></b>Eddie “meets” Richie at a bar while they’re both out of town for work, and immediately decides it’s about time for his midlife crisis.</p><blockquote><p>“What did you think of Trashmouth?” Anissa asks when she finally unwinds Kote’s arms from around her neck and sits down. She nods at Eddie, but doesn’t otherwise bother with an official introduction or small talk, which Eddie finds refreshing.</p><p>“That was the guy before you?” Kote double checks, and Anissa nods. “Eddie missed him. Mixed review from me.” Anissa nods like she expected nothing else.</p><p>“He said he was a fan before he went on,” she says, Eddie assumes as an explanation as to why she cares what they thought of him. “Even quoted some of my bits. Didn’t think I’d be his type. But he had some new shit tonight that wasn’t like the usual, huh?” Kote nods seriously, hanging off of Anissa’s words, apparently still captivated by her wife even after four years.</p><p>“I’m getting another,” Eddie says, standing abruptly. “Either of you want anything?” He asks mostly to be polite. It’s not that he doesn’t like Kote, that he isn’t charmed by Anissa, but he intends to dawdle at the bar. The romance in the air has him feeling… wriggly.</p><p>“Tap,” says Kote and Eddie nods.</p><p>“Surprise me?” Anissa asks with an adventurous grin that Eddie can see Kote swoon at even from the corner of his eye. “I like fruit!” Eddie huffs and rolls his eyes, his natural reaction, but Anissa’s smile doesn’t drop and he’s relieved to think he hasn’t put her off of him yet. He prefers the burning of his bridges to be as intentional as possible. He stomps off toward the bar, both women giving friendly laughs to his back.</p><p>The bar is more crowded now than Eddie’s first visit, and he flags the bartender down with ill disguised impatience. He gets a tight nod and not much else, which is better than he would give himself if positions were reversed so he’ll take it. Eddie takes in the hubbub as he waits.</p><p>Toward the far end of the bar, a tall man is saying through laughter, “Ladies, ladies!” He visibly startles at someone on his other side that Eddie can’t see and adds, “Uh, fellas. Hi there.” He’s surrounded by several people, at least a head taller than every one of them, flushed at the attention underneath his stubble. He’s kinda scruffy looking, wild hair, outdated glasses, and untucked layered shirts, but his smile and his laugh are goofy and contagious. Not totally surprising, really, that a guy like that would rake ‘em in at a comedy club.</p><p>He’s raking Eddie in, actually, a little bit. He’s holding two drinks, one a piña colada and one a whiskey or a bourbon, both of them chilled enough to have started sweating over his thick fingers. His hands and arms are covered in dark hair up to the sleeves of the hideous overshirt he’s wearing and his sideburns are just as thick and out of style as his glasses. Eddie doesn’t mean to catch eyes with him, but the blue behind those glasses hits Eddie like lightning. The guy seems just as stricken by Eddie, somehow, because he stops talking abruptly and then tries to wave at Eddie, forgetting the drink in his hand and splashing amber liquor onto his wrist. Eddie snorts, and drags his eyes away.</p><p>It’s fine to look, he reasons. (It’s always been fine to look, as long as he <i>just </i>looks.) But he’s engaged now. He’s going to marry Myra. Any other options he might have had before - which is not to say, of course, that there were any - are out of the question now.</p><p>The bartender makes it over and Eddie orders another gin, Kote’s beer, and an appletini for Anissa. Classic, to match her look, or at least that’s how he hopes she’ll take it. He does dawdle, though, like he’d intended. If that dawdling happens to bring him slowly closer to the other end of the bar that’s between him and his gin.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/32167063/chapters/79702102" target="_blank">Read More</a><br/><a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">✨ Tip Jar ✨</a></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/654927914213801984/gold-rush-richieeddie-meeting-during-the-27" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:<br/></b>Eddie “meets” Richie at a bar while they’re both out of town for work, and immediately decides it’s about time for his midlife crisis.</p><blockquote><p>“What did you think of Trashmouth?” Anissa asks when she finally unwinds Kote’s arms from around her neck and sits down. She nods at Eddie, but doesn’t otherwise bother with an official introduction or small talk, which Eddie finds refreshing.</p><p>“That was the guy before you?” Kote double checks, and Anissa nods. “Eddie missed him. Mixed review from me.” Anissa nods like she expected nothing else.</p><p>“He said he was a fan before he went on,” she says, Eddie assumes as an explanation as to why she cares what they thought of him. “Even quoted some of my bits. Didn’t think I’d be his type. But he had some new shit tonight that wasn’t like the usual, huh?” Kote nods seriously, hanging off of Anissa’s words, apparently still captivated by her wife even after four years.</p><p>“I’m getting another,” Eddie says, standing abruptly. “Either of you want anything?” He asks mostly to be polite. It’s not that he doesn’t like Kote, that he isn’t charmed by Anissa, but he intends to dawdle at the bar. The romance in the air has him feeling… wriggly.</p><p>“Tap,” says Kote and Eddie nods.</p><p>“Surprise me?” Anissa asks with an adventurous grin that Eddie can see Kote swoon at even from the corner of his eye. “I like fruit!” Eddie huffs and rolls his eyes, his natural reaction, but Anissa’s smile doesn’t drop and he’s relieved to think he hasn’t put her off of him yet. He prefers the burning of his bridges to be as intentional as possible. He stomps off toward the bar, both women giving friendly laughs to his back.</p><p>The bar is more crowded now than Eddie’s first visit, and he flags the bartender down with ill disguised impatience. He gets a tight nod and not much else, which is better than he would give himself if positions were reversed so he’ll take it. Eddie takes in the hubbub as he waits.</p><p>Toward the far end of the bar, a tall man is saying through laughter, “Ladies, ladies!” He visibly startles at someone on his other side that Eddie can’t see and adds, “Uh, fellas. Hi there.” He’s surrounded by several people, at least a head taller than every one of them, flushed at the attention underneath his stubble. He’s kinda scruffy looking, wild hair, outdated glasses, and untucked layered shirts, but his smile and his laugh are goofy and contagious. Not totally surprising, really, that a guy like that would rake ‘em in at a comedy club.</p><p>He’s raking Eddie in, actually, a little bit. He’s holding two drinks, one a piña colada and one a whiskey or a bourbon, both of them chilled enough to have started sweating over his thick fingers. His hands and arms are covered in dark hair up to the sleeves of the hideous overshirt he’s wearing and his sideburns are just as thick and out of style as his glasses. Eddie doesn’t mean to catch eyes with him, but the blue behind those glasses hits Eddie like lightning. The guy seems just as stricken by Eddie, somehow, because he stops talking abruptly and then tries to wave at Eddie, forgetting the drink in his hand and splashing amber liquor onto his wrist. Eddie snorts, and drags his eyes away.</p><p>It’s fine to look, he reasons. (It’s always been fine to look, as long as he <i>just </i>looks.) But he’s engaged now. He’s going to marry Myra. Any other options he might have had before - which is not to say, of course, that there were any - are out of the question now.</p><p>The bartender makes it over and Eddie orders another gin, Kote’s beer, and an appletini for Anissa. Classic, to match her look, or at least that’s how he hopes she’ll take it. He does dawdle, though, like he’d intended. If that dawdling happens to bring him slowly closer to the other end of the bar that’s between him and his gin.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/32167063/chapters/79702102" target="_blank">Read More</a><br/><a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">✨ Tip Jar ✨</a></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/656761171575226368/one-fish-blue-fish-loki-hulk-dubious" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:<br/></b>Payback is a bitch, and so is Loki.</p><blockquote><p>It is no mere happenstance that Loki is there in the nick of time to give aid to each of his naysayers during battle against the Outriders and their mere five herders, obviously. Any so-called Avenger who thinks those daring rescues weren’t at least to some degree by his design is more foolish by far than Loki thought them to be. It is simple luck, however, that when Loki at last finds Ebony on the field and corrals him into the woods, it’s only Hulk who notices and follows him.</p><p>Luck, that it’s only Hulk who sees Loki heighten by three feet and broaden by one. It’s only Hulk who sees Loki go indigo-skinned and blood-eyed. Only Hulk who sees the sharpness of his teeth when he bares them to snarl like the beast he may or may not be, like the monster. And it’s luck, simple luck, that of all the heroes on Earth to witness Loki have his sweet revenge at the one opportunity he has to take it - it’s only Hulk.</p><p>Ebony, for his part, knows that he is doomed even before he sees Loki’s fingertips tint blue. He stumbles back, but he does not flee. A general so experienced as Ebony knows when a war is lost; he knows Loki will not offer him the chance to become traitor, and Loki will not let him get away. His only hope now is for a swift death - and if he doesn’t know Loki will not give him that either, he is about to learn.</p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/32591881" target="_blank">Read More</a></b><br/>✨ <a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">tip jar</a> ✨<br/></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/656761171575226368/one-fish-blue-fish-loki-hulk-dubious" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:<br/></b>Payback is a bitch, and so is Loki.</p><blockquote><p>It is no mere happenstance that Loki is there in the nick of time to give aid to each of his naysayers during battle against the Outriders and their mere five herders, obviously. Any so-called Avenger who thinks those daring rescues weren’t at least to some degree by his design is more foolish by far than Loki thought them to be. It is simple luck, however, that when Loki at last finds Ebony on the field and corrals him into the woods, it’s only Hulk who notices and follows him.</p><p>Luck, that it’s only Hulk who sees Loki heighten by three feet and broaden by one. It’s only Hulk who sees Loki go indigo-skinned and blood-eyed. Only Hulk who sees the sharpness of his teeth when he bares them to snarl like the beast he may or may not be, like the monster. And it’s luck, simple luck, that of all the heroes on Earth to witness Loki have his sweet revenge at the one opportunity he has to take it - it’s only Hulk.</p><p>Ebony, for his part, knows that he is doomed even before he sees Loki’s fingertips tint blue. He stumbles back, but he does not flee. A general so experienced as Ebony knows when a war is lost; he knows Loki will not offer him the chance to become traitor, and Loki will not let him get away. His only hope now is for a swift death - and if he doesn’t know Loki will not give him that either, he is about to learn.</p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/32591881" target="_blank">Read More</a></b><br/>✨ <a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">tip jar</a> ✨<br/></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://kispesan.tumblr.com/post/188457644304/the-rise-of-indigenous-horror-how-a-fictional" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">kispesan</a>:</p><blockquote><blockquote><p><b>What more is there to fear when you’ve already faced governments who have tried for centuries to wipe you out, who have used biological warfare and forced starvation to create apocalypse for your people?</b><br/></p><p>

It’s remarkable to consider that many non-Indigenous horror writers depict situations that Indigenous people have already weathered — such as apocalyptic viral outbreaks that decimate whole populations — or use the history of genocidal violence against us to explain why innocent white folks are being haunted today, such as in Stephen King’s It or the 1982 film Poltergeist. In fact, I’m not sure what scares non-Indigenous horror writers and readers more: experiencing variations of what Indigenous folks have already endured for centuries, or the reality that they have built their entire country on literal Indian burial grounds.

<br/></p><p>

Indigenous writers, on the other hand, acknowledge the mundane horror of living in a country that dehumanizes you, weaving the reality of Indigenous life with fiction to scare audiences. In Waubgeshig Rice’s Moon of the Crusted Snow, for example, the apocalyptic event that ends life as we know it — taking out power, internet, phones, satellites, etc. — isn’t even really noticed as an apocalyptic event at first; it’s just another day on a northern rez, where power can go out at any time and internet and phone signals aren’t always available. As Nick, a young Anishinaabe man, points out, “We thought it was kinda funny…The blackout was only two days, but it seemed like some people were already freaking out a little bit. I was just like, ‘Come to the rez, this shit happens all the time!’” Once it becomes apparent that things have changed forever, the protagonist Evan observes that “the milestones he [now] used to mark time were the deaths in the community…as people perished through sickness, mishap, violence or by their own hands.” He notes that northern reserves like his are “familiar with tragedy,” the result of generations of intergenerational trauma and genocide — only now this tragedy is magnified.

<br/></p><p>Similarly, Jeff Barnaby’s new movie Blood Quantum takes the real-life horror of Indigenous history and plugs it into a zombie horror film. In Barnaby’s film, a zombie virus ravages a non-Indigenous community that borders a reserve; the only thing that saves the Indigenous community from the same fate is their apparent immunity to that virus. The community’s decision to take in non-Native survivors, who may turn into zombies and kill their people, is a fraught one for the film’s characters. Considering the devastation viruses carried by white settlers have historically wrought on Indigenous communities — the 1862 smallpox epidemic is estimated to have cut the First Nations population in what’s now known as British Columbia in half — it’s not hard to understand why.</p><p>In her bestselling book The Marrow Thieves, Cherie Dimaline used the real history of residential schools to create a terrifying post-apocalyptic world where Indigenous children are hunted and harvested for their bone marrow. Her latest novel, Empire of Wild, similarly uses the Métis tale of the Rogarou to tell a story of religion and resource extraction. The Rogarou was originally a story told to young Indigenous children, particularly girls, to keep them from the roads near the edge of their communities, where white men would pick them up and they’d end up missing or murdered. They scared their children in an attempt to keep them alive.</p><p>[<a href="https://www.cbc.ca/arts/the-rise-of-indigenous-horror-how-a-fictional-genre-is-confronting-a-monstrous-reality-1.5323428?fbclid=IwAR3TnuMS35cG8E3ym42uH1rbJJrGc9_5DrSGuGOjkFRrhvljriDJ93ImmeM" target="_blank">CONTINUE READING</a>]</p></blockquote><p>An article I would recommend to both writers and fans of the horror genre</p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/656761171575226368/one-fish-blue-fish-loki-hulk-dubious" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:<br/></b>Payback is a bitch, and so is Loki.</p><blockquote><p>It is no mere happenstance that Loki is there in the nick of time to give aid to each of his naysayers during battle against the Outriders and their mere five herders, obviously. Any so-called Avenger who thinks those daring rescues weren’t at least to some degree by his design is more foolish by far than Loki thought them to be. It is simple luck, however, that when Loki at last finds Ebony on the field and corrals him into the woods, it’s only Hulk who notices and follows him.</p><p>Luck, that it’s only Hulk who sees Loki heighten by three feet and broaden by one. It’s only Hulk who sees Loki go indigo-skinned and blood-eyed. Only Hulk who sees the sharpness of his teeth when he bares them to snarl like the beast he may or may not be, like the monster. And it’s luck, simple luck, that of all the heroes on Earth to witness Loki have his sweet revenge at the one opportunity he has to take it - it’s only Hulk.</p><p>Ebony, for his part, knows that he is doomed even before he sees Loki’s fingertips tint blue. He stumbles back, but he does not flee. A general so experienced as Ebony knows when a war is lost; he knows Loki will not offer him the chance to become traitor, and Loki will not let him get away. His only hope now is for a swift death - and if he doesn’t know Loki will not give him that either, he is about to learn.</p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/32591881" target="_blank">Read More</a></b><br/>✨ <a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">tip jar</a> ✨<br/></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://imreddieimreddieimreddie.tumblr.com/post/656866688593248257/top-me-up-anonymous-it-movies-muschietti" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">imreddieimreddieimreddie</a>:</p><blockquote><p>Chapters: 1/1<br/>Fandom: <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/tags/IT%20(Movies%20-%20Muschietti)" target="_blank">IT (Movies - Muschietti)</a><br/>Rating: Explicit<br/>Warnings: No Archive Warnings Apply<br/>Relationships: Eddie Kaspbrak/Richie Tozier<br/>Characters: Eddie Kaspbrak, Richie Tozier, Beverly Marsh<br/>Additional Tags: Drinking, Drunken Confessions, Friends to Lovers, First Time, Humor, Idiots in Love, Not Actually Unrequited Love, Anal Sex, Top Eddie Kaspbrak/Bottom Richie Tozier<br/>Series: Part 12 of <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/series/2164656" target="_blank">Clowntown Kinkmeme Fills</a><br/>Summary: </p><p>The world is spinning pleasantly and his face feels stupid and numb, and Richie is very warm when Eddie flops down half on top of him and sticks his nose in his throat.</p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/656761171575226368/one-fish-blue-fish-loki-hulk-dubious" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:<br/></b>Payback is a bitch, and so is Loki.</p><blockquote><p>It is no mere happenstance that Loki is there in the nick of time to give aid to each of his naysayers during battle against the Outriders and their mere five herders, obviously. Any so-called Avenger who thinks those daring rescues weren’t at least to some degree by his design is more foolish by far than Loki thought them to be. It is simple luck, however, that when Loki at last finds Ebony on the field and corrals him into the woods, it’s only Hulk who notices and follows him.</p><p>Luck, that it’s only Hulk who sees Loki heighten by three feet and broaden by one. It’s only Hulk who sees Loki go indigo-skinned and blood-eyed. Only Hulk who sees the sharpness of his teeth when he bares them to snarl like the beast he may or may not be, like the monster. And it’s luck, simple luck, that of all the heroes on Earth to witness Loki have his sweet revenge at the one opportunity he has to take it - it’s only Hulk.</p><p>Ebony, for his part, knows that he is doomed even before he sees Loki’s fingertips tint blue. He stumbles back, but he does not flee. A general so experienced as Ebony knows when a war is lost; he knows Loki will not offer him the chance to become traitor, and Loki will not let him get away. His only hope now is for a swift death - and if he doesn’t know Loki will not give him that either, he is about to learn.</p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/32591881" target="_blank">Read More</a></b><br/>✨ <a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">tip jar</a> ✨<br/></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/656761171575226368/one-fish-blue-fish-loki-hulk-dubious" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:<br/></b>Payback is a bitch, and so is Loki.</p><blockquote><p>It is no mere happenstance that Loki is there in the nick of time to give aid to each of his naysayers during battle against the Outriders and their mere five herders, obviously. Any so-called Avenger who thinks those daring rescues weren’t at least to some degree by his design is more foolish by far than Loki thought them to be. It is simple luck, however, that when Loki at last finds Ebony on the field and corrals him into the woods, it’s only Hulk who notices and follows him.</p><p>Luck, that it’s only Hulk who sees Loki heighten by three feet and broaden by one. It’s only Hulk who sees Loki go indigo-skinned and blood-eyed. Only Hulk who sees the sharpness of his teeth when he bares them to snarl like the beast he may or may not be, like the monster. And it’s luck, simple luck, that of all the heroes on Earth to witness Loki have his sweet revenge at the one opportunity he has to take it - it’s only Hulk.</p><p>Ebony, for his part, knows that he is doomed even before he sees Loki’s fingertips tint blue. He stumbles back, but he does not flee. A general so experienced as Ebony knows when a war is lost; he knows Loki will not offer him the chance to become traitor, and Loki will not let him get away. His only hope now is for a swift death - and if he doesn’t know Loki will not give him that either, he is about to learn.</p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/32591881" target="_blank">Read More</a></b><br/>✨ <a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">tip jar</a> ✨<br/></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/656761171575226368/one-fish-blue-fish-loki-hulk-dubious" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:<br/></b>Payback is a bitch, and so is Loki.</p><blockquote><p>It is no mere happenstance that Loki is there in the nick of time to give aid to each of his naysayers during battle against the Outriders and their mere five herders, obviously. Any so-called Avenger who thinks those daring rescues weren’t at least to some degree by his design is more foolish by far than Loki thought them to be. It is simple luck, however, that when Loki at last finds Ebony on the field and corrals him into the woods, it’s only Hulk who notices and follows him.</p><p>Luck, that it’s only Hulk who sees Loki heighten by three feet and broaden by one. It’s only Hulk who sees Loki go indigo-skinned and blood-eyed. Only Hulk who sees the sharpness of his teeth when he bares them to snarl like the beast he may or may not be, like the monster. And it’s luck, simple luck, that of all the heroes on Earth to witness Loki have his sweet revenge at the one opportunity he has to take it - it’s only Hulk.</p><p>Ebony, for his part, knows that he is doomed even before he sees Loki’s fingertips tint blue. He stumbles back, but he does not flee. A general so experienced as Ebony knows when a war is lost; he knows Loki will not offer him the chance to become traitor, and Loki will not let him get away. His only hope now is for a swift death - and if he doesn’t know Loki will not give him that either, he is about to learn.</p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/32591881" target="_blank">Read More</a></b><br/>✨ <a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">tip jar</a> ✨<br/></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><b>Summary:<br/></b>Payback is a bitch, and so is Loki.</p><blockquote><p>It is no mere happenstance that Loki is there in the nick of time to give aid to each of his naysayers during battle against the Outriders and their mere five herders, obviously. Any so-called Avenger who thinks those daring rescues weren&rsquo;t at least to some degree by his design is more foolish by far than Loki thought them to be. It is simple luck, however, that when Loki at last finds Ebony on the field and corrals him into the woods, it&rsquo;s only Hulk who notices and follows him.</p><p>Luck, that it&rsquo;s only Hulk who sees Loki heighten by three feet and broaden by one. It&rsquo;s only Hulk who sees Loki go indigo-skinned and blood-eyed. Only Hulk who sees the sharpness of his teeth when he bares them to snarl like the beast he may or may not be, like the monster. And it&rsquo;s luck, simple luck, that of all the heroes on Earth to witness Loki have his sweet revenge at the one opportunity he has to take it - it&rsquo;s only Hulk.</p><p>Ebony, for his part, knows that he is doomed even before he sees Loki&rsquo;s fingertips tint blue. He stumbles back, but he does not flee. A general so experienced as Ebony knows when a war is lost; he knows Loki will not offer him the chance to become traitor, and Loki will not let him get away. His only hope now is for a swift death - and if he doesn&rsquo;t know Loki will not give him that either, he is about to learn.</p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/32591881" target="_blank">Read More</a></b><br/>✨ <a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">tip jar</a> ✨<br/></p>
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<p><a href="https://wintermutal.tumblr.com/post/632427020122570752/kid-influencers-classed-as-child-labour-under" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">wintermutal</a>:</p>
<blockquote>
<h2>YES GOD FINALLY.<br/></h2>
<p>this is in france, but hopefully this’ll slowly mean fewer creepy abusive parents making their kids childhoods into Content:tm:. </p>
</blockquote>
<p>another important thing mentioned in this article:</p>
<figure data-orig-width="750" data-orig-height="282" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/9a8856479018a5a473a535a785469c51/5d68212aadf8780c-41/s540x810/c6d2b744319d62e87ecf6deda4cda52f0b5a0abb.jpg" alt="image" data-orig-width="750" data-orig-height="282" data-media-key="9a8856479018a5a473a535a785469c51:5d68212aadf8780c-41"/></figure><p>This is an essential part of emerging tech rights, esp for young influencers and media users. Kate Eichhorn recently wrote a fantastic book abt this called <i><a href="https://www.hup.harvard.edu/catalog.php?isbn=9780674976696" target="_blank">The End of Forgetting: Growing Up with Social Media</a> </i>that explores the ways permanent records of childhood — particularly representations the children themselves may not be in control of, such as the children of mommy-bloggers or influencers used for clout — can have lasting influences on how we mature in a digital society</p>
<p>Most people over 20 or so have grown up on an internet with natural growth cycles; certain forums and MMORPGs die over time, and our Yahoo sites and Club Penguin accounts die with them. But the centralization of social media platforms, data monopolies compiling detailed profiles on both creators and their audiences, and the incentivizing industry of younger and younger influencers (this article mentions a <i>6 year old</i> girl making <i>$18M</i>), will make it harder for younger generations to control their digital selves. Hopefully other countries will also realize that virtual autonomy is an important civil right, and a necessary protection for our children</p>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/654927914213801984/gold-rush-richieeddie-meeting-during-the-27" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:<br/></b>Eddie “meets” Richie at a bar while they’re both out of town for work, and immediately decides it’s about time for his midlife crisis.</p><blockquote><p>“What did you think of Trashmouth?” Anissa asks when she finally unwinds Kote’s arms from around her neck and sits down. She nods at Eddie, but doesn’t otherwise bother with an official introduction or small talk, which Eddie finds refreshing.</p><p>“That was the guy before you?” Kote double checks, and Anissa nods. “Eddie missed him. Mixed review from me.” Anissa nods like she expected nothing else.</p><p>“He said he was a fan before he went on,” she says, Eddie assumes as an explanation as to why she cares what they thought of him. “Even quoted some of my bits. Didn’t think I’d be his type. But he had some new shit tonight that wasn’t like the usual, huh?” Kote nods seriously, hanging off of Anissa’s words, apparently still captivated by her wife even after four years.</p><p>“I’m getting another,” Eddie says, standing abruptly. “Either of you want anything?” He asks mostly to be polite. It’s not that he doesn’t like Kote, that he isn’t charmed by Anissa, but he intends to dawdle at the bar. The romance in the air has him feeling… wriggly.</p><p>“Tap,” says Kote and Eddie nods.</p><p>“Surprise me?” Anissa asks with an adventurous grin that Eddie can see Kote swoon at even from the corner of his eye. “I like fruit!” Eddie huffs and rolls his eyes, his natural reaction, but Anissa’s smile doesn’t drop and he’s relieved to think he hasn’t put her off of him yet. He prefers the burning of his bridges to be as intentional as possible. He stomps off toward the bar, both women giving friendly laughs to his back.</p><p>The bar is more crowded now than Eddie’s first visit, and he flags the bartender down with ill disguised impatience. He gets a tight nod and not much else, which is better than he would give himself if positions were reversed so he’ll take it. Eddie takes in the hubbub as he waits.</p><p>Toward the far end of the bar, a tall man is saying through laughter, “Ladies, ladies!” He visibly startles at someone on his other side that Eddie can’t see and adds, “Uh, fellas. Hi there.” He’s surrounded by several people, at least a head taller than every one of them, flushed at the attention underneath his stubble. He’s kinda scruffy looking, wild hair, outdated glasses, and untucked layered shirts, but his smile and his laugh are goofy and contagious. Not totally surprising, really, that a guy like that would rake ‘em in at a comedy club.</p><p>He’s raking Eddie in, actually, a little bit. He’s holding two drinks, one a piña colada and one a whiskey or a bourbon, both of them chilled enough to have started sweating over his thick fingers. His hands and arms are covered in dark hair up to the sleeves of the hideous overshirt he’s wearing and his sideburns are just as thick and out of style as his glasses. Eddie doesn’t mean to catch eyes with him, but the blue behind those glasses hits Eddie like lightning. The guy seems just as stricken by Eddie, somehow, because he stops talking abruptly and then tries to wave at Eddie, forgetting the drink in his hand and splashing amber liquor onto his wrist. Eddie snorts, and drags his eyes away.</p><p>It’s fine to look, he reasons. (It’s always been fine to look, as long as he <i>just </i>looks.) But he’s engaged now. He’s going to marry Myra. Any other options he might have had before - which is not to say, of course, that there were any - are out of the question now.</p><p>The bartender makes it over and Eddie orders another gin, Kote’s beer, and an appletini for Anissa. Classic, to match her look, or at least that’s how he hopes she’ll take it. He does dawdle, though, like he’d intended. If that dawdling happens to bring him slowly closer to the other end of the bar that’s between him and his gin.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/32167063/chapters/79702102" target="_blank">Read More</a><br/><a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">✨ Tip Jar ✨</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:<br/></b>Eddie “meets” Richie at a bar while they’re both out of town for work, and immediately decides it’s about time for his midlife crisis.</p><blockquote><p>“What did you think of Trashmouth?” Anissa asks when she finally unwinds Kote’s arms from around her neck and sits down. She nods at Eddie, but doesn’t otherwise bother with an official introduction or small talk, which Eddie finds refreshing.</p><p>“That was the guy before you?” Kote double checks, and Anissa nods. “Eddie missed him. Mixed review from me.” Anissa nods like she expected nothing else.</p><p>“He said he was a fan before he went on,” she says, Eddie assumes as an explanation as to why she cares what they thought of him. “Even quoted some of my bits. Didn’t think I’d be his type. But he had some new shit tonight that wasn’t like the usual, huh?” Kote nods seriously, hanging off of Anissa’s words, apparently still captivated by her wife even after four years.</p><p>“I’m getting another,” Eddie says, standing abruptly. “Either of you want anything?” He asks mostly to be polite. It’s not that he doesn’t like Kote, that he isn’t charmed by Anissa, but he intends to dawdle at the bar. The romance in the air has him feeling… wriggly.</p><p>“Tap,” says Kote and Eddie nods.</p><p>“Surprise me?” Anissa asks with an adventurous grin that Eddie can see Kote swoon at even from the corner of his eye. “I like fruit!” Eddie huffs and rolls his eyes, his natural reaction, but Anissa’s smile doesn’t drop and he’s relieved to think he hasn’t put her off of him yet. He prefers the burning of his bridges to be as intentional as possible. He stomps off toward the bar, both women giving friendly laughs to his back.</p><p>The bar is more crowded now than Eddie’s first visit, and he flags the bartender down with ill disguised impatience. He gets a tight nod and not much else, which is better than he would give himself if positions were reversed so he’ll take it. Eddie takes in the hubbub as he waits.</p><p>Toward the far end of the bar, a tall man is saying through laughter, “Ladies, ladies!” He visibly startles at someone on his other side that Eddie can’t see and adds, “Uh, fellas. Hi there.” He’s surrounded by several people, at least a head taller than every one of them, flushed at the attention underneath his stubble. He’s kinda scruffy looking, wild hair, outdated glasses, and untucked layered shirts, but his smile and his laugh are goofy and contagious. Not totally surprising, really, that a guy like that would rake ‘em in at a comedy club.</p><p>He’s raking Eddie in, actually, a little bit. He’s holding two drinks, one a piña colada and one a whiskey or a bourbon, both of them chilled enough to have started sweating over his thick fingers. His hands and arms are covered in dark hair up to the sleeves of the hideous overshirt he’s wearing and his sideburns are just as thick and out of style as his glasses. Eddie doesn’t mean to catch eyes with him, but the blue behind those glasses hits Eddie like lightning. The guy seems just as stricken by Eddie, somehow, because he stops talking abruptly and then tries to wave at Eddie, forgetting the drink in his hand and splashing amber liquor onto his wrist. Eddie snorts, and drags his eyes away.</p><p>It’s fine to look, he reasons. (It’s always been fine to look, as long as he <i>just </i>looks.) But he’s engaged now. He’s going to marry Myra. Any other options he might have had before - which is not to say, of course, that there were any - are out of the question now.</p><p>The bartender makes it over and Eddie orders another gin, Kote’s beer, and an appletini for Anissa. Classic, to match her look, or at least that’s how he hopes she’ll take it. He does dawdle, though, like he’d intended. If that dawdling happens to bring him slowly closer to the other end of the bar that’s between him and his gin.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/32167063/chapters/79702102" target="_blank">Read More</a><br/><a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">✨ Tip Jar ✨</a></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/654927914213801984/gold-rush-richieeddie-meeting-during-the-27" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:<br/></b>Eddie “meets” Richie at a bar while they’re both out of town for work, and immediately decides it’s about time for his midlife crisis.</p><blockquote><p>“What did you think of Trashmouth?” Anissa asks when she finally unwinds Kote’s arms from around her neck and sits down. She nods at Eddie, but doesn’t otherwise bother with an official introduction or small talk, which Eddie finds refreshing.</p><p>“That was the guy before you?” Kote double checks, and Anissa nods. “Eddie missed him. Mixed review from me.” Anissa nods like she expected nothing else.</p><p>“He said he was a fan before he went on,” she says, Eddie assumes as an explanation as to why she cares what they thought of him. “Even quoted some of my bits. Didn’t think I’d be his type. But he had some new shit tonight that wasn’t like the usual, huh?” Kote nods seriously, hanging off of Anissa’s words, apparently still captivated by her wife even after four years.</p><p>“I’m getting another,” Eddie says, standing abruptly. “Either of you want anything?” He asks mostly to be polite. It’s not that he doesn’t like Kote, that he isn’t charmed by Anissa, but he intends to dawdle at the bar. The romance in the air has him feeling… wriggly.</p><p>“Tap,” says Kote and Eddie nods.</p><p>“Surprise me?” Anissa asks with an adventurous grin that Eddie can see Kote swoon at even from the corner of his eye. “I like fruit!” Eddie huffs and rolls his eyes, his natural reaction, but Anissa’s smile doesn’t drop and he’s relieved to think he hasn’t put her off of him yet. He prefers the burning of his bridges to be as intentional as possible. He stomps off toward the bar, both women giving friendly laughs to his back.</p><p>The bar is more crowded now than Eddie’s first visit, and he flags the bartender down with ill disguised impatience. He gets a tight nod and not much else, which is better than he would give himself if positions were reversed so he’ll take it. Eddie takes in the hubbub as he waits.</p><p>Toward the far end of the bar, a tall man is saying through laughter, “Ladies, ladies!” He visibly startles at someone on his other side that Eddie can’t see and adds, “Uh, fellas. Hi there.” He’s surrounded by several people, at least a head taller than every one of them, flushed at the attention underneath his stubble. He’s kinda scruffy looking, wild hair, outdated glasses, and untucked layered shirts, but his smile and his laugh are goofy and contagious. Not totally surprising, really, that a guy like that would rake ‘em in at a comedy club.</p><p>He’s raking Eddie in, actually, a little bit. He’s holding two drinks, one a piña colada and one a whiskey or a bourbon, both of them chilled enough to have started sweating over his thick fingers. His hands and arms are covered in dark hair up to the sleeves of the hideous overshirt he’s wearing and his sideburns are just as thick and out of style as his glasses. Eddie doesn’t mean to catch eyes with him, but the blue behind those glasses hits Eddie like lightning. The guy seems just as stricken by Eddie, somehow, because he stops talking abruptly and then tries to wave at Eddie, forgetting the drink in his hand and splashing amber liquor onto his wrist. Eddie snorts, and drags his eyes away.</p><p>It’s fine to look, he reasons. (It’s always been fine to look, as long as he <i>just </i>looks.) But he’s engaged now. He’s going to marry Myra. Any other options he might have had before - which is not to say, of course, that there were any - are out of the question now.</p><p>The bartender makes it over and Eddie orders another gin, Kote’s beer, and an appletini for Anissa. Classic, to match her look, or at least that’s how he hopes she’ll take it. He does dawdle, though, like he’d intended. If that dawdling happens to bring him slowly closer to the other end of the bar that’s between him and his gin.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/32167063/chapters/79702102" target="_blank">Read More</a><br/><a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">✨ Tip Jar ✨</a></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/654927914213801984/gold-rush-richieeddie-meeting-during-the-27" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:<br/></b>Eddie “meets” Richie at a bar while they’re both out of town for work, and immediately decides it’s about time for his midlife crisis.</p><blockquote><p>“What did you think of Trashmouth?” Anissa asks when she finally unwinds Kote’s arms from around her neck and sits down. She nods at Eddie, but doesn’t otherwise bother with an official introduction or small talk, which Eddie finds refreshing.</p><p>“That was the guy before you?” Kote double checks, and Anissa nods. “Eddie missed him. Mixed review from me.” Anissa nods like she expected nothing else.</p><p>“He said he was a fan before he went on,” she says, Eddie assumes as an explanation as to why she cares what they thought of him. “Even quoted some of my bits. Didn’t think I’d be his type. But he had some new shit tonight that wasn’t like the usual, huh?” Kote nods seriously, hanging off of Anissa’s words, apparently still captivated by her wife even after four years.</p><p>“I’m getting another,” Eddie says, standing abruptly. “Either of you want anything?” He asks mostly to be polite. It’s not that he doesn’t like Kote, that he isn’t charmed by Anissa, but he intends to dawdle at the bar. The romance in the air has him feeling… wriggly.</p><p>“Tap,” says Kote and Eddie nods.</p><p>“Surprise me?” Anissa asks with an adventurous grin that Eddie can see Kote swoon at even from the corner of his eye. “I like fruit!” Eddie huffs and rolls his eyes, his natural reaction, but Anissa’s smile doesn’t drop and he’s relieved to think he hasn’t put her off of him yet. He prefers the burning of his bridges to be as intentional as possible. He stomps off toward the bar, both women giving friendly laughs to his back.</p><p>The bar is more crowded now than Eddie’s first visit, and he flags the bartender down with ill disguised impatience. He gets a tight nod and not much else, which is better than he would give himself if positions were reversed so he’ll take it. Eddie takes in the hubbub as he waits.</p><p>Toward the far end of the bar, a tall man is saying through laughter, “Ladies, ladies!” He visibly startles at someone on his other side that Eddie can’t see and adds, “Uh, fellas. Hi there.” He’s surrounded by several people, at least a head taller than every one of them, flushed at the attention underneath his stubble. He’s kinda scruffy looking, wild hair, outdated glasses, and untucked layered shirts, but his smile and his laugh are goofy and contagious. Not totally surprising, really, that a guy like that would rake ‘em in at a comedy club.</p><p>He’s raking Eddie in, actually, a little bit. He’s holding two drinks, one a piña colada and one a whiskey or a bourbon, both of them chilled enough to have started sweating over his thick fingers. His hands and arms are covered in dark hair up to the sleeves of the hideous overshirt he’s wearing and his sideburns are just as thick and out of style as his glasses. Eddie doesn’t mean to catch eyes with him, but the blue behind those glasses hits Eddie like lightning. The guy seems just as stricken by Eddie, somehow, because he stops talking abruptly and then tries to wave at Eddie, forgetting the drink in his hand and splashing amber liquor onto his wrist. Eddie snorts, and drags his eyes away.</p><p>It’s fine to look, he reasons. (It’s always been fine to look, as long as he <i>just </i>looks.) But he’s engaged now. He’s going to marry Myra. Any other options he might have had before - which is not to say, of course, that there were any - are out of the question now.</p><p>The bartender makes it over and Eddie orders another gin, Kote’s beer, and an appletini for Anissa. Classic, to match her look, or at least that’s how he hopes she’ll take it. He does dawdle, though, like he’d intended. If that dawdling happens to bring him slowly closer to the other end of the bar that’s between him and his gin.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/32167063/chapters/79702102" target="_blank">Read More</a><br/><a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">✨ Tip Jar ✨</a></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/654927914213801984/gold-rush-richieeddie-meeting-during-the-27" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:<br/></b>Eddie “meets” Richie at a bar while they’re both out of town for work, and immediately decides it’s about time for his midlife crisis.</p><blockquote><p>“What did you think of Trashmouth?” Anissa asks when she finally unwinds Kote’s arms from around her neck and sits down. She nods at Eddie, but doesn’t otherwise bother with an official introduction or small talk, which Eddie finds refreshing.</p><p>“That was the guy before you?” Kote double checks, and Anissa nods. “Eddie missed him. Mixed review from me.” Anissa nods like she expected nothing else.</p><p>“He said he was a fan before he went on,” she says, Eddie assumes as an explanation as to why she cares what they thought of him. “Even quoted some of my bits. Didn’t think I’d be his type. But he had some new shit tonight that wasn’t like the usual, huh?” Kote nods seriously, hanging off of Anissa’s words, apparently still captivated by her wife even after four years.</p><p>“I’m getting another,” Eddie says, standing abruptly. “Either of you want anything?” He asks mostly to be polite. It’s not that he doesn’t like Kote, that he isn’t charmed by Anissa, but he intends to dawdle at the bar. The romance in the air has him feeling… wriggly.</p><p>“Tap,” says Kote and Eddie nods.</p><p>“Surprise me?” Anissa asks with an adventurous grin that Eddie can see Kote swoon at even from the corner of his eye. “I like fruit!” Eddie huffs and rolls his eyes, his natural reaction, but Anissa’s smile doesn’t drop and he’s relieved to think he hasn’t put her off of him yet. He prefers the burning of his bridges to be as intentional as possible. He stomps off toward the bar, both women giving friendly laughs to his back.</p><p>The bar is more crowded now than Eddie’s first visit, and he flags the bartender down with ill disguised impatience. He gets a tight nod and not much else, which is better than he would give himself if positions were reversed so he’ll take it. Eddie takes in the hubbub as he waits.</p><p>Toward the far end of the bar, a tall man is saying through laughter, “Ladies, ladies!” He visibly startles at someone on his other side that Eddie can’t see and adds, “Uh, fellas. Hi there.” He’s surrounded by several people, at least a head taller than every one of them, flushed at the attention underneath his stubble. He’s kinda scruffy looking, wild hair, outdated glasses, and untucked layered shirts, but his smile and his laugh are goofy and contagious. Not totally surprising, really, that a guy like that would rake ‘em in at a comedy club.</p><p>He’s raking Eddie in, actually, a little bit. He’s holding two drinks, one a piña colada and one a whiskey or a bourbon, both of them chilled enough to have started sweating over his thick fingers. His hands and arms are covered in dark hair up to the sleeves of the hideous overshirt he’s wearing and his sideburns are just as thick and out of style as his glasses. Eddie doesn’t mean to catch eyes with him, but the blue behind those glasses hits Eddie like lightning. The guy seems just as stricken by Eddie, somehow, because he stops talking abruptly and then tries to wave at Eddie, forgetting the drink in his hand and splashing amber liquor onto his wrist. Eddie snorts, and drags his eyes away.</p><p>It’s fine to look, he reasons. (It’s always been fine to look, as long as he <i>just </i>looks.) But he’s engaged now. He’s going to marry Myra. Any other options he might have had before - which is not to say, of course, that there were any - are out of the question now.</p><p>The bartender makes it over and Eddie orders another gin, Kote’s beer, and an appletini for Anissa. Classic, to match her look, or at least that’s how he hopes she’ll take it. He does dawdle, though, like he’d intended. If that dawdling happens to bring him slowly closer to the other end of the bar that’s between him and his gin.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/32167063/chapters/79702102" target="_blank">Read More</a><br/><a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">✨ Tip Jar ✨</a></p></blockquote>
gold rush: Richie/Eddie + meeting during the 27 years
https://archiveofourown.org/works/32167063
Body: 
Tags: 

Post id: 655468548399955968
Date: 2021-07-01 01:38:39 GMT
Post url: https://calicojackofficial.tumblr.com/post/655468548399955968/gold-rush-richieeddie-meeting-during-the-27
Slug: gold-rush-richieeddie-meeting-during-the-27
Reblog key: F6QYjUrc
Reblog url: https://calicojackofficial.tumblr.com/post/655377502970200065/gold-rush-richieeddie-meeting-during-the-27
Reblog name: calicojackofficial
Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/654927914213801984/gold-rush-richieeddie-meeting-during-the-27" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:<br/></b>Eddie “meets” Richie at a bar while they’re both out of town for work, and immediately decides it’s about time for his midlife crisis.</p><blockquote><p>“What did you think of Trashmouth?” Anissa asks when she finally unwinds Kote’s arms from around her neck and sits down. She nods at Eddie, but doesn’t otherwise bother with an official introduction or small talk, which Eddie finds refreshing.</p><p>“That was the guy before you?” Kote double checks, and Anissa nods. “Eddie missed him. Mixed review from me.” Anissa nods like she expected nothing else.</p><p>“He said he was a fan before he went on,” she says, Eddie assumes as an explanation as to why she cares what they thought of him. “Even quoted some of my bits. Didn’t think I’d be his type. But he had some new shit tonight that wasn’t like the usual, huh?” Kote nods seriously, hanging off of Anissa’s words, apparently still captivated by her wife even after four years.</p><p>“I’m getting another,” Eddie says, standing abruptly. “Either of you want anything?” He asks mostly to be polite. It’s not that he doesn’t like Kote, that he isn’t charmed by Anissa, but he intends to dawdle at the bar. The romance in the air has him feeling… wriggly.</p><p>“Tap,” says Kote and Eddie nods.</p><p>“Surprise me?” Anissa asks with an adventurous grin that Eddie can see Kote swoon at even from the corner of his eye. “I like fruit!” Eddie huffs and rolls his eyes, his natural reaction, but Anissa’s smile doesn’t drop and he’s relieved to think he hasn’t put her off of him yet. He prefers the burning of his bridges to be as intentional as possible. He stomps off toward the bar, both women giving friendly laughs to his back.</p><p>The bar is more crowded now than Eddie’s first visit, and he flags the bartender down with ill disguised impatience. He gets a tight nod and not much else, which is better than he would give himself if positions were reversed so he’ll take it. Eddie takes in the hubbub as he waits.</p><p>Toward the far end of the bar, a tall man is saying through laughter, “Ladies, ladies!” He visibly startles at someone on his other side that Eddie can’t see and adds, “Uh, fellas. Hi there.” He’s surrounded by several people, at least a head taller than every one of them, flushed at the attention underneath his stubble. He’s kinda scruffy looking, wild hair, outdated glasses, and untucked layered shirts, but his smile and his laugh are goofy and contagious. Not totally surprising, really, that a guy like that would rake ‘em in at a comedy club.</p><p>He’s raking Eddie in, actually, a little bit. He’s holding two drinks, one a piña colada and one a whiskey or a bourbon, both of them chilled enough to have started sweating over his thick fingers. His hands and arms are covered in dark hair up to the sleeves of the hideous overshirt he’s wearing and his sideburns are just as thick and out of style as his glasses. Eddie doesn’t mean to catch eyes with him, but the blue behind those glasses hits Eddie like lightning. The guy seems just as stricken by Eddie, somehow, because he stops talking abruptly and then tries to wave at Eddie, forgetting the drink in his hand and splashing amber liquor onto his wrist. Eddie snorts, and drags his eyes away.</p><p>It’s fine to look, he reasons. (It’s always been fine to look, as long as he <i>just </i>looks.) But he’s engaged now. He’s going to marry Myra. Any other options he might have had before - which is not to say, of course, that there were any - are out of the question now.</p><p>The bartender makes it over and Eddie orders another gin, Kote’s beer, and an appletini for Anissa. Classic, to match her look, or at least that’s how he hopes she’ll take it. He does dawdle, though, like he’d intended. If that dawdling happens to bring him slowly closer to the other end of the bar that’s between him and his gin.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/32167063/chapters/79702102" target="_blank">Read More</a><br/><a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">✨ Tip Jar ✨</a></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/654927914213801984/gold-rush-richieeddie-meeting-during-the-27" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:<br/></b>Eddie “meets” Richie at a bar while they’re both out of town for work, and immediately decides it’s about time for his midlife crisis.</p><blockquote><p>“What did you think of Trashmouth?” Anissa asks when she finally unwinds Kote’s arms from around her neck and sits down. She nods at Eddie, but doesn’t otherwise bother with an official introduction or small talk, which Eddie finds refreshing.</p><p>“That was the guy before you?” Kote double checks, and Anissa nods. “Eddie missed him. Mixed review from me.” Anissa nods like she expected nothing else.</p><p>“He said he was a fan before he went on,” she says, Eddie assumes as an explanation as to why she cares what they thought of him. “Even quoted some of my bits. Didn’t think I’d be his type. But he had some new shit tonight that wasn’t like the usual, huh?” Kote nods seriously, hanging off of Anissa’s words, apparently still captivated by her wife even after four years.</p><p>“I’m getting another,” Eddie says, standing abruptly. “Either of you want anything?” He asks mostly to be polite. It’s not that he doesn’t like Kote, that he isn’t charmed by Anissa, but he intends to dawdle at the bar. The romance in the air has him feeling… wriggly.</p><p>“Tap,” says Kote and Eddie nods.</p><p>“Surprise me?” Anissa asks with an adventurous grin that Eddie can see Kote swoon at even from the corner of his eye. “I like fruit!” Eddie huffs and rolls his eyes, his natural reaction, but Anissa’s smile doesn’t drop and he’s relieved to think he hasn’t put her off of him yet. He prefers the burning of his bridges to be as intentional as possible. He stomps off toward the bar, both women giving friendly laughs to his back.</p><p>The bar is more crowded now than Eddie’s first visit, and he flags the bartender down with ill disguised impatience. He gets a tight nod and not much else, which is better than he would give himself if positions were reversed so he’ll take it. Eddie takes in the hubbub as he waits.</p><p>Toward the far end of the bar, a tall man is saying through laughter, “Ladies, ladies!” He visibly startles at someone on his other side that Eddie can’t see and adds, “Uh, fellas. Hi there.” He’s surrounded by several people, at least a head taller than every one of them, flushed at the attention underneath his stubble. He’s kinda scruffy looking, wild hair, outdated glasses, and untucked layered shirts, but his smile and his laugh are goofy and contagious. Not totally surprising, really, that a guy like that would rake ‘em in at a comedy club.</p><p>He’s raking Eddie in, actually, a little bit. He’s holding two drinks, one a piña colada and one a whiskey or a bourbon, both of them chilled enough to have started sweating over his thick fingers. His hands and arms are covered in dark hair up to the sleeves of the hideous overshirt he’s wearing and his sideburns are just as thick and out of style as his glasses. Eddie doesn’t mean to catch eyes with him, but the blue behind those glasses hits Eddie like lightning. The guy seems just as stricken by Eddie, somehow, because he stops talking abruptly and then tries to wave at Eddie, forgetting the drink in his hand and splashing amber liquor onto his wrist. Eddie snorts, and drags his eyes away.</p><p>It’s fine to look, he reasons. (It’s always been fine to look, as long as he <i>just </i>looks.) But he’s engaged now. He’s going to marry Myra. Any other options he might have had before - which is not to say, of course, that there were any - are out of the question now.</p><p>The bartender makes it over and Eddie orders another gin, Kote’s beer, and an appletini for Anissa. Classic, to match her look, or at least that’s how he hopes she’ll take it. He does dawdle, though, like he’d intended. If that dawdling happens to bring him slowly closer to the other end of the bar that’s between him and his gin.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/32167063/chapters/79702102" target="_blank">Read More</a><br/><a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">✨ Tip Jar ✨</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:<br/></b>Eddie “meets” Richie at a bar while they’re both out of town for work, and immediately decides it’s about time for his midlife crisis.</p><blockquote><p>“What did you think of Trashmouth?” Anissa asks when she finally unwinds Kote’s arms from around her neck and sits down. She nods at Eddie, but doesn’t otherwise bother with an official introduction or small talk, which Eddie finds refreshing.</p><p>“That was the guy before you?” Kote double checks, and Anissa nods. “Eddie missed him. Mixed review from me.” Anissa nods like she expected nothing else.</p><p>“He said he was a fan before he went on,” she says, Eddie assumes as an explanation as to why she cares what they thought of him. “Even quoted some of my bits. Didn’t think I’d be his type. But he had some new shit tonight that wasn’t like the usual, huh?” Kote nods seriously, hanging off of Anissa’s words, apparently still captivated by her wife even after four years.</p><p>“I’m getting another,” Eddie says, standing abruptly. “Either of you want anything?” He asks mostly to be polite. It’s not that he doesn’t like Kote, that he isn’t charmed by Anissa, but he intends to dawdle at the bar. The romance in the air has him feeling… wriggly.</p><p>“Tap,” says Kote and Eddie nods.</p><p>“Surprise me?” Anissa asks with an adventurous grin that Eddie can see Kote swoon at even from the corner of his eye. “I like fruit!” Eddie huffs and rolls his eyes, his natural reaction, but Anissa’s smile doesn’t drop and he’s relieved to think he hasn’t put her off of him yet. He prefers the burning of his bridges to be as intentional as possible. He stomps off toward the bar, both women giving friendly laughs to his back.</p><p>The bar is more crowded now than Eddie’s first visit, and he flags the bartender down with ill disguised impatience. He gets a tight nod and not much else, which is better than he would give himself if positions were reversed so he’ll take it. Eddie takes in the hubbub as he waits.</p><p>Toward the far end of the bar, a tall man is saying through laughter, “Ladies, ladies!” He visibly startles at someone on his other side that Eddie can’t see and adds, “Uh, fellas. Hi there.” He’s surrounded by several people, at least a head taller than every one of them, flushed at the attention underneath his stubble. He’s kinda scruffy looking, wild hair, outdated glasses, and untucked layered shirts, but his smile and his laugh are goofy and contagious. Not totally surprising, really, that a guy like that would rake ‘em in at a comedy club.</p><p>He’s raking Eddie in, actually, a little bit. He’s holding two drinks, one a piña colada and one a whiskey or a bourbon, both of them chilled enough to have started sweating over his thick fingers. His hands and arms are covered in dark hair up to the sleeves of the hideous overshirt he’s wearing and his sideburns are just as thick and out of style as his glasses. Eddie doesn’t mean to catch eyes with him, but the blue behind those glasses hits Eddie like lightning. The guy seems just as stricken by Eddie, somehow, because he stops talking abruptly and then tries to wave at Eddie, forgetting the drink in his hand and splashing amber liquor onto his wrist. Eddie snorts, and drags his eyes away.</p><p>It’s fine to look, he reasons. (It’s always been fine to look, as long as he <i>just </i>looks.) But he’s engaged now. He’s going to marry Myra. Any other options he might have had before - which is not to say, of course, that there were any - are out of the question now.</p><p>The bartender makes it over and Eddie orders another gin, Kote’s beer, and an appletini for Anissa. Classic, to match her look, or at least that’s how he hopes she’ll take it. He does dawdle, though, like he’d intended. If that dawdling happens to bring him slowly closer to the other end of the bar that’s between him and his gin.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/32167063/chapters/79702102" target="_blank">Read More</a><br/><a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">✨ Tip Jar ✨</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:<br/></b>Eddie “meets” Richie at a bar while they’re both out of town for work, and immediately decides it’s about time for his midlife crisis.</p><blockquote><p>“What did you think of Trashmouth?” Anissa asks when she finally unwinds Kote’s arms from around her neck and sits down. She nods at Eddie, but doesn’t otherwise bother with an official introduction or small talk, which Eddie finds refreshing.</p><p>“That was the guy before you?” Kote double checks, and Anissa nods. “Eddie missed him. Mixed review from me.” Anissa nods like she expected nothing else.</p><p>“He said he was a fan before he went on,” she says, Eddie assumes as an explanation as to why she cares what they thought of him. “Even quoted some of my bits. Didn’t think I’d be his type. But he had some new shit tonight that wasn’t like the usual, huh?” Kote nods seriously, hanging off of Anissa’s words, apparently still captivated by her wife even after four years.</p><p>“I’m getting another,” Eddie says, standing abruptly. “Either of you want anything?” He asks mostly to be polite. It’s not that he doesn’t like Kote, that he isn’t charmed by Anissa, but he intends to dawdle at the bar. The romance in the air has him feeling… wriggly.</p><p>“Tap,” says Kote and Eddie nods.</p><p>“Surprise me?” Anissa asks with an adventurous grin that Eddie can see Kote swoon at even from the corner of his eye. “I like fruit!” Eddie huffs and rolls his eyes, his natural reaction, but Anissa’s smile doesn’t drop and he’s relieved to think he hasn’t put her off of him yet. He prefers the burning of his bridges to be as intentional as possible. He stomps off toward the bar, both women giving friendly laughs to his back.</p><p>The bar is more crowded now than Eddie’s first visit, and he flags the bartender down with ill disguised impatience. He gets a tight nod and not much else, which is better than he would give himself if positions were reversed so he’ll take it. Eddie takes in the hubbub as he waits.</p><p>Toward the far end of the bar, a tall man is saying through laughter, “Ladies, ladies!” He visibly startles at someone on his other side that Eddie can’t see and adds, “Uh, fellas. Hi there.” He’s surrounded by several people, at least a head taller than every one of them, flushed at the attention underneath his stubble. He’s kinda scruffy looking, wild hair, outdated glasses, and untucked layered shirts, but his smile and his laugh are goofy and contagious. Not totally surprising, really, that a guy like that would rake ‘em in at a comedy club.</p><p>He’s raking Eddie in, actually, a little bit. He’s holding two drinks, one a piña colada and one a whiskey or a bourbon, both of them chilled enough to have started sweating over his thick fingers. His hands and arms are covered in dark hair up to the sleeves of the hideous overshirt he’s wearing and his sideburns are just as thick and out of style as his glasses. Eddie doesn’t mean to catch eyes with him, but the blue behind those glasses hits Eddie like lightning. The guy seems just as stricken by Eddie, somehow, because he stops talking abruptly and then tries to wave at Eddie, forgetting the drink in his hand and splashing amber liquor onto his wrist. Eddie snorts, and drags his eyes away.</p><p>It’s fine to look, he reasons. (It’s always been fine to look, as long as he <i>just </i>looks.) But he’s engaged now. He’s going to marry Myra. Any other options he might have had before - which is not to say, of course, that there were any - are out of the question now.</p><p>The bartender makes it over and Eddie orders another gin, Kote’s beer, and an appletini for Anissa. Classic, to match her look, or at least that’s how he hopes she’ll take it. He does dawdle, though, like he’d intended. If that dawdling happens to bring him slowly closer to the other end of the bar that’s between him and his gin.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/32167063/chapters/79702102" target="_blank">Read More</a><br/><a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">✨ Tip Jar ✨</a></p></blockquote>
gold rush: Richie/Eddie + meeting during the 27 years
https://archiveofourown.org/works/32167063
Body: 
Tags: it, reddie, eddie kaspbrak, richie tozier, it chapter 2

Post id: 654927914213801984
Date: 2021-06-25 02:25:30 GMT
Post url: https://calicojackofficial.tumblr.com/post/654927914213801984/gold-rush-richieeddie-meeting-during-the-27
Slug: gold-rush-richieeddie-meeting-during-the-27
Reblog key: F6QYjUrc
Reblog url: 
Reblog name: 
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/179611327320/smash-me-baby-one-more-time-hulkloki" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><blockquote><p><b>Rating:</b> Explicit<br/><b>Warnings:</b> No Archive Warnings Apply<br/><b>Relationships:</b> Hulk/Loki, En Dwi Gast | Grandmaster/Loki, Loki/others<br/><b>Characters:</b> Hulk (Marvel), Loki (Marvel), En Dwi Gast | Grandmaster</p><p><b>Additional Tags:</b> Thor (mentioned), Exhibitionism, Extreme exhibitionism, Performance Sex, sex on stage, Marathon Sex, Group Sex, Multiple Partners, Voyeurism, Polyamory, Barebacking, Enthusiastic Consent, Consensual But Not Safe Or Sane, Consensual Sex, Dom/sub, Intersex Character, Intersex Jotunn (Marvel), Intersex Loki (Marvel), Alien Gender/Sexuality, Rough Sex, Multiple Orgasms, Anal Fingering, Vaginal Fingering, Vaginal Sex, Praise Kink, Name-Calling, Under-negotiated Kink, Aftercare, Obedience, BDSM, 24/7 BDSM elements, Sexual Fantasy, Scared And Horny, Size Difference, Size Kink, Large Cock</p></blockquote><p><i>“What do you think?” Grandmaster purrs wetly into Loki’s ear as Hulk roars gleefully after ‘defeating’ Thor. Grandmaster slips a firm hand up in between Loki’s legs. “You think you could- you could take him, hmm? I think you could take him.”</i></p><p>Combat isn’t the only thing Grandmaster likes to host in his arena, and Loki is his most popular non-gladiatorial contender. What else is there to do but match him up with the other Champion?</p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16470341" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/185633630005/purple-circle-loki-the-avengers-coming-out" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>The Avengers have a float in the NYC Pride Parade.</p><blockquote><p>It’s Steve who has the idea. It’s just turned June and some asshole on TV is talking about ‘American Values’ this and ‘Wholesome Lifestyle’ that and tossing the Captain America title around like the three of them (except he probably means just Steve, judging by the rest of what he’s spouting) are his best friends, and Steve tells the Compound at large, “I should come out.”</p><p>“You haven’t already?” Bucky asks incredulously from around a huge mouthful of strawberry ice cream, the kind with big chunks of real strawberry.</p><p>“You would know about it if I had, Buck.” From his other side, Sam gives Bucky’s full mouth a distasteful look, but that doesn’t stop him from taking the used spoon out of Bucky’s hand and using it for himself.</p><p>“I been on a nice African beach hangin’ out with some goats,” Bucky says. “I don’t know shit.” He lets &lsquo;and thank God too’ go unspoken, knowing it can be heard plain in his tone, and instead begins the struggle to wrestle his spoon back from Sam without spilling his ice cream.</p><p>“I wanna come out,” Steve repeats, glaring at the screen.</p><p>“Alright.” Sam concedes to Steve but not to Bucky, holding the spoon above his head and leaning way back across the couch with one foot on the ground to brace himself and the other, shoe and all, planted in Bucky’s gut to keep him back. He’s not even trying to get any ice cream at this point, he’s just being a dick. “Let’s come out. Now change the damn channel, I don’t wanna hear that.”</p><p>It’s just that, to start. The three Captain Americas, coming out, together. But Steve wants it to be big. As big as possible. Big and loud and primed for rubbing in faces. A press conference or an interview just doesn’t seem to have the panache.</p><p>“What do you want?” Tony teases eventually. “A parade?”</p><p>“Well, they do those now, right?” Steve points out in a deceptively reasonable tone. “Can we be in one?” Tony laughs, foolishly, before realizing that Steve is serious.</p><p>“Oh,” he says, and makes a few calls.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19208788" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Leave Me a Tip</a></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/615621683576979456/in-all-fairness-shaneryan-fae-shane-13" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:<br/></b>Throughout a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is… something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.</p><blockquote><p>Ryan starts off the Supernatural season with an easy one. Shane has been away on a short vacation and loathe as Ryan is to admit it, he missed him, so he’s feeling merciful. He picks something lighthearted, a little silly, something he himself isn’t going to be taking too seriously so Shane won’t have to put the effort in to be respectful. Something they can cover from behind their desk on set, and won’t have to stay up into the wee hours or trek through old dust. It’s a welcome back gift, given without card or comment.</p><p>Shane comes in a few minutes late. Across the short distance from the front of the room to the back, he looks too tall for the doorway, just an inch or so larger than life, before he passes into the room and resolves into a normal person. He’s fluffy haired and bleary eyed and soft. He folds himself down into the chair next to Ryan, knocking his knees all over the place like he somehow still isn’t used to having seven miles of leg.</p><p>“Hey,” he says. Ryan chews on his lip to keep his grin from getting too big, his heart picking up a beat in excitement that he gets to make Shane laugh in just a matter of minutes. He nods his own greeting in hopes that Shane won’t cotton on too quick and Ryan might be able to take him by surprise - although he can’t help but tap his folder on the table smugly. He pretends not to notice the narrow-eyed glance Shane gives him as TJ starts to count them in. Feeling dastardly, Ryan does wait until Shane takes his customary sip of coffee before he opens the episode.</p><p>“Today on Buzzfeed: Unsolved we will be discussing the legendary Unseelie Court,” he introduces, and thrills at the expected choke beside him, “as part of our ongoing investigation into the question - is the supernatural real? So, before we get into it, Shane, do you believe in fairies?” Ryan laughs, feeling accomplished, when Shane shoots him another glare and clears his throat.</p><p>“That’s a derisive term,” he non-answers, and it’s Ryan’s turn to choke. Of all the things to turn around on him… But Shane gets that sly little tilt to his mouth that he always gets when he’s gearing up to pull Ryan’s leg until Ryan loses it, when he knows Ryan will never know for sure if he’s fucking with him or not.</p><p>“I swear to god, Madej, if you say you believe in f-” Ryan can’t help but laugh into the camera. Shane is just such an endearingly weird dude. Even though he frustrates Ryan to the point of boiling he’s an endless source of entertainment too.</p><p>“Maybe I do!” Shane says, leaning back in his chair. His voice has an unusually combative undertone to it. Ryan glances quickly between his friend and Mark and TJ behind the camera, at Devon over by the sound equipment to see if they noticed, but it seems like it was just Ryan. “It makes more sense than ghosts.”</p><p>“What- How- How can fairies make more sense than ghosts?” Ryan forgets all about Shane’s vocal idiosyncrasies at that, and turns fully to face him. Now this. This is bullshit.</p><p>“The- the Folk are just people who come to be alive in a different way than human people.” Ryan stares at Shane with eyes so wide they feel cold. He truly can’t believe this is happening, but Shane is being completely earnest - maybe even defensive. He really believes in fucking fairies.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
In All Fairness: Shane/Ryan + Fae Shane [1/3]
https://archiveofourown.org/works/23695642
Body: 
Tags: bfu, shyan, rpf/

Post id: 654472798160470016
Date: 2021-06-20 01:51:38 GMT
Post url: https://calicojackofficial.tumblr.com/post/654472798160470016/big-as-the-ocean-and-equally-hard-to-control
Slug: big-as-the-ocean-and-equally-hard-to-control
Reblog key: 0Yh9GDcd
Reblog url: https://calicojackofficial.tumblr.com/post/190718739805/big-as-the-ocean-and-equally-hard-to-control
Reblog name: calicojackofficial
Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/190718739805/big-as-the-ocean-and-equally-hard-to-control" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Of course you can be happy without being with your soulmate, and Ryan doesn’t judge different kinds of relationships, he just thinks that your soulmate is like the pinnacle of what you can achieve, romantically.</p><p>“You sound like a Nicholas Sparks movie,” Shane tells him, because Shane doesn’t believe in soulmates.</p><p><small>inspired by <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mtG__5dw9g8mH0ybLGI6UfA" target="_blank">@kaya4114</a>‘s <a href="https://kaya4114.tumblr.com/post/185371136445/soulmate-au" target="_blank">text post</a></small></p><blockquote><p>Ryan seems a little jittery when he settles in at their desk on set to film this next episode of Unsolved. He taps the bottom of his folder on the desk between his hands and blows a breath out between loose lips. Shane is intrigued. The last time Ryan was this nervous before filming off location it was the alien abduction episode. Obviously, Shane thought that whole deal was absolutely ridiculous, but the banter was especially juicy that day because of it. He folds himself down into the chair next to Ryan eagerly. Ryan gives him a semi-suspicious glare out of the corner of his eye while they wait for setup to finish, and Shane grins back cheekily just to make Ryan huff. They get the count down from TJ, and Ryan sits up straighter.</p><p>“Today on Unsolved: Supernatural,” he introduces on cue. “We discuss soulmarks as part of our ongoing investigation into the question ‘Is the Paranormal real?’” Shane almost laughs this time as he shakes his head at the camera. He never knows ahead of time about the subjects of the episodes to keep his reactions as genuine as possible. He gets why Ryan is so jumpy now though. For most people, soulmarks are a pretty touchy subject. Ryan makes his way with determination through his notes, citing pseudo-scientific research, testimonials, and ancient writings. He summarizes; light brown for inert, yellow when you meet, green when you become friends, red when you’re in love. There’s a lot of &lsquo;we’ve all heard’ this and 'everyone knows’ that, but Shane patiently waits it out. “So, do y-”</p><p>“Nope,” Shane interrupts the question with relish, popping his p to be obnoxious. Ryan glares at him, pressing his lips tightly together so that he doesn’t ruin his stern look by laughing.</p><p>“You didn’t even let me finish,” he complains. “How could you not believe in soulmates?”</p><p>“I mean, it’s not supernatural,” Shane explains. He leans back in his seat with a shrug, and takes a negligent sip of his coffee. “It’s some kind of biological thing, obviously. It’s chemical or something, hormonal. It has nothing to do with love.”</p><p>“Hormonal,” Ryan repeats, making his voice deliberately flat. “Do you even believe in love?”</p><p>“Of course I do!” Shane says. He doesn’t take offense at the question; he knows it’s part of the bit. “I just don’t think it’s magic.”</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/185633630005/purple-circle-loki-the-avengers-coming-out" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>The Avengers have a float in the NYC Pride Parade.</p><blockquote><p>It’s Steve who has the idea. It’s just turned June and some asshole on TV is talking about ‘American Values’ this and &lsquo;Wholesome Lifestyle’ that and tossing the Captain America title around like the three of them (except he probably means just Steve, judging by the rest of what he’s spouting) are his best friends, and Steve tells the Compound at large, “I should come out.”</p><p>“You haven’t already?” Bucky asks incredulously from around a huge mouthful of strawberry ice cream, the kind with big chunks of real strawberry.</p><p>“You would know about it if I had, Buck.” From his other side, Sam gives Bucky’s full mouth a distasteful look, but that doesn’t stop him from taking the used spoon out of Bucky’s hand and using it for himself.</p><p>“I been on a nice African beach hangin’ out with some goats,” Bucky says. “I don’t know shit.” He lets 'and thank God too’ go unspoken, knowing it can be heard plain in his tone, and instead begins the struggle to wrestle his spoon back from Sam without spilling his ice cream.</p><p>“I wanna come out,” Steve repeats, glaring at the screen.</p><p>“Alright.” Sam concedes to Steve but not to Bucky, holding the spoon above his head and leaning way back across the couch with one foot on the ground to brace himself and the other, shoe and all, planted in Bucky’s gut to keep him back. He’s not even trying to get any ice cream at this point, he’s just being a dick. “Let’s come out. Now change the damn channel, I don’t wanna hear that.”</p><p>It’s just that, to start. The three Captain Americas, coming out, together. But Steve wants it to be big. As big as possible. Big and loud and primed for rubbing in faces. A press conference or an interview just doesn’t seem to have the panache.</p><p>“What do you want?” Tony teases eventually. “A parade?”</p><p>“Well, they do those now, right?” Steve points out in a deceptively reasonable tone. “Can we be in one?” Tony laughs, foolishly, before realizing that Steve is serious.</p><p>“Oh,” he says, and makes a few calls.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19208788" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Leave Me a Tip</a></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/179611327320/smash-me-baby-one-more-time-hulkloki" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><blockquote><p><b>Rating:</b> Explicit<br/><b>Warnings:</b> No Archive Warnings Apply<br/><b>Relationships:</b> Hulk/Loki, En Dwi Gast | Grandmaster/Loki, Loki/others<br/><b>Characters:</b> Hulk (Marvel), Loki (Marvel), En Dwi Gast | Grandmaster</p><p><b>Additional Tags:</b> Thor (mentioned), Exhibitionism, Extreme exhibitionism, Performance Sex, sex on stage, Marathon Sex, Group Sex, Multiple Partners, Voyeurism, Polyamory, Barebacking, Enthusiastic Consent, Consensual But Not Safe Or Sane, Consensual Sex, Dom/sub, Intersex Character, Intersex Jotunn (Marvel), Intersex Loki (Marvel), Alien Gender/Sexuality, Rough Sex, Multiple Orgasms, Anal Fingering, Vaginal Fingering, Vaginal Sex, Praise Kink, Name-Calling, Under-negotiated Kink, Aftercare, Obedience, BDSM, 24/7 BDSM elements, Sexual Fantasy, Scared And Horny, Size Difference, Size Kink, Large Cock</p></blockquote><p><i>“What do you think?” Grandmaster purrs wetly into Loki’s ear as Hulk roars gleefully after ‘defeating’ Thor. Grandmaster slips a firm hand up in between Loki’s legs. “You think you could- you could take him, hmm? I think you could take him.”</i></p><p>Combat isn’t the only thing Grandmaster likes to host in his arena, and Loki is his most popular non-gladiatorial contender. What else is there to do but match him up with the other Champion?</p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16470341" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/179845838110/climate-change-loki-thor-casket-of-ancient" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Loki is happy to deliver his reparations to Earth. He just doesn’t want Thor to see him do it.</p><blockquote><p>Loki and Thor stand together on the flat expanse of a frozen tundra. There are politicians and press (mostly press) at their backs in a crowded half circle. The humans are dressed formally, but their suits and dresses are hidden away under ugly coats, their hair and makeup obscured from view by hats and scarves. Loki and Thor on the other hand still cut impressive silhouettes, metallic highlights catching the glaring sun, since Aesir formal wear includes all the covering and warmth they could need.</p><p>Not, of course, that Loki in fact needs it, after all.</p><p>The Iron Man and the Black Panther are also here, witnesses and the first line of defense in case Loki is a big liar. (Loki is a big liar, but he doesn’t currently bear any ill will or megalomaniacal designs, so it doesn’t particularly matter or pose any threat. But it’s always better safe than sorry, so he doesn’t begrudge them their security measures, feeble as him might find them.)</p><p>Loki and Thor continue forward, up a negligible slope, and the rest remain slightly behind and below. When he and his brother reach the crest of this snowy little hill, Loki looks into the horizon. There is mirth in this. He finds it preferable to any of the alternative feelings that might be present in him. It’ll be easier to focus on when he brings it to Thor’s attention.</p><p>“What are you waiting for?” Thor asks, right on cue. He doesn’t even sound impatient though. Curious, perhaps just a touch long-suffering. But though he can - within reason - predict Loki’s behavior, he seems not to immediately judge it any longer. He truly has changed. Loki knew that, vaguely. But now he finds himself… eager to get to know Thor. As if he is an intriguingly familiar stranger. But that can wait for later. Now… just a little bit more of the same.</p><p>“Oh, I just want us to take a brief second to appreciate the irony of this moment.”</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16537637" target="_blank">Keep Reading</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://hope-for-the-planet.tumblr.com/post/653635461670109184/keystone-xl-pipeline-canceled-by-sponsor-as-biden" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">hope-for-the-planet</a>:</p><blockquote><p>The Keystone XL pipeline would have moved the equivalent of up to 830,000 barrels of oil every single day of its existence. It would also have opened up 1,200 miles of length for potential leaks and spills. </p><p>Canadian government officials have been trying to convince the US to reverse their cancellation of the pipeline’s permit since January. This month the sponsor of the pipeline finally and permanently chose to end the project. <br/></p><p>Environmentalists have been fighting against the construction of the Keystone XL since it was first proposed back in 2005. Now, after dragging down the process for <i>sixteen years</i>, we finally have what appears to be a final victory over this pipeline. <br/></p><p>Another reminder that it’s worth fighting to block every little bit of progress!<br/></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p>That’s actually a brilliant idea, even from a strict effectiveness standpoint.</p><p>Pity they got shut down.</p></blockquote>
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<p>Just goes to show how much data facebook/insta collect about you that gets sent to advertisers. Also facebook responded by effectively saying ‘yes we collect the data but we dont allow advertisers to say that they’re using this data’ after trying to accuse Signal of pulling a ‘PR stunt’. Facebook is so scummy.</p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/650741790017814528/cant-go-stanley-the-losers-last-look" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b></p><p>It’s not selfish to want to see them one last time, to know them again just a little bit, before he makes his exit so that they can win, is it? And then again even if it is, who will ever know?<br/></p><p>Stanley picks up his phone and opens Facebook.</p><blockquote><p>Stanley sits alone in their bathroom, naked already but not yet in the bath. The tub is half-filled with steaming hot water, much warmer than Stan would have it if he just wanted to soak or clean up. The uncomfortably hot water is waiting, there to keep his body - hopefully - just a little bit warm for when Patty inevitably has to find him. He’ll keep his hands carefully inside the tub so he won’t make a mess, so that the blood will be diluted, so that after the paramedics lift his body out, and forensics takes their photographs, and crime scene cleanup drains the tub, there will only be at worst a thin pink ring for Patty to have to deal with. The razor is waiting.</p><p>Stan sits by the toilet, the tile floor cold on his bare ass. He’s hesitating. He doesn’t want this, it’s just the only way. Either he does this or they all die. The Losers, his friends… He knows he won’t be able to go back, back to Derry and- and- oh, that fucking house- and he knows he can’t stay here either. He can’t separate the group. But, G-d, he wishes-</p><p>The razor is waiting. It won’t be slow, but it won’t exactly be fast either, Stan knows, not when compared to some other ways a person can go. Not like if they had a gun. But of course they don’t have a gun. What could Stan ever need a gun for? So this is the fastest option he has, really - the fastest and the surest. He could try to overdose, but he’s not a doctor and he might not get it right. He might be stuck, comatose or something, or sleeping off having his stomach pumped, in a hospital here in Georgia, while the others try and fail to- to- whatever it is that they have to do, that they all have to be together to do. And then he’d wake up, he’d wake up and he’d just know that they had all died without him.</p><p>But the thing is… Stan doesn’t want to die without them. So he thinks about how it won’t be slow but it won’t be fast, how he’ll have a few long minutes of bleeding, of getting weak and delirious and passing out before he dies, and how maybe he can fill his brain up with them enough that he could dream them, maybe, in those last moments. It could almost be like a reunion.</p></blockquote><p><i>The first piece of the Cameron Kaspbrak AU is here!</i><br/><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/31186898" target="_blank">Read More ⟶</a></b><br/><a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">✨ Tip Jar ✨</a><br/></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/650741790017814528/cant-go-stanley-the-losers-last-look" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b></p><p>It’s not selfish to want to see them one last time, to know them again just a little bit, before he makes his exit so that they can win, is it? And then again even if it is, who will ever know?<br/></p><p>Stanley picks up his phone and opens Facebook.</p><blockquote><p>Stanley sits alone in their bathroom, naked already but not yet in the bath. The tub is half-filled with steaming hot water, much warmer than Stan would have it if he just wanted to soak or clean up. The uncomfortably hot water is waiting, there to keep his body - hopefully - just a little bit warm for when Patty inevitably has to find him. He’ll keep his hands carefully inside the tub so he won’t make a mess, so that the blood will be diluted, so that after the paramedics lift his body out, and forensics takes their photographs, and crime scene cleanup drains the tub, there will only be at worst a thin pink ring for Patty to have to deal with. The razor is waiting.</p><p>Stan sits by the toilet, the tile floor cold on his bare ass. He’s hesitating. He doesn’t want this, it’s just the only way. Either he does this or they all die. The Losers, his friends… He knows he won’t be able to go back, back to Derry and- and- oh, that fucking house- and he knows he can’t stay here either. He can’t separate the group. But, G-d, he wishes-</p><p>The razor is waiting. It won’t be slow, but it won’t exactly be fast either, Stan knows, not when compared to some other ways a person can go. Not like if they had a gun. But of course they don’t have a gun. What could Stan ever need a gun for? So this is the fastest option he has, really - the fastest and the surest. He could try to overdose, but he’s not a doctor and he might not get it right. He might be stuck, comatose or something, or sleeping off having his stomach pumped, in a hospital here in Georgia, while the others try and fail to- to- whatever it is that they have to do, that they all have to be together to do. And then he’d wake up, he’d wake up and he’d just know that they had all died without him.</p><p>But the thing is… Stan doesn’t want to die without them. So he thinks about how it won’t be slow but it won’t be fast, how he’ll have a few long minutes of bleeding, of getting weak and delirious and passing out before he dies, and how maybe he can fill his brain up with them enough that he could dream them, maybe, in those last moments. It could almost be like a reunion.</p></blockquote><p><i>The first piece of the Cameron Kaspbrak AU is here!</i><br/><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/31186898" target="_blank">Read More ⟶</a></b><br/><a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">✨ Tip Jar ✨</a><br/></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/650741790017814528/cant-go-stanley-the-losers-last-look" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b></p><p>It’s not selfish to want to see them one last time, to know them again just a little bit, before he makes his exit so that they can win, is it? And then again even if it is, who will ever know?<br/></p><p>Stanley picks up his phone and opens Facebook.</p><blockquote><p>Stanley sits alone in their bathroom, naked already but not yet in the bath. The tub is half-filled with steaming hot water, much warmer than Stan would have it if he just wanted to soak or clean up. The uncomfortably hot water is waiting, there to keep his body - hopefully - just a little bit warm for when Patty inevitably has to find him. He’ll keep his hands carefully inside the tub so he won’t make a mess, so that the blood will be diluted, so that after the paramedics lift his body out, and forensics takes their photographs, and crime scene cleanup drains the tub, there will only be at worst a thin pink ring for Patty to have to deal with. The razor is waiting.</p><p>Stan sits by the toilet, the tile floor cold on his bare ass. He’s hesitating. He doesn’t want this, it’s just the only way. Either he does this or they all die. The Losers, his friends… He knows he won’t be able to go back, back to Derry and- and- oh, that fucking house- and he knows he can’t stay here either. He can’t separate the group. But, G-d, he wishes-</p><p>The razor is waiting. It won’t be slow, but it won’t exactly be fast either, Stan knows, not when compared to some other ways a person can go. Not like if they had a gun. But of course they don’t have a gun. What could Stan ever need a gun for? So this is the fastest option he has, really - the fastest and the surest. He could try to overdose, but he’s not a doctor and he might not get it right. He might be stuck, comatose or something, or sleeping off having his stomach pumped, in a hospital here in Georgia, while the others try and fail to- to- whatever it is that they have to do, that they all have to be together to do. And then he’d wake up, he’d wake up and he’d just know that they had all died without him.</p><p>But the thing is… Stan doesn’t want to die without them. So he thinks about how it won’t be slow but it won’t be fast, how he’ll have a few long minutes of bleeding, of getting weak and delirious and passing out before he dies, and how maybe he can fill his brain up with them enough that he could dream them, maybe, in those last moments. It could almost be like a reunion.</p></blockquote><p><i>The first piece of the Cameron Kaspbrak AU is here!</i><br/><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/31186898" target="_blank">Read More ⟶</a></b><br/><a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">✨ Tip Jar ✨</a><br/></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/650741790017814528/cant-go-stanley-the-losers-last-look" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b></p><p>It’s not selfish to want to see them one last time, to know them again just a little bit, before he makes his exit so that they can win, is it? And then again even if it is, who will ever know?<br/></p><p>Stanley picks up his phone and opens Facebook.</p><blockquote><p>Stanley sits alone in their bathroom, naked already but not yet in the bath. The tub is half-filled with steaming hot water, much warmer than Stan would have it if he just wanted to soak or clean up. The uncomfortably hot water is waiting, there to keep his body - hopefully - just a little bit warm for when Patty inevitably has to find him. He’ll keep his hands carefully inside the tub so he won’t make a mess, so that the blood will be diluted, so that after the paramedics lift his body out, and forensics takes their photographs, and crime scene cleanup drains the tub, there will only be at worst a thin pink ring for Patty to have to deal with. The razor is waiting.</p><p>Stan sits by the toilet, the tile floor cold on his bare ass. He’s hesitating. He doesn’t want this, it’s just the only way. Either he does this or they all die. The Losers, his friends… He knows he won’t be able to go back, back to Derry and- and- oh, that fucking house- and he knows he can’t stay here either. He can’t separate the group. But, G-d, he wishes-</p><p>The razor is waiting. It won’t be slow, but it won’t exactly be fast either, Stan knows, not when compared to some other ways a person can go. Not like if they had a gun. But of course they don’t have a gun. What could Stan ever need a gun for? So this is the fastest option he has, really - the fastest and the surest. He could try to overdose, but he’s not a doctor and he might not get it right. He might be stuck, comatose or something, or sleeping off having his stomach pumped, in a hospital here in Georgia, while the others try and fail to- to- whatever it is that they have to do, that they all have to be together to do. And then he’d wake up, he’d wake up and he’d just know that they had all died without him.</p><p>But the thing is… Stan doesn’t want to die without them. So he thinks about how it won’t be slow but it won’t be fast, how he’ll have a few long minutes of bleeding, of getting weak and delirious and passing out before he dies, and how maybe he can fill his brain up with them enough that he could dream them, maybe, in those last moments. It could almost be like a reunion.</p></blockquote><p><i>The first piece of the Cameron Kaspbrak AU is here!</i><br/><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/31186898" target="_blank">Read More ⟶</a></b><br/><a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">✨ Tip Jar ✨</a><br/></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/650741790017814528/cant-go-stanley-the-losers-last-look" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b></p><p>It’s not selfish to want to see them one last time, to know them again just a little bit, before he makes his exit so that they can win, is it? And then again even if it is, who will ever know?<br/></p><p>Stanley picks up his phone and opens Facebook.</p><blockquote><p>Stanley sits alone in their bathroom, naked already but not yet in the bath. The tub is half-filled with steaming hot water, much warmer than Stan would have it if he just wanted to soak or clean up. The uncomfortably hot water is waiting, there to keep his body - hopefully - just a little bit warm for when Patty inevitably has to find him. He’ll keep his hands carefully inside the tub so he won’t make a mess, so that the blood will be diluted, so that after the paramedics lift his body out, and forensics takes their photographs, and crime scene cleanup drains the tub, there will only be at worst a thin pink ring for Patty to have to deal with. The razor is waiting.</p><p>Stan sits by the toilet, the tile floor cold on his bare ass. He’s hesitating. He doesn’t want this, it’s just the only way. Either he does this or they all die. The Losers, his friends… He knows he won’t be able to go back, back to Derry and- and- oh, that fucking house- and he knows he can’t stay here either. He can’t separate the group. But, G-d, he wishes-</p><p>The razor is waiting. It won’t be slow, but it won’t exactly be fast either, Stan knows, not when compared to some other ways a person can go. Not like if they had a gun. But of course they don’t have a gun. What could Stan ever need a gun for? So this is the fastest option he has, really - the fastest and the surest. He could try to overdose, but he’s not a doctor and he might not get it right. He might be stuck, comatose or something, or sleeping off having his stomach pumped, in a hospital here in Georgia, while the others try and fail to- to- whatever it is that they have to do, that they all have to be together to do. And then he’d wake up, he’d wake up and he’d just know that they had all died without him.</p><p>But the thing is… Stan doesn’t want to die without them. So he thinks about how it won’t be slow but it won’t be fast, how he’ll have a few long minutes of bleeding, of getting weak and delirious and passing out before he dies, and how maybe he can fill his brain up with them enough that he could dream them, maybe, in those last moments. It could almost be like a reunion.</p></blockquote><p><i>The first piece of the Cameron Kaspbrak AU is here!</i><br/><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/31186898" target="_blank">Read More ⟶</a></b><br/><a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">✨ Tip Jar ✨</a><br/></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/650741790017814528/cant-go-stanley-the-losers-last-look" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b></p><p>It’s not selfish to want to see them one last time, to know them again just a little bit, before he makes his exit so that they can win, is it? And then again even if it is, who will ever know?<br/></p><p>Stanley picks up his phone and opens Facebook.</p><blockquote><p>Stanley sits alone in their bathroom, naked already but not yet in the bath. The tub is half-filled with steaming hot water, much warmer than Stan would have it if he just wanted to soak or clean up. The uncomfortably hot water is waiting, there to keep his body - hopefully - just a little bit warm for when Patty inevitably has to find him. He’ll keep his hands carefully inside the tub so he won’t make a mess, so that the blood will be diluted, so that after the paramedics lift his body out, and forensics takes their photographs, and crime scene cleanup drains the tub, there will only be at worst a thin pink ring for Patty to have to deal with. The razor is waiting.</p><p>Stan sits by the toilet, the tile floor cold on his bare ass. He’s hesitating. He doesn’t want this, it’s just the only way. Either he does this or they all die. The Losers, his friends… He knows he won’t be able to go back, back to Derry and- and- oh, that fucking house- and he knows he can’t stay here either. He can’t separate the group. But, G-d, he wishes-</p><p>The razor is waiting. It won’t be slow, but it won’t exactly be fast either, Stan knows, not when compared to some other ways a person can go. Not like if they had a gun. But of course they don’t have a gun. What could Stan ever need a gun for? So this is the fastest option he has, really - the fastest and the surest. He could try to overdose, but he’s not a doctor and he might not get it right. He might be stuck, comatose or something, or sleeping off having his stomach pumped, in a hospital here in Georgia, while the others try and fail to- to- whatever it is that they have to do, that they all have to be together to do. And then he’d wake up, he’d wake up and he’d just know that they had all died without him.</p><p>But the thing is… Stan doesn’t want to die without them. So he thinks about how it won’t be slow but it won’t be fast, how he’ll have a few long minutes of bleeding, of getting weak and delirious and passing out before he dies, and how maybe he can fill his brain up with them enough that he could dream them, maybe, in those last moments. It could almost be like a reunion.</p></blockquote><p><i>The first piece of the Cameron Kaspbrak AU is here!</i><br/><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/31186898" target="_blank">Read More ⟶</a></b><br/><a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">✨ Tip Jar ✨</a><br/></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/650741790017814528/cant-go-stanley-the-losers-last-look" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b></p><p>It’s not selfish to want to see them one last time, to know them again just a little bit, before he makes his exit so that they can win, is it? And then again even if it is, who will ever know?<br/></p><p>Stanley picks up his phone and opens Facebook.</p><blockquote><p>Stanley sits alone in their bathroom, naked already but not yet in the bath. The tub is half-filled with steaming hot water, much warmer than Stan would have it if he just wanted to soak or clean up. The uncomfortably hot water is waiting, there to keep his body - hopefully - just a little bit warm for when Patty inevitably has to find him. He’ll keep his hands carefully inside the tub so he won’t make a mess, so that the blood will be diluted, so that after the paramedics lift his body out, and forensics takes their photographs, and crime scene cleanup drains the tub, there will only be at worst a thin pink ring for Patty to have to deal with. The razor is waiting.</p><p>Stan sits by the toilet, the tile floor cold on his bare ass. He’s hesitating. He doesn’t want this, it’s just the only way. Either he does this or they all die. The Losers, his friends… He knows he won’t be able to go back, back to Derry and- and- oh, that fucking house- and he knows he can’t stay here either. He can’t separate the group. But, G-d, he wishes-</p><p>The razor is waiting. It won’t be slow, but it won’t exactly be fast either, Stan knows, not when compared to some other ways a person can go. Not like if they had a gun. But of course they don’t have a gun. What could Stan ever need a gun for? So this is the fastest option he has, really - the fastest and the surest. He could try to overdose, but he’s not a doctor and he might not get it right. He might be stuck, comatose or something, or sleeping off having his stomach pumped, in a hospital here in Georgia, while the others try and fail to- to- whatever it is that they have to do, that they all have to be together to do. And then he’d wake up, he’d wake up and he’d just know that they had all died without him.</p><p>But the thing is… Stan doesn’t want to die without them. So he thinks about how it won’t be slow but it won’t be fast, how he’ll have a few long minutes of bleeding, of getting weak and delirious and passing out before he dies, and how maybe he can fill his brain up with them enough that he could dream them, maybe, in those last moments. It could almost be like a reunion.</p></blockquote><p><i>The first piece of the Cameron Kaspbrak AU is here!</i><br/><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/31186898" target="_blank">Read More ⟶</a></b><br/><a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">✨ Tip Jar ✨</a><br/></p></blockquote>
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Your Kids Aren't Too Young to Talk About Race: Resource Roundup — Pretty Good
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Reblog name: 
Link: <p><a href="https://imreddieimreddieimreddie.tumblr.com/post/648922326450192384/the-brim-of-longing-anonymous-it-movies" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">imreddieimreddieimreddie</a>:</p><blockquote><p>Chapters: 1/1<br/>Fandom: <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/tags/IT%20(Movies%20-%20Muschietti)" target="_blank">IT (Movies - Muschietti)</a><br/>Rating: Explicit<br/>Warnings: Creator Chose Not To Use Archive Warnings<br/>Relationships: Eddie Kaspbrak/Richie Tozier<br/>Additional Tags: Post-IT Chapter Two (2019), Eddie Kaspbrak Lives, Shower Sex, Hurt/Comfort, Tender Sex, Love Confessions, Hand Jobs<br/>Summary: </p><p>“I think I’m scared of the shower.”</p><p>“Oh,” Richie says. “Oh,” he says again, giving Eddie a small, tight-lipped smile. “That okay, Eds, that seems pretty normal considering. Want me to sit in there with you while you shower? Stand guard?”</p><p>“Will you talk the whole time?” Eddie asks. </p></blockquote>
the brim of longing - Anonymous - IT (Movies - Muschietti) [Archive of Our Own]
https://archiveofourown.org/works/29776245
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Link: <p><a href="https://captainshazamerica.tumblr.com/post/648568019066486784/pick-aesthetic-pics-get-a-losers-club-member-who" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">captainshazamerica</a>:</p>

<blockquote><p>My aesthetic quiz of the night, LOSERS CLUB EDITION!</p></blockquote>
Pick aesthetic pics & get a Losers Club member who matches your vibes
https://uquiz.com/vZfbAu
Body: 
Tags: FUCK YEAH I GOT RICHIE AND IT WAS ONLY A LITTLE BIT ON PURPOSE, it

Post id: 648741257511845888
Date: 2021-04-17 19:31:15 GMT
Post url: https://calicojackofficial.tumblr.com/post/648741257511845888/prove-it-anonymous-it-movies-muschietti
Slug: prove-it-anonymous-it-movies-muschietti
Reblog key: S8w915Bd
Reblog url: https://imreddieimreddieimreddie.tumblr.com/post/648734673165582336/prove-it-anonymous-it-movies-muschietti
Reblog name: imreddieimreddieimreddie
Link: <p><a href="https://imreddieimreddieimreddie.tumblr.com/post/648734673165582336/prove-it-anonymous-it-movies-muschietti" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">imreddieimreddieimreddie</a>:</p>

<blockquote><p>Chapters: 1/1<br/>Fandom: <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/tags/IT%20(Movies%20-%20Muschietti)" target="_blank">IT (Movies - Muschietti)</a><br/>Rating: Explicit<br/>Warnings: No Archive Warnings Apply<br/>Relationships: Eddie Kaspbrak/Richie Tozier<br/>Characters: Eddie Kaspbrak, Richie Tozier<br/>Additional Tags: First Time, Blow Jobs, Hand Jobs, Humor, Teasing, Idiots in Love, Plot What Plot/Porn Without Plot<br/>Series: Part 9 of <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/series/2164656" target="_blank">Clowntown Kinkmeme Fills</a><br/>Summary: </p><p>“You wanna prove me wrong so badly that you’ll suck my dick?” Eddie asks incredulously.</p></blockquote>
Prove It - Anonymous - IT (Movies - Muschietti) [Archive of Our Own]
https://archiveofourown.org/works/30139530
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Link: <p><a href="https://tobermoriansass.tumblr.com/post/646034017082277888/our-autofiction-fixation" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">tobermoriansass</a>:</p><blockquote><p>

“Write what you know” has been the novelist’s imperative at least since Charles Dickens retooled fragments of an abandoned memoir for “David Copperfield,” and reached a logical extreme with the autofiction boom of the last decade. The belief that every novel is a self-accounting is timeworn, too: Some early readers of “Lolita” suspected that only someone with the mentality of a child predator could have conjured the depraved Humbert Humbert. Publishers, meanwhile, often appear to want readers to see books as thinly veiled autobiography, and their publicity campaigns typically emphasize authors’ personal connections to their work. This can backfire, as with the P.R. blitz for Jeanine Cummins’s border-crisis blockbuster “American Dirt,” which exaggerated the author’s Latina heritage and <a href="https://www.nytimes.com/2020/03/06/books/american-dirt-oprah-book-club-apple-tv.html?searchResultPosition=3" title="" target="_blank">suggested that her  husband is an undocumented Central American immigrant</a> (he’s from Ireland).

<br/></p><p>The expectation that fiction is autobiographical is understandable for the simple reason that so much of it is. When that expectation becomes prescriptive, however, critical reading can devolve into a tiresome kind of fact-checking. In a tepid review of “The Need,” a writer for The London Review of Books used Phillips’s acknowledgments section as a bizarre gotcha, saying it “testifies against her vision of motherhood as embattled isolation, thanking 10 family members from three generations for help.” A reviewer for Kirkus, the trade publication, took a similar approach, though to opposite effect, in a rave for “Shuggie Bain,” writing, “Readers may get through the whole novel without breaking down — then read the first sentence of the acknowledgments and lose it.”</p><p>There is something backhanded about using authors’ personal statements as a Captcha tool for verifying the emotional resonance of their work. This tendency reached a nadir with the conversation around Kate Elizabeth Russell’s “<a href="https://www.nytimes.com/2020/03/06/books/review/my-dark-vanessa-kate-elizabeth-russell.html?searchResultPosition=3" title="" target="_blank">My Dark Vanessa</a>,” in which the author, facing unfounded allegations of plagiarism, felt compelled to restate publicly that she, like her protagonist, <a href="https://slate.com/culture/2020/01/my-dark-vanessa-book-controversy-explained-american-dirt.html" title="" target="_blank">was a survivor of sexual abuse</a>. An author working in good faith can’t win at this game. If she is forced to confirm that her material is autobiographical, then she risks forfeiting both the privacy and the power of transfiguration that fiction promises. If she denies it, then she surrenders a badge of authenticity that she may never have wished to claim in the first place, and lays herself open to accusations that she is appropriating the pain of others.</p><p>Whether or how much a book draws from real life isn’t strictly quantifiable. In his essay collection “<a href="https://www.nytimes.com/2018/06/27/books/review/alexander-chee-how-to-write-an-autobiographical-novel.html?searchResultPosition=1" title="" target="_blank">How to Write an Autobiographical Novel</a>,” Alexander Chee posits a kind of epistemological mystery: A reader may see himself accurately reflected in such a novel, but the writer may not. Of his debut, “Edinburgh,” Chee writes: “I wish I could show you the roomful of people who’ve told me the novel is the story of their lives. … I still don’t know if I’d be in that room.” Part of this mystery is due to the chaotic consciousness native to the novel-writing process, which requires a degree of possession. Nobody is asking you to do what you are doing. There are more than enough novels in the world, and nobody is more painfully aware of that than the person attempting to write one. To dig a book out of the ground can be backbreaking, hand-tearing work; you need to forget what you are doing, to fall into a trance, and when the spell breaks, you can’t be entirely sure what you’ve unearthed, where it came from or who will recognize it as belonging to them, too. And however much of what results is pure invention (or so you think), your subjectivity is all you have. You made it up. It’s made of you.</p></blockquote>
Our Autofiction Fixation
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/186148031520/movement-thorvalkyrie-first-time" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Thor and Valkyrie use the opportunity of vacation to take the next step in their relationship.</p><blockquote><p>Valkyrie starts the conversion on a total non sequitur, as she does most conversations that are uncomfortably important or intimate (and this one is some of both). The two of them are relaxing together, pressed up close in a hammock on the balcony of a room given to them in King T'Challa’s palace, on a brief vacation. The anxiety of leaving Asgard in the hands of Loki and Heimdall has faded (as much as that anxiety can fade) and they have enjoyed a very busy day of walking through the Wakandan National Botanical Gardens and eating a dozen different street foods. In their hammock, gently rocking in a lazy evening breeze, they share candied papaya and a pitcher of ginger beer.</p><p>Valkyrie squeezes Thor around his middle, kisses him on his scratchy jaw, and then maneuvers herself out of the hammock with some effort. She grabs up the pitcher of beer and takes it halfway across the balcony with her.</p><p>“I don’t like to be vulnerable,” she tells Thor firmly after taking a sizable gulp. Thor simply nods. He knows better than to expect elaboration by now, but it’s only polite to leave the option. Valkyrie watches him watch her for long moments, and then smiles and shakes her head in a small kind of awe. “You really don’t judge anyone for anything, do you?”</p><p>“I think I did more than my fair share of holding court on others in my youth,” Thor admits. He’s not shame-faced about it. He did his wrongs and now he does better, and she is the same. They both owe each other the respect of owning and acknowledging their failures. Valkyrie snorts.</p><p>“Your ‘youth’,” she repeats laughingly. “And how old are you now, Your Majesty?”</p><p>“Age is only a number,” Thor claims with a roguish grin and a wink. Valkyrie laughs aloud then, just as he intended. Silence descends between them again, less fraught than a moment ago but less easy than moments before that. Thor tucks his arms behind his head, lifting and lowering one bent knee to make the hammock rock, as he waits.</p><p>“I don’t like to be vulnerable,” Valkyrie repeats when she can’t wait him out anymore. “Ever.” Thor hums thoughtfully, but doesn’t adjust his position or stop rocking. There’s no reason to weigh the conversation down and make it more uncomfortable than it has to be.</p><p>“I feel like we already talked about this,” he says, a third cautious, a third teasing her, a third self-deprecating. “But you don’t seem the type to repeat yourself much, so surely this must be about something different.” She gives him a wry smirk and takes another drink.</p><p>“Tangential,” she says. “That was about feelings. This is about sex.”</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19217590" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Leave Me a Tip</a></p></blockquote>
Movement: Thor/Valkyrie + First Time
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<b>Author</b>: <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/users/nevulon/pseuds/youabird" target="_blank">youabird</a> <br/><b>Rating</b>: T<br/><b>Words</b>: 8.5k<br/><b>Fandom</b>: IT (movies)<a href="https://t.umblr.com/redirect?z=https%3A%2F%2Farchiveofourown.org%2Ftags%2FIT%2520%28Movies%2520-%2520Muschietti%29%2Fworks&amp;t=MDY5MjEzNzllNzVhYmE4NDE1YmM2MjFlN2IyMGExMGIxMzFhZTY4NSwyQWh4Wmt1VQ%3D%3D&amp;b=t%3AzQyNe6_m3njn6RspVzrTJA&amp;p=https%3A%2F%2Ffocusfixated.tumblr.com%2Fpost%2F634385394588385280%2Ffic-rec-richie-tozier-talking-about-nothing&amp;m=1&amp;ts=1606889691" target="_blank"></a><br/><b>Pairing</b>: Richie/Eddie<br/><b>Additional tags</b>: Coming Out, Disability, Meeting the Parents<br/></p><p><b>summary</b>:</p><blockquote><p><i>Eddie was in a collared shirt and tie, because he was a lunatic who had dressed up for Richie’s elderly parents. He had gone to work in a suit and then come home and changed into a different Oxford shirt and tie. He had also cooked them dinner. Richie, on the drive from LaGuardia, had listened to his parents go fifteen fucking rounds on what to order for dinner—Chinese or Indian, Italian or Mexican, oh honey shouldn’t we get deep dish pizza since we are in New York—only to find the condo sparkling clean and a spinach lasagna cooking in the oven.

</i></p><p><i>(At the ripe old age of 42, Richie Tozier is finally bringing his parents home to meet his boyfriend.)</i></p></blockquote><p><b>notes</b>: a hit of pure fuckin joy. doesn’t shy away from the scars and fears and the things richie and eddie are still healing from and the fact that life has happened to them, ground them down physically and mentally, but still creates an atmosphere of contentment and <i>rest</i>, the peace of being allowed to be happy and in love. </p><p>wonderful characterisations, beautiful little details, takes place over a dinner conversation and manages to build such a sense of history and family dynamic. just lovely. </p></blockquote>
FIC REC: said we'd walk together, come what may - youabird (nevulon) - IT - Stephen King [Archive of Our Own]
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/640957289903292416/fair-weather-friends-bruce-avengers-team" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>The Avengers hear an altercation between the brothers at Thor’s birthday party.<br/></p><blockquote><p>Bruce is making love to his <i>n</i>th slice of layered birthday cake. It’s been a rare privilege to discover that most extraterrestrial food is surprisingly inoffensive to a human palate, but Bruce has missed earth food more than almost anything. Tony’s number one priority being a cheeseburger after enduring an extended assassination attempt makes a lot more sense now, and Bruce had already gotten the gist of it back then.</p><p>The cake is moist and fluffy, gluten free but you’d never guess it from the texture. The frosting is blueberry flavored and the top layer is dusted liberally with silver sprinkles. Bruce thinks he could have eaten the whole fourteen inches of it by himself if he’d been given the chance. He closes his eyes to savor a bite, the light flavor of the cake and the sweet-tart frosting melting together in his mouth, heavenly-</p><p>Beside him, Natasha’s elbow twitches and brushes lightly into his. If it were anyone else Bruce wouldn’t even have noticed, but for her that’s practically jumping a foot in the air. So Bruce drags himself back from Cake'halla to see what startled her.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/28893036" target="_blank">Read More →</a><br/><small><a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></small></p></blockquote>
Fair Weather, Friends: Bruce & Avengers Team + Loki & Thor
https://archiveofourown.org/works/28893036
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/640957289903292416/fair-weather-friends-bruce-avengers-team" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>The Avengers hear an altercation between the brothers at Thor’s birthday party.<br/></p><blockquote><p>Bruce is making love to his <i>n</i>th slice of layered birthday cake. It’s been a rare privilege to discover that most extraterrestrial food is surprisingly inoffensive to a human palate, but Bruce has missed earth food more than almost anything. Tony’s number one priority being a cheeseburger after enduring an extended assassination attempt makes a lot more sense now, and Bruce had already gotten the gist of it back then.</p><p>The cake is moist and fluffy, gluten free but you’d never guess it from the texture. The frosting is blueberry flavored and the top layer is dusted liberally with silver sprinkles. Bruce thinks he could have eaten the whole fourteen inches of it by himself if he’d been given the chance. He closes his eyes to savor a bite, the light flavor of the cake and the sweet-tart frosting melting together in his mouth, heavenly-</p><p>Beside him, Natasha’s elbow twitches and brushes lightly into his. If it were anyone else Bruce wouldn’t even have noticed, but for her that’s practically jumping a foot in the air. So Bruce drags himself back from Cake'halla to see what startled her.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/28893036" target="_blank">Read More →</a><br/><small><a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></small></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/186552812705/kenocardia-angus-taako-sick-day" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Taako misses Magic Day. Angus investigates why.</p><p>This fic contains internalized ableism in the form of a depressed character interpreting their emotional dysfunction as them being a bad person. No other characters believe this.</p><blockquote><p>Angus waits patiently in the training room for Taako. It’s not the first time that Taako has been late to a Magic Day lesson, so Angus is not that worried. In fact, Taako being late is a routine thing. Agnus thinks that maybe it is a test. He knows most little boys like him are not prone to being patient, but he is not like most little boys and he can wait for a very long time if necessary. Either that or maybe Taako just isn’t very good at keeping track of time, or he doesn’t want to give Angus high expectations. Angus - being the World’s Greatest Detective, and now also the Greatest Detective on The Moon - is very observant, and not very easily tricked, and he has noticed after a few months on board the moon base that Taako can sometimes purposefully express himself in a contrary way. Angus hasn’t yet figured out the purpose of that behavior, but he most certainly will (and that is both a threat and a promise, Angus would say, if anyone asked).</p><p>Angus waits for a very long time. He’s good at waiting, but this is a very very long time. Every time that Angus considers going to look for Taako it takes a little bit more effort to convince himself not to, to keep waiting, to be patient and pass the test. Of course Taako is taking longer this time, right? If it is a test it probably has to get harder before you can pass it for good. (But if it’s not a test… But it’s probably a test, probably. Maybe. But maybe not…)</p><p>Angus is very patient and waits for a very long time, and definitively would have passed this test if it had been a test. He has his mind pretty much made up for him that it wasn’t when Carey, Killian, and Magnus come in to the training room. The three of them all share teasing trash talk, including Magnus even thought Angus knows that Magnus has never once beat either Carey or Killian in a sparring match.</p><p>“Hey, Ango!” Magnus calls to Angus when he notices him. Angus waves, a little sullenly. “Hanging around for the show after your magic lessons, huh?” He flexes. Angus holds his chin high and tries to make sure his lip doesn’t wobble so that Magnus doesn’t notice that he’s upset (hopefully). Taako might be embarrassed if everyone knew he forgot. Angus would probably be embarrassed if he was Taako (Angus is embarrassed as Angus too, that he waited around so long for nothing, but he’s the only detective around here so he’s the only one that has to know that).</p><p>“I was going to, Sir,” he lies. “But I think it will be a little boring with you here too.” Magnus’s mouth drops open in genuine surprise before he plays it up and gasps theatrically. Meanwhile, Carey and Killian are both ooh ing and laughing, and even though he’s still upset Angus can’t help a small proud smile.</p><p>“Tch, wizards ,” Magnus mutters disparagingly, but he’s grinning at Angus as he says it, and he seems pretty proud too. Also, Angus is very happy to be called a wizard, even if he didn’t have a lesson today ( yet , and that is also a threat and a promise). “No appreciation for the rest of us.” Angus quietly leaves while Carey and Killian are pointing out to Magnus that ‘wizards’ seem to appreciate the two of them just fine and Magnus protests that he has Rustic Hospitality and everyone with any taste likes him automatically.</p><p>Angus makes his way towards the suite that Tres Horny Boys share. His feelings are hurt and he’s angry too, even as he tries to come up with excuses for Taako in his head. There could be all sorts of reasons that Taako forgot it was Magic Day. He almost certainly didn’t stand Angus up on purpose, so Angus shouldn’t be mad, right?</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19983226" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
Kenocardia: Angus & Taako + Sick Day
https://archiveofourown.org/works/19983226
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/638882482504220672/and-many-more-loki-thor-snowball-fight" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>It’s that old tap-on-the-farther-shoulder trick, and Thor is not going to fall for it.<br/></p><blockquote><p>Thor is happy for Loki, and so so proud of him, to be slowly coming in to his Jotunn natures. He has not yet seen fit to show Thor his skin, but Thor is carefully concealing his eagerness for it lest he be mistaken for impatient. But sometimes in the night, Thor will wake to an unnatural frost crawling over the bedroom windowpane, or he’ll find a rather unflattering ice sculpture of himself in the freezer when he goes looking for ice cream after a dinner away.</p><p>The difference is the most stark in Loki himself. It’s almost like having his old brother back, but better. Loki of old would copycat Thor sometimes - trying to fit into shoes, Thor knows now, that simply would never fit. He had wielded his cleverness as a weapon even against friends, and frequently lost hold of his temper or else fell into a long quiet sadness during which he would hide away in the darkest corners of the palace. Loki now of course still has his moments of rage or heartbreak, but they grow more brief and less frequent every day.</p><p>So, really. Thor couldn’t be happier for him.</p><p>He just wishes, sometimes, that Loki might’ve found a new test subject by now.</p><p>The snowball that hits Thor square between the shoulders is over-large and hard packed. When it hits him, soft coat over firm armor, it explodes and sends snow and rocks up over the back of his neck and under his collar. Thor stops walking, but he does not turn around to find the culprit. Loki is one step <i>ahead </i>of him.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/28416309" target="_blank"><b>Keep Reading →</b></a><br/><a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/620938119230963712/a-little-ocean-katara-zuko-nightmare" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>The full moon makes Katara feel strong. She keeps watch. The full moon makes Zuko feel weak. He has a nightmare.</p><blockquote><p>The full moon comes and Katara can’t sleep. Even sequestered away from the moonlight inside the Western Air Temple, the energy of it flows under her skin like white rapids. She’d be surprised that Aang can obviously sleep just fine, his soft snores sending up tiny whirlwinds, but no doubt he’s tired from firebending training with Zuko. Zuko, who no longer slinks away to his room alone at night ever since he and Sokka came back from their little field trip and Sokka wouldn’t stop fawning all over him until they both dropped where they sat. It seems like Katara is the only one left he hasn’t gotten to yet. It’s not that Katara isn’t grateful to have her father back. Of course she is. But one good deed can’t measure up to a lifetime of evil.</p><p>Dad is sleeping around the embers with them again tonight, along with Suki snuggled up to Sokka’s side, while the Fire Nation prisoner they had broken out had chosen a room for himself instead. Under the power of the moon Katara can feel the warmth of their blood; its quiet, contained flow through their bodies allows her to be aware of their presence more viscerally than she could have in the day, or on any other night.</p><p>She can feel the blood in Zuko’s body too, a little warmer than everyone else’s.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/186264993865/a-will-and-away-aziraphalecrowley-sharing-a" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Aziraphale possesses Crowley. He was right; they do indeed explode. Euphemistically, that is.</p><blockquote><p>Crowley is <i>quite </i>sloshed when Aziraphale’s ethereal form manifests opposite him in the bar. For long seconds, before Aziraphale speaks, Crowley thinks he’s only imagining him, the particularly torturous offspring of fantasy and inebriation. Oh, how he aches when he sees Aziraphale, the outline of him all wibbly-wobbly. But then the apparition speaks, and it doesn’t say anything particularly out of character for Aziraphale - nothing too… <i>fanciful</i>, nothing too similar to the things Aziraphale says in Crowley’s dreams - and after six thousand years of incredulously watching him Crowley finds it easy enough to accept that Aziraphale did something so wildly outside the approved angelic playbook. He explains what happened to him, and Crowley explains- too much (too <i>fast</i>). Aziraphale’s spirit shifts uncomfortably, and continues on quickly, something about finding a body. He says, “Pity I can’t inhabit yours,” and laughs it off.</p><p><a></a>Here is where it is especially relevant that Crowley is so piss drunk. There he is, sloshing around in his all but fermented brain, still aching, and also only vaguely listening, and he thinks to himself, ‘I am so tired of this’. He’s tired of acting like he doesn’t <i>want</i>. He’s a demon; it’s against his nature.</p><p>“Well, why couldn’t you then?” he asks belligerently, plopping his chin into his hand with a harrumph. Or rather, that’s what he means to do. Instead his words come out slurred and whiny and his movement gives off the impression that one half of him is losing its structural integrity.</p><p><a></a>“Ah- well,” Aziraphale splutters. &quot;I’m an angel and you’re a demon! We’d probably explode.“ He sounds sad about it and Crowley rolls his eyes so hard he has to miracle away the strain. Typical angel to be so heartbroken over some random harm that hasn’t even come to pass.</p><p>“Only one way to find out, angel,” Crowley points out, and it does actually manage to be a little pointy. His attempt to wiggle his eyebrows, less so.</p><p>“I hardly think we have the time to be experimenting with our metaphysicality right now, darling,” Aziraphale scoffs. The sound has a strange formless echo to it, given that he’s not actually moving any air around. But Crowley is drunk, and he’s achy and tired, and he’s been so full of this damnable yearning for so long, and there’s hardly any chance that they’ll succeed anyway. He would rather die than not have this, something, just one more chance to know that no one has been closer to Aziraphale than him, one more chance to just- ask the question. Just one more question, just one more time, and go out with a boom before the answer befalls him.</p><p><a></a>“You hardly have time to find someone else,” he insists, and his voice is so quiet it must be so obvious what he really means. But, in typical angel fashion, Aziraphale shows him mercy and pretends to take those words at face value.<sup><small><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19783825#three-two" title="footnote 3" target="_blank">3</a></small></sup> He shifts again, squirming along with his inconsistent edges, and sighs deeply.</p><p>“Yes,” he says. “Yes, I suppose you’re right. But…” He lifts his imaginary hand to nervously rub along the bridge of his imaginary nose. “Well… Are you quite sure?” Crowley doesn’t so much shrug as undulate his entire body starting at the shoulders.</p><p>“I’m a being of self-interest, angel,” he jibes. Silly that he has to say it. Even without the rest of their history together, this alone would make them both deeply aware. “I wouldn’t offer something if I wasn’t willing to give it.” He attempts to tap his wrist. He misses. “C'mon, then! The time bomb’s a-ticking.” Aziraphale gives every appearance of taking a deep breath, of closing his eyes, of leaning in as if for a kiss.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19783825" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/617012802731802624/both-sides-now-shaneryan-aziraphalecrowley" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>As a prank on Crowley for napping too long, Aziraphale invites American paranormal investigation show Buzzfeed Unsolved: Supernatural into the bookshop.</p></blockquote><p>The proprietor of A. Z. Fell &amp; Co. Book Sellers is unexpectedly intimidating. He’d seemed like a nice old man, a little spacey, over the phone. Ryan had imagined… well, probably someone who looks just like Mr. Fell, but… The man just has a weird presence. He seems somehow powerful, bigger than himself. Standing next to him feels the same way Ryan would guess it feels to stand next to a Nobel Peace Prize winner and know that you can never be as good as them and that they know it too. It’s in the way he carries himself, Ryan supposes. Like absolutely nothing can touch him, or would even dare to try. Ryan certainly wouldn’t, that’s for sure. He wonders, briefly, why Mr. Fell would even feel the need to call them. But he puts it out of his mind, forcibly orienting himself to the job, regardless of how unaccountably nervous he is.</p><p>“Please do sit down,” Mr. Fell says. His voice is just as kind and friendly as it was over the phone, and Ryan does his best to let it relax him. “Would you boys like some tea? Biscuits?”</p><p>“Um, no thank you,” Ryan refuses, thinking for one hysterical second about fairies and how you should never take food from them - not that he believes in fairies, obviously, but most legends are based on some truth somewhere.</p><p>“I’ll take some!” Shane accepts easily. He’s all but lounging, just shy of rudeness, in one of Mr. Fell’s plush little armchairs in the window of the bookshop.</p><p>“Oh!” says Mr. Fell, and he seems absolutely thrilled about it. “Lovely! I’ll just nip to the back and bring some up, shall I? Make yourselves comfortable, won’t be but a moment.”</p><p>“You truly have no soul,” Ryan hisses at Shane as soon as Mr. Fell is out of earshot. Shane gives him a half-startled, half-amused double blink. “You seriously don’t feel that?” Shane blinks again, and then his eyebrows jump and he grins.</p><p>“Don’t tell me you’re gettin’ the vibes off of Mister Vintage Dandy,” he teases. Ryan glares, and Shane huffs a quiet laugh, at least being careful not to alert Mr. Fell that they’re gossiping about him. “C'mon, Ry, he’s like someone’s sweet old grandpa. Betcha five bucks he’s gonna offer us caramel candy next.”</p><p>“Who even says ‘dandy’? It’s twenty-twenty, Shane,” Ryan mutters, but he can’t respond any further than that because he can feel Mr. Fell approaching them again from behind what seems like endless dark shelves. Mr. Fell sets down a plate piled high with cookies and pastries and settles himself with a little wiggle into the third armchair, his thighs pressing out the perfect crease in the legs of his beige pants. Ryan drags his eyes away from Mr. Fell’s lap, wondering uncomfortably why he noticed that. Shane catches his eye with a subtle gesture and when Ryan glances over at him Shane smugly holds up what is undeniably a caramel flavored salt water taffy. Shane unwraps the candy and pops it into his mouth, leaning back in his chair like he’s won something. He hasn’t won shit.</p><p>“So, Mr. Fell,” Ryan starts.</p><p>“Yes, my dear boy?” Mr. Fell says, and Ryan stutters to a halt with red cheeks. He squirms a little, clears his throat.</p><p>“Uh,” he tries again. “So, you requested that we come investigate your bookshop. Would you please restate for the cameras why you did that?”</p><p>“Oh, of course, yes!” Mr. Fell sets down his tea. He sits up straight with his hands flat on his knees. “I believe that my bookshop is infested with a demon.”</p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/628953076663025665/break-out-performance-ryanshanesara" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Sara remembers exactly what it feels like to be desperately in love with her best friend and to not realize it until too late. She’s not going to let her boyfriends go through that.<br/></p><blockquote><p>Sara wouldn’t necessarily say she knows Shane and Ryan better than they know themselves, just because that’s kind of belittling and not really her style. That being said, Sara does have a… unique perspective - on the two of them, specifically, and on the world they are all living in, generally. Sara has known them both for half a dozen years, been dating one of them for five, and the other for soon to be two. She can navigate all of their quirks by habit and she knows all the trivia of their lives without her.</p><p>Sara knows that Ryan has been in love with almost every single one of his girlfriends, just as she knows that Shane’s heart is a little more selective. She knows that Ryan had sex for the first time in his junior year of high school with his steady girlfriend and that they stayed together after that until well past graduation. She knows that Shane had sex for the first time as a college freshman in his stinky dorm room with an older woman that he’d met less than a week before and was just friends with after with no regrets. She knows that despite what those experiences might imply, Ryan is vastly more sexually adventurous than Shane - if only because he happens to have a wilder imagination.</p><p>Sara knows that Ryan loves roller coasters and Shane really, really doesn’t. She knows that Ryan thinks mint chip ice cream is an abomination, that Shane’s favorite flavor is Neapolitan. She knows how both of them take their coffee, what each of them likes for breakfast on a lazy weekend morning. She knows which side of the bed they each prefer to sleep on, how hot they take their showers, what their hangovers are like. She knows their clothing sizes and all of their important dates to remember (or at least, she has those written down… somewhere). She knows their types - in movies, in shows, in fictional characters, celebrities, women.</p><p>Except, no, not women, because Sara knows, actually, Shane’s and Ryan’s types in <i>people</i>.</p><p>Neither of them has ever been with another man (or anyone of any other gender), never considered asking any non-woman person out on a date. This is another thing that Sara knows about them both. But then again, Sara herself has only been with another woman once and only for one night and not exactly stone cold sober, and she’ll probably never be with a woman again, because she’s with Shane and Ryan now and that’s really shaping up to be that. But that doesn’t make her straight.</p><p>It’s like she said. She has a unique perspective.</p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/26404729" target="_blank">Read More →</a>
</b><br/></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<p><a href="http://weneeddiversebooks.tumblr.com/post/162784630981/hollywoods-disfigured-villain-trope-does-major" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">weneeddiversebooks</a>:</p>
<blockquote><p>The idea that to be beautiful means to be good and to be disfigured means to be evil is not new. It’s a really tired, unoriginal trend in the movie industry, and only perpetuates damaging beliefs about individuals with facial differences.<br/></p></blockquote>
<p>I know this is going to be dismissed as some fucking snowflake nonsense but I work in a paediatric burns unit and the effects of this trope are gut wrenching and so, so damaging. <br/></p>
</blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/640957289903292416/fair-weather-friends-bruce-avengers-team" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>The Avengers hear an altercation between the brothers at Thor’s birthday party.<br/></p><blockquote><p>Bruce is making love to his <i>n</i>th slice of layered birthday cake. It’s been a rare privilege to discover that most extraterrestrial food is surprisingly inoffensive to a human palate, but Bruce has missed earth food more than almost anything. Tony’s number one priority being a cheeseburger after enduring an extended assassination attempt makes a lot more sense now, and Bruce had already gotten the gist of it back then.</p><p>The cake is moist and fluffy, gluten free but you’d never guess it from the texture. The frosting is blueberry flavored and the top layer is dusted liberally with silver sprinkles. Bruce thinks he could have eaten the whole fourteen inches of it by himself if he’d been given the chance. He closes his eyes to savor a bite, the light flavor of the cake and the sweet-tart frosting melting together in his mouth, heavenly-</p><p>Beside him, Natasha’s elbow twitches and brushes lightly into his. If it were anyone else Bruce wouldn’t even have noticed, but for her that’s practically jumping a foot in the air. So Bruce drags himself back from Cake'halla to see what startled her.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/28893036" target="_blank">Read More →</a><br/><small><a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></small></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://runcibility.tumblr.com/post/642757562998079488/charisma-carpenter-on-twitter" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">runcibility</a>:</p><blockquote><p>[CW: Abuse] Just a reminder that Joss Whedon is an abuser who should be chucked into the trash</p><figure data-orig-width="590" data-orig-height="139" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/eb08ad355f25d21eb1259516ea581ec6/e8a31d787b3265b8-a5/s540x810/1d412c5b82775568db93443acf59d80c666667d4.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="590" data-orig-height="139"/></figure><figure data-orig-width="1042" data-orig-height="1344" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/d056c53af09d255861783fa2f8853a2b/e8a31d787b3265b8-5e/s540x810/eb4509bb6d9be0ef2e86a5e9f15a04fd7fe1865f.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="1042" data-orig-height="1344"/></figure><figure data-orig-width="1029" data-orig-height="1300" class="tmblr-full"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/0d342e67531039e0b8d40508946c52a7/e8a31d787b3265b8-47/s540x810/31edbc79493f85255b4eccf64c9b155c888a2108.png" alt="image" data-orig-width="1029" data-orig-height="1300"/></figure><p>Text:</p><blockquote><p>“For nearly two decades, I have held my tongue and even made excuses for certain events that traumatize me to this day.</p><p>Joss Whedon abused his power on numerous occasions while working together on the sets of Buffy the Vampire Slayer and Angel. While he found his misconduct amusing, it only served to intensify my performance anxiety, disempower me, and alienate me from my peers. The disturbing incidents triggered a chronic physical condition from which I still suffer. It is with a beating, heavy heart that I say I coped in isolation and, at times, destructively.<br/></p><p>Last summer, when Ray Fisher publicly accused Joss of abusive and unprofessional behavior toward the cast and crew during reshoots on the Justice League set in 2017, it gutted me. Joss has a history of being casually cruel. He has created hostile and toxic work environments since his early career. I know because I experienced it first-hand. Repeatedly.<br/></p><p>Like his ongoing, passive-aggressive threats to fire me, which wreaks havoc on a young actor’s self-esteem. And callously calling me “fat” to colleagues when I was 4 months pregnant, weighing 126 lbs. He was mean and biting, disparaging about others openly, and often played favorites, pitting people against one another to compete and vie for his attention and approval.<br/></p><p>He called me in for a sit-down meeting to interrogate and berate me regarding a rosary tattoo I got to help me feel more spiritually grounded in an increasingly<br/>volatile work climate that affected me physically.</p><p>Joss intentionally refused multiple calls from my agents making it impossible to<br/>connect with him to tell him the news that I was pregnant. Finally, once Joss was<br/>apprised of the situation, he requested a meeting with me. In that closed-door<br/>meeting, he asked me if I was “going to keep it” and manipulatively weaponized<br/>my womanhood and faith against me. He proceeded to attack my character, mock my religious beliefs, accuse me of sabotaging the show, and then unceremoniously fired me the following season once I gave birth.</p><p>At six months pregnant, I was asked to report to work at 1:00 AM after my doctor recommended shortening my work hours. Due to long and physically demanding days and the emotional stress of having to defend my needs as a working pregnant woman, I began to experience Braxton Hicks contractions. It was clear to me the 1:00 AM call was retaliatory. <br/></p><p>Back then, I felt powerless and alone. With no other option, I swallowed the<br/>mistreatment and carried on. After all, I had a baby on the way, and I was the<br/>primary breadwinner of my growing family. Unfortunately, all this was happening<br/>during one of the most wonderful time in new motherhood. All that promise and<br/>joy sucked right out. And Joss was the vampire.</p><p>Despite the harassment, a part of me still sought his validation. I made excuses for his behavior and repressed my own pain. I have even stated publicly at conventions that I’d work with him again. Only recently, after years of therapy and a wake up call from the Time’s Up movement, do I understand the complexities of this demoralized thinking. It is impossible to understand the psyche without enduring the abuse. Our society and industry vilify the victims and glorify the abusers for their accomplishments. The onus is on the abused with an expectation to accept and adapt to be employable. No accountability on the transgressor who sails on unscathed. Unrepentant. Remorseless.</p><p>These memories and more have weighed on my soul like bricks for nearly half of my life. I wish I said something sooner. I wish I had the composure and courage all those years ago. But I muted myself in shame and conditioned silence.</p><p><br/>With tears welling, I feel an overwhelming sense of responsibility to Ray and<br/>others for remaining private about my experience with Joss and the suffering it has caused me. It is abundantly evident that Joss has persisted in his harmful actions, continuing to create wreckage in his wake. My hope now, by finally coming forward about these experiences, is to create space for the healing of others who I know have experienced similar serialized abuses of power.</p><p>Recently, I participated In WarnerMedia’s Justice League investigation because I believe Ray to be a person of integrity who is telling the truth. His firing as Cyborg in The Flash was the last straw for me. Although I am not shocked, I am deeply pained by it. It troubles and saddens me that in 2021 professionals STILL have to choose between whistleblowing in the workplace and job security.<br/></p><p>It has taken me so long to muster the courage to make this statement publicly. The gravity of it is not lost on me. As a single mother whose family’s livelihood is dependent on my craft, I’m scared. Despite my fear about its impact on my future, I can no longer remain silent. This is overdue and necessary. It is time.” <br/></p></blockquote></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/179611327320/smash-me-baby-one-more-time-hulkloki" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><blockquote><p><b>Rating:</b> Explicit<br/><b>Warnings:</b> No Archive Warnings Apply<br/><b>Relationships:</b> Hulk/Loki, En Dwi Gast | Grandmaster/Loki, Loki/others<br/><b>Characters:</b> Hulk (Marvel), Loki (Marvel), En Dwi Gast | Grandmaster</p><p><b>Additional Tags:</b> Thor (mentioned), Exhibitionism, Extreme exhibitionism, Performance Sex, sex on stage, Marathon Sex, Group Sex, Multiple Partners, Voyeurism, Polyamory, Barebacking, Enthusiastic Consent, Consensual But Not Safe Or Sane, Consensual Sex, Dom/sub, Intersex Character, Intersex Jotunn (Marvel), Intersex Loki (Marvel), Alien Gender/Sexuality, Rough Sex, Multiple Orgasms, Anal Fingering, Vaginal Fingering, Vaginal Sex, Praise Kink, Name-Calling, Under-negotiated Kink, Aftercare, Obedience, BDSM, 24/7 BDSM elements, Sexual Fantasy, Scared And Horny, Size Difference, Size Kink, Large Cock</p></blockquote><p><i>“What do you think?” Grandmaster purrs wetly into Loki’s ear as Hulk roars gleefully after ‘defeating’ Thor. Grandmaster slips a firm hand up in between Loki’s legs. “You think you could- you could take him, hmm? I think you could take him.”</i></p><p>Combat isn’t the only thing Grandmaster likes to host in his arena, and Loki is his most popular non-gladiatorial contender. What else is there to do but match him up with the other Champion?</p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16470341" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/628705607354089472/green-light-go-shanesararyan-discovery" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>It’s less momentous, figuring out that he’s into men too, than Shane would have expected if he’d ever thought it could happen to him. It’s no revelation or epiphany. It’s just Ryan.<br/></p></blockquote><p>Shane really thought he was straight. He really, really did. And the thing about thinking you’re straight, right, is that the way things are set up kind of lends itself to you never questioning it. Never questioning anything, in fact. So as a man who thinks he’s straight and has an easygoing long term relationship with one woman, Shane has sex like he’s straight too. He thinks about sex and love like he’s straight. Everything is clear-cut, has few steps and iterations, and it’s all just done the way it’s done, and that’s that. It’s not that he’s prudish or inexperienced, he’s not either. It’s just that he’s never quite had the tip-off to get creative. Tough to find interesting new answers when you don’t even know there are questions.</p><p>All that to say: the kinkiest Shane has ever really gotten is to do it with the lights on, or on the couch, or to let his partner sit on his face if she wants. Maybe a little gentle hair tugging here and there, a few light scratches down his back, the occasional sext. Doggie style, once.</p><p>Sara has a few fresh and funky things that she likes that Shane is perfectly happy to do for her, to her, to let her do to him. She likes to cover him in hickeys all over, and she likes for him to manhandle her and hold her a little too tight, and she likes to take pictures of him right after he’s come. And that stuff was a little bit like a sexy knock over the head at first, but it never really pushed the boundaries of what sex is like in Shane’s head.</p><p>Enter one Ryan Bergara.</p><blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/26359285" target="_blank">Read More ⟶</a></b></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/186476361565/cilice-it-to-say-crowleyaziraphale-sm" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Crowley has a kink. The kink is Aziraphale.</p><p><small>This fic contains a masochist discovering his kink during the course of exploring his demisexuality without understanding it yet. That could be triggering, and is the main reason I chose the ambiguous warning tag. Other reasons include but may not be limited to the same character and his partner neglecting to negotiate a scene until it has already begun, which is unsafe to do irl. Proceed at your own discretion.</small></p><blockquote><p>It’s Aziraphale’s fault. It’s Aziraphale’s fault, and Crowley will defend that hill until such time as he ceases completely to exist. If Aziraphale ever tries to say that it was Crowley who tempted or corrupted him, in this specific particular case Crowley has a defense prepared.</p><p>It all happens because the books are dusty. That’s just how they are, always, even the ones that get regularly handled. Aziraphale likes them that way, not just because it tends to put off customers, but also because he likes to pull one out and blow the dust off of it in a dramatic little cloud. He does this with every single book, every single time, and he bounces on his toes with a besotted little grin at the simple joy it gives him. It’s adorable, and deeply irritating.</p><p>Crowley can’t help but turn to look and watch every time Aziraphale goes through this ridiculous little ritual. It’s like watching a bunny flop over to show its belly, or like a train wreck.2 Crowley is following Aziraphale around, getting in the angel’s way when he can like a needy pet cat. Aziraphale pays him no particular mind except to occasionally glance up at him and give him a look that if it is attempting to be stern is failing. He’s looking around for something in particular; he’d said something about something or other before they’d left the back room but Crowley was only half listening and he can hardly be expected to remember anything when he has thus far endured already two dust cloud shuffles. It’s taking quite a while to find whatever book, in part because Aziraphale doesn’t remember the title or the author, and in part because the shop is poorly organized. Aziraphale likes it that way, not just because it tends to put off customers, but also because he likes to rediscover his own books like they’re new to him and making sure he doesn’t know where any of them are is the best way to get that feeling.</p><p>“Maybe this one,” Aziraphale mutters lowly to himself, squinting at a spine. Crowley leans in a little closer to look at the little wrinkle Aziraphale gets in between his eyebrows when he concentrates hard on something, trying to be subtle when subtlety is really not his strong suit and he knows it. As he moves he runs his fingers along the other books on the shelf, leaving trails in the dust that will be gone by tomorrow (when he’s around Aziraphale sometimes Crowley just gets this inexplicable, insatiable need to touch things). Aziraphale pulls out the book and turns from the shelf, coincidentally in Crowley’s direction, and blows up the dust nearly right into Crowley’s face. Either he doesn’t notice or does a truly bang up job at pretending not to, because he only does his little dance and opens the book with the quiet creak of old binding. Crowley blows some dust out of his lashes with a glare at Aziraphale’s creased forehead, but he’s too- he’s too bewitched by that blessed two-step nonsense that he can’t muster up enough peevishness to mention it. And then he sneezes.</p><p>“G'bless you,” Aziraphale says absently, reflexively. All the dust puffs off of Crowley’s face and it sparkles in the shitty lighting of the shop as if it were something grander, but more importantly an arc of electricity races down Crowley’s back from the base of his skull down to his tailbone. Crowley takes in a sharp breath through his teeth and shivers violently. It’s not… It’s not all bad. It stings, but it’s warm and tingly too. Never has any feeling befit more perfectly the word <i>zing</i>.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19852921" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/186264993865/a-will-and-away-aziraphalecrowley-sharing-a" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Aziraphale possesses Crowley. He was right; they do indeed explode. Euphemistically, that is.</p><blockquote><p>Crowley is <i>quite </i>sloshed when Aziraphale’s ethereal form manifests opposite him in the bar. For long seconds, before Aziraphale speaks, Crowley thinks he’s only imagining him, the particularly torturous offspring of fantasy and inebriation. Oh, how he aches when he sees Aziraphale, the outline of him all wibbly-wobbly. But then the apparition speaks, and it doesn’t say anything particularly out of character for Aziraphale - nothing too… <i>fanciful</i>, nothing too similar to the things Aziraphale says in Crowley’s dreams - and after six thousand years of incredulously watching him Crowley finds it easy enough to accept that Aziraphale did something so wildly outside the approved angelic playbook. He explains what happened to him, and Crowley explains- too much (too <i>fast</i>). Aziraphale’s spirit shifts uncomfortably, and continues on quickly, something about finding a body. He says, “Pity I can’t inhabit yours,” and laughs it off.</p><p><a></a>Here is where it is especially relevant that Crowley is so piss drunk. There he is, sloshing around in his all but fermented brain, still aching, and also only vaguely listening, and he thinks to himself, ‘I am so tired of this’. He’s tired of acting like he doesn’t <i>want</i>. He’s a demon; it’s against his nature.</p><p>“Well, why couldn’t you then?” he asks belligerently, plopping his chin into his hand with a harrumph. Or rather, that’s what he means to do. Instead his words come out slurred and whiny and his movement gives off the impression that one half of him is losing its structural integrity.</p><p><a></a>“Ah- well,” Aziraphale splutters. &quot;I’m an angel and you’re a demon! We’d probably explode.“ He sounds sad about it and Crowley rolls his eyes so hard he has to miracle away the strain. Typical angel to be so heartbroken over some random harm that hasn’t even come to pass.</p><p>“Only one way to find out, angel,” Crowley points out, and it does actually manage to be a little pointy. His attempt to wiggle his eyebrows, less so.</p><p>“I hardly think we have the time to be experimenting with our metaphysicality right now, darling,” Aziraphale scoffs. The sound has a strange formless echo to it, given that he’s not actually moving any air around. But Crowley is drunk, and he’s achy and tired, and he’s been so full of this damnable yearning for so long, and there’s hardly any chance that they’ll succeed anyway. He would rather die than not have this, something, just one more chance to know that no one has been closer to Aziraphale than him, one more chance to just- ask the question. Just one more question, just one more time, and go out with a boom before the answer befalls him.</p><p><a></a>“You hardly have time to find someone else,” he insists, and his voice is so quiet it must be so obvious what he really means. But, in typical angel fashion, Aziraphale shows him mercy and pretends to take those words at face value.<sup><small><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19783825#three-two" title="footnote 3" target="_blank">3</a></small></sup> He shifts again, squirming along with his inconsistent edges, and sighs deeply.</p><p>“Yes,” he says. “Yes, I suppose you’re right. But…” He lifts his imaginary hand to nervously rub along the bridge of his imaginary nose. “Well… Are you quite sure?” Crowley doesn’t so much shrug as undulate his entire body starting at the shoulders.</p><p>“I’m a being of self-interest, angel,” he jibes. Silly that he has to say it. Even without the rest of their history together, this alone would make them both deeply aware. “I wouldn’t offer something if I wasn’t willing to give it.” He attempts to tap his wrist. He misses. “C'mon, then! The time bomb’s a-ticking.” Aziraphale gives every appearance of taking a deep breath, of closing his eyes, of leaning in as if for a kiss.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19783825" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/179611327320/smash-me-baby-one-more-time-hulkloki" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><blockquote><p><b>Rating:</b> Explicit<br/><b>Warnings:</b> No Archive Warnings Apply<br/><b>Relationships:</b> Hulk/Loki, En Dwi Gast | Grandmaster/Loki, Loki/others<br/><b>Characters:</b> Hulk (Marvel), Loki (Marvel), En Dwi Gast | Grandmaster</p><p><b>Additional Tags:</b> Thor (mentioned), Exhibitionism, Extreme exhibitionism, Performance Sex, sex on stage, Marathon Sex, Group Sex, Multiple Partners, Voyeurism, Polyamory, Barebacking, Enthusiastic Consent, Consensual But Not Safe Or Sane, Consensual Sex, Dom/sub, Intersex Character, Intersex Jotunn (Marvel), Intersex Loki (Marvel), Alien Gender/Sexuality, Rough Sex, Multiple Orgasms, Anal Fingering, Vaginal Fingering, Vaginal Sex, Praise Kink, Name-Calling, Under-negotiated Kink, Aftercare, Obedience, BDSM, 24/7 BDSM elements, Sexual Fantasy, Scared And Horny, Size Difference, Size Kink, Large Cock</p></blockquote><p><i>“What do you think?” Grandmaster purrs wetly into Loki’s ear as Hulk roars gleefully after ‘defeating’ Thor. Grandmaster slips a firm hand up in between Loki’s legs. “You think you could- you could take him, hmm? I think you could take him.”</i></p><p>Combat isn’t the only thing Grandmaster likes to host in his arena, and Loki is his most popular non-gladiatorial contender. What else is there to do but match him up with the other Champion?</p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16470341" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/186148031520/movement-thorvalkyrie-first-time" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Thor and Valkyrie use the opportunity of vacation to take the next step in their relationship.</p><blockquote><p>Valkyrie starts the conversion on a total non sequitur, as she does most conversations that are uncomfortably important or intimate (and this one is some of both). The two of them are relaxing together, pressed up close in a hammock on the balcony of a room given to them in King T'Challa’s palace, on a brief vacation. The anxiety of leaving Asgard in the hands of Loki and Heimdall has faded (as much as that anxiety can fade) and they have enjoyed a very busy day of walking through the Wakandan National Botanical Gardens and eating a dozen different street foods. In their hammock, gently rocking in a lazy evening breeze, they share candied papaya and a pitcher of ginger beer.</p><p>Valkyrie squeezes Thor around his middle, kisses him on his scratchy jaw, and then maneuvers herself out of the hammock with some effort. She grabs up the pitcher of beer and takes it halfway across the balcony with her.</p><p>“I don’t like to be vulnerable,” she tells Thor firmly after taking a sizable gulp. Thor simply nods. He knows better than to expect elaboration by now, but it’s only polite to leave the option. Valkyrie watches him watch her for long moments, and then smiles and shakes her head in a small kind of awe. “You really don’t judge anyone for anything, do you?”</p><p>“I think I did more than my fair share of holding court on others in my youth,” Thor admits. He’s not shame-faced about it. He did his wrongs and now he does better, and she is the same. They both owe each other the respect of owning and acknowledging their failures. Valkyrie snorts.</p><p>“Your ‘youth’,” she repeats laughingly. “And how old are you now, Your Majesty?”</p><p>“Age is only a number,” Thor claims with a roguish grin and a wink. Valkyrie laughs aloud then, just as he intended. Silence descends between them again, less fraught than a moment ago but less easy than moments before that. Thor tucks his arms behind his head, lifting and lowering one bent knee to make the hammock rock, as he waits.</p><p>“I don’t like to be vulnerable,” Valkyrie repeats when she can’t wait him out anymore. “Ever.” Thor hums thoughtfully, but doesn’t adjust his position or stop rocking. There’s no reason to weigh the conversation down and make it more uncomfortable than it has to be.</p><p>“I feel like we already talked about this,” he says, a third cautious, a third teasing her, a third self-deprecating. “But you don’t seem the type to repeat yourself much, so surely this must be about something different.” She gives him a wry smirk and takes another drink.</p><p>“Tangential,” she says. “That was about feelings. This is about sex.”</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19217590" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Leave Me a Tip</a></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/186264993865/a-will-and-away-aziraphalecrowley-sharing-a" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Aziraphale possesses Crowley. He was right; they do indeed explode. Euphemistically, that is.</p><blockquote><p>Crowley is <i>quite </i>sloshed when Aziraphale’s ethereal form manifests opposite him in the bar. For long seconds, before Aziraphale speaks, Crowley thinks he’s only imagining him, the particularly torturous offspring of fantasy and inebriation. Oh, how he aches when he sees Aziraphale, the outline of him all wibbly-wobbly. But then the apparition speaks, and it doesn’t say anything particularly out of character for Aziraphale - nothing too… <i>fanciful</i>, nothing too similar to the things Aziraphale says in Crowley’s dreams - and after six thousand years of incredulously watching him Crowley finds it easy enough to accept that Aziraphale did something so wildly outside the approved angelic playbook. He explains what happened to him, and Crowley explains- too much (too <i>fast</i>). Aziraphale’s spirit shifts uncomfortably, and continues on quickly, something about finding a body. He says, “Pity I can’t inhabit yours,” and laughs it off.</p><p><a></a>Here is where it is especially relevant that Crowley is so piss drunk. There he is, sloshing around in his all but fermented brain, still aching, and also only vaguely listening, and he thinks to himself, ‘I am so tired of this’. He’s tired of acting like he doesn’t <i>want</i>. He’s a demon; it’s against his nature.</p><p>“Well, why couldn’t you then?” he asks belligerently, plopping his chin into his hand with a harrumph. Or rather, that’s what he means to do. Instead his words come out slurred and whiny and his movement gives off the impression that one half of him is losing its structural integrity.</p><p><a></a>“Ah- well,” Aziraphale splutters. &quot;I’m an angel and you’re a demon! We’d probably explode.“ He sounds sad about it and Crowley rolls his eyes so hard he has to miracle away the strain. Typical angel to be so heartbroken over some random harm that hasn’t even come to pass.</p><p>&ldquo;Only one way to find out, angel,” Crowley points out, and it does actually manage to be a little pointy. His attempt to wiggle his eyebrows, less so.</p><p>“I hardly think we have the time to be experimenting with our metaphysicality right now, darling,” Aziraphale scoffs. The sound has a strange formless echo to it, given that he’s not actually moving any air around. But Crowley is drunk, and he’s achy and tired, and he’s been so full of this damnable yearning for so long, and there’s hardly any chance that they’ll succeed anyway. He would rather die than not have this, something, just one more chance to know that no one has been closer to Aziraphale than him, one more chance to just- ask the question. Just one more question, just one more time, and go out with a boom before the answer befalls him.</p><p><a></a>“You hardly have time to find someone else,” he insists, and his voice is so quiet it must be so obvious what he really means. But, in typical angel fashion, Aziraphale shows him mercy and pretends to take those words at face value.<sup><small><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19783825#three-two" title="footnote 3" target="_blank">3</a></small></sup> He shifts again, squirming along with his inconsistent edges, and sighs deeply.</p><p>“Yes,” he says. “Yes, I suppose you’re right. But…” He lifts his imaginary hand to nervously rub along the bridge of his imaginary nose. “Well… Are you quite sure?” Crowley doesn’t so much shrug as undulate his entire body starting at the shoulders.</p><p>“I’m a being of self-interest, angel,” he jibes. Silly that he has to say it. Even without the rest of their history together, this alone would make them both deeply aware. “I wouldn’t offer something if I wasn’t willing to give it.” He attempts to tap his wrist. He misses. “C'mon, then! The time bomb’s a-ticking.” Aziraphale gives every appearance of taking a deep breath, of closing his eyes, of leaning in as if for a kiss.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19783825" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/186476361565/cilice-it-to-say-crowleyaziraphale-sm" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Crowley has a kink. The kink is Aziraphale.</p><p><small>This fic contains a masochist discovering his kink during the course of exploring his demisexuality without understanding it yet. That could be triggering, and is the main reason I chose the ambiguous warning tag. Other reasons include but may not be limited to the same character and his partner neglecting to negotiate a scene until it has already begun, which is unsafe to do irl. Proceed at your own discretion.</small></p><blockquote><p>It’s Aziraphale’s fault. It’s Aziraphale’s fault, and Crowley will defend that hill until such time as he ceases completely to exist. If Aziraphale ever tries to say that it was Crowley who tempted or corrupted him, in this specific particular case Crowley has a defense prepared.</p><p>It all happens because the books are dusty. That’s just how they are, always, even the ones that get regularly handled. Aziraphale likes them that way, not just because it tends to put off customers, but also because he likes to pull one out and blow the dust off of it in a dramatic little cloud. He does this with every single book, every single time, and he bounces on his toes with a besotted little grin at the simple joy it gives him. It’s adorable, and deeply irritating.</p><p>Crowley can’t help but turn to look and watch every time Aziraphale goes through this ridiculous little ritual. It’s like watching a bunny flop over to show its belly, or like a train wreck.2 Crowley is following Aziraphale around, getting in the angel’s way when he can like a needy pet cat. Aziraphale pays him no particular mind except to occasionally glance up at him and give him a look that if it is attempting to be stern is failing. He’s looking around for something in particular; he’d said something about something or other before they’d left the back room but Crowley was only half listening and he can hardly be expected to remember anything when he has thus far endured already two dust cloud shuffles. It’s taking quite a while to find whatever book, in part because Aziraphale doesn’t remember the title or the author, and in part because the shop is poorly organized. Aziraphale likes it that way, not just because it tends to put off customers, but also because he likes to rediscover his own books like they’re new to him and making sure he doesn’t know where any of them are is the best way to get that feeling.</p><p>“Maybe this one,” Aziraphale mutters lowly to himself, squinting at a spine. Crowley leans in a little closer to look at the little wrinkle Aziraphale gets in between his eyebrows when he concentrates hard on something, trying to be subtle when subtlety is really not his strong suit and he knows it. As he moves he runs his fingers along the other books on the shelf, leaving trails in the dust that will be gone by tomorrow (when he’s around Aziraphale sometimes Crowley just gets this inexplicable, insatiable need to touch things). Aziraphale pulls out the book and turns from the shelf, coincidentally in Crowley’s direction, and blows up the dust nearly right into Crowley’s face. Either he doesn’t notice or does a truly bang up job at pretending not to, because he only does his little dance and opens the book with the quiet creak of old binding. Crowley blows some dust out of his lashes with a glare at Aziraphale’s creased forehead, but he’s too- he’s too bewitched by that blessed two-step nonsense that he can’t muster up enough peevishness to mention it. And then he sneezes.</p><p>“G'bless you,” Aziraphale says absently, reflexively. All the dust puffs off of Crowley’s face and it sparkles in the shitty lighting of the shop as if it were something grander, but more importantly an arc of electricity races down Crowley’s back from the base of his skull down to his tailbone. Crowley takes in a sharp breath through his teeth and shivers violently. It’s not… It’s not all bad. It stings, but it’s warm and tingly too. Never has any feeling befit more perfectly the word <i>zing</i>.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19852921" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/186552812705/kenocardia-angus-taako-sick-day" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Taako misses Magic Day. Angus investigates why.</p><p>This fic contains internalized ableism in the form of a depressed character interpreting their emotional dysfunction as them being a bad person. No other characters believe this.</p><blockquote><p>Angus waits patiently in the training room for Taako. It’s not the first time that Taako has been late to a Magic Day lesson, so Angus is not that worried. In fact, Taako being late is a routine thing. Agnus thinks that maybe it is a test. He knows most little boys like him are not prone to being patient, but he is not like most little boys and he can wait for a very long time if necessary. Either that or maybe Taako just isn’t very good at keeping track of time, or he doesn’t want to give Angus high expectations. Angus - being the World’s Greatest Detective, and now also the Greatest Detective on The Moon - is very observant, and not very easily tricked, and he has noticed after a few months on board the moon base that Taako can sometimes purposefully express himself in a contrary way. Angus hasn’t yet figured out the purpose of that behavior, but he most certainly will (and that is both a threat and a promise, Angus would say, if anyone asked).</p><p>Angus waits for a very long time. He’s good at waiting, but this is a very very long time. Every time that Angus considers going to look for Taako it takes a little bit more effort to convince himself not to, to keep waiting, to be patient and pass the test. Of course Taako is taking longer this time, right? If it is a test it probably has to get harder before you can pass it for good. (But if it’s not a test… But it’s probably a test, probably. Maybe. But maybe not…)</p><p>Angus is very patient and waits for a very long time, and definitively would have passed this test if it had been a test. He has his mind pretty much made up for him that it wasn’t when Carey, Killian, and Magnus come in to the training room. The three of them all share teasing trash talk, including Magnus even thought Angus knows that Magnus has never once beat either Carey or Killian in a sparring match.</p><p>“Hey, Ango!” Magnus calls to Angus when he notices him. Angus waves, a little sullenly. “Hanging around for the show after your magic lessons, huh?” He flexes. Angus holds his chin high and tries to make sure his lip doesn’t wobble so that Magnus doesn’t notice that he’s upset (hopefully). Taako might be embarrassed if everyone knew he forgot. Angus would probably be embarrassed if he was Taako (Angus is embarrassed as Angus too, that he waited around so long for nothing, but he’s the only detective around here so he’s the only one that has to know that).</p><p>“I was going to, Sir,” he lies. “But I think it will be a little boring with you here too.” Magnus’s mouth drops open in genuine surprise before he plays it up and gasps theatrically. Meanwhile, Carey and Killian are both ooh ing and laughing, and even though he’s still upset Angus can’t help a small proud smile.</p><p>“Tch, wizards ,” Magnus mutters disparagingly, but he’s grinning at Angus as he says it, and he seems pretty proud too. Also, Angus is very happy to be called a wizard, even if he didn’t have a lesson today ( yet , and that is also a threat and a promise). “No appreciation for the rest of us.” Angus quietly leaves while Carey and Killian are pointing out to Magnus that ‘wizards’ seem to appreciate the two of them just fine and Magnus protests that he has Rustic Hospitality and everyone with any taste likes him automatically.</p><p>Angus makes his way towards the suite that Tres Horny Boys share. His feelings are hurt and he’s angry too, even as he tries to come up with excuses for Taako in his head. There could be all sorts of reasons that Taako forgot it was Magic Day. He almost certainly didn’t stand Angus up on purpose, so Angus shouldn’t be mad, right?</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19983226" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/617012802731802624/both-sides-now-shaneryan-aziraphalecrowley" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>As a prank on Crowley for napping too long, Aziraphale invites American paranormal investigation show Buzzfeed Unsolved: Supernatural into the bookshop.</p></blockquote><p>The proprietor of A. Z. Fell &amp; Co. Book Sellers is unexpectedly intimidating. He’d seemed like a nice old man, a little spacey, over the phone. Ryan had imagined… well, probably someone who looks just like Mr. Fell, but… The man just has a weird presence. He seems somehow powerful, bigger than himself. Standing next to him feels the same way Ryan would guess it feels to stand next to a Nobel Peace Prize winner and know that you can never be as good as them and that they know it too. It’s in the way he carries himself, Ryan supposes. Like absolutely nothing can touch him, or would even dare to try. Ryan certainly wouldn’t, that’s for sure. He wonders, briefly, why Mr. Fell would even feel the need to call them. But he puts it out of his mind, forcibly orienting himself to the job, regardless of how unaccountably nervous he is.</p><p>“Please do sit down,” Mr. Fell says. His voice is just as kind and friendly as it was over the phone, and Ryan does his best to let it relax him. “Would you boys like some tea? Biscuits?”</p><p>“Um, no thank you,” Ryan refuses, thinking for one hysterical second about fairies and how you should never take food from them - not that he believes in fairies, obviously, but most legends are based on some truth somewhere.</p><p>“I’ll take some!” Shane accepts easily. He’s all but lounging, just shy of rudeness, in one of Mr. Fell’s plush little armchairs in the window of the bookshop.</p><p>“Oh!” says Mr. Fell, and he seems absolutely thrilled about it. “Lovely! I’ll just nip to the back and bring some up, shall I? Make yourselves comfortable, won’t be but a moment.”</p><p>“You truly have no soul,” Ryan hisses at Shane as soon as Mr. Fell is out of earshot. Shane gives him a half-startled, half-amused double blink. “You seriously don’t feel that?” Shane blinks again, and then his eyebrows jump and he grins.</p><p>“Don’t tell me you’re gettin’ the vibes off of Mister Vintage Dandy,” he teases. Ryan glares, and Shane huffs a quiet laugh, at least being careful not to alert Mr. Fell that they’re gossiping about him. “C'mon, Ry, he’s like someone’s sweet old grandpa. Betcha five bucks he’s gonna offer us caramel candy next.”</p><p>“Who even says ‘dandy’? It’s twenty-twenty, Shane,” Ryan mutters, but he can’t respond any further than that because he can feel Mr. Fell approaching them again from behind what seems like endless dark shelves. Mr. Fell sets down a plate piled high with cookies and pastries and settles himself with a little wiggle into the third armchair, his thighs pressing out the perfect crease in the legs of his beige pants. Ryan drags his eyes away from Mr. Fell’s lap, wondering uncomfortably why he noticed that. Shane catches his eye with a subtle gesture and when Ryan glances over at him Shane smugly holds up what is undeniably a caramel flavored salt water taffy. Shane unwraps the candy and pops it into his mouth, leaning back in his chair like he’s won something. He hasn’t won shit.</p><p>“So, Mr. Fell,” Ryan starts.</p><p>“Yes, my dear boy?” Mr. Fell says, and Ryan stutters to a halt with red cheeks. He squirms a little, clears his throat.</p><p>“Uh,” he tries again. “So, you requested that we come investigate your bookshop. Would you please restate for the cameras why you did that?”</p><p>“Oh, of course, yes!” Mr. Fell sets down his tea. He sits up straight with his hands flat on his knees. “I believe that my bookshop is infested with a demon.”</p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/620938119230963712/a-little-ocean-katara-zuko-nightmare" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>The full moon makes Katara feel strong. She keeps watch. The full moon makes Zuko feel weak. He has a nightmare.</p><blockquote><p>The full moon comes and Katara can’t sleep. Even sequestered away from the moonlight inside the Western Air Temple, the energy of it flows under her skin like white rapids. She’d be surprised that Aang can obviously sleep just fine, his soft snores sending up tiny whirlwinds, but no doubt he’s tired from firebending training with Zuko. Zuko, who no longer slinks away to his room alone at night ever since he and Sokka came back from their little field trip and Sokka wouldn’t stop fawning all over him until they both dropped where they sat. It seems like Katara is the only one left he hasn’t gotten to yet. It’s not that Katara isn’t grateful to have her father back. Of course she is. But one good deed can’t measure up to a lifetime of evil.</p><p>Dad is sleeping around the embers with them again tonight, along with Suki snuggled up to Sokka’s side, while the Fire Nation prisoner they had broken out had chosen a room for himself instead. Under the power of the moon Katara can feel the warmth of their blood; its quiet, contained flow through their bodies allows her to be aware of their presence more viscerally than she could have in the day, or on any other night.</p><p>She can feel the blood in Zuko’s body too, a little warmer than everyone else’s.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/628705607354089472/green-light-go-shanesararyan-discovery" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>It’s less momentous, figuring out that he’s into men too, than Shane would have expected if he’d ever thought it could happen to him. It’s no revelation or epiphany. It’s just Ryan.<br/></p></blockquote><p>Shane really thought he was straight. He really, really did. And the thing about thinking you’re straight, right, is that the way things are set up kind of lends itself to you never questioning it. Never questioning anything, in fact. So as a man who thinks he’s straight and has an easygoing long term relationship with one woman, Shane has sex like he’s straight too. He thinks about sex and love like he’s straight. Everything is clear-cut, has few steps and iterations, and it’s all just done the way it’s done, and that’s that. It’s not that he’s prudish or inexperienced, he’s not either. It’s just that he’s never quite had the tip-off to get creative. Tough to find interesting new answers when you don’t even know there are questions.</p><p>All that to say: the kinkiest Shane has ever really gotten is to do it with the lights on, or on the couch, or to let his partner sit on his face if she wants. Maybe a little gentle hair tugging here and there, a few light scratches down his back, the occasional sext. Doggie style, once.</p><p>Sara has a few fresh and funky things that she likes that Shane is perfectly happy to do for her, to her, to let her do to him. She likes to cover him in hickeys all over, and she likes for him to manhandle her and hold her a little too tight, and she likes to take pictures of him right after he’s come. And that stuff was a little bit like a sexy knock over the head at first, but it never really pushed the boundaries of what sex is like in Shane’s head.</p><p>Enter one Ryan Bergara.</p><blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/26359285" target="_blank">Read More ⟶</a></b></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/628953076663025665/break-out-performance-ryanshanesara" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Sara remembers exactly what it feels like to be desperately in love with her best friend and to not realize it until too late. She’s not going to let her boyfriends go through that.<br/></p><blockquote><p>Sara wouldn’t necessarily say she knows Shane and Ryan better than they know themselves, just because that’s kind of belittling and not really her style. That being said, Sara does have a… unique perspective - on the two of them, specifically, and on the world they are all living in, generally. Sara has known them both for half a dozen years, been dating one of them for five, and the other for soon to be two. She can navigate all of their quirks by habit and she knows all the trivia of their lives without her.</p><p>Sara knows that Ryan has been in love with almost every single one of his girlfriends, just as she knows that Shane’s heart is a little more selective. She knows that Ryan had sex for the first time in his junior year of high school with his steady girlfriend and that they stayed together after that until well past graduation. She knows that Shane had sex for the first time as a college freshman in his stinky dorm room with an older woman that he’d met less than a week before and was just friends with after with no regrets. She knows that despite what those experiences might imply, Ryan is vastly more sexually adventurous than Shane - if only because he happens to have a wilder imagination.</p><p>Sara knows that Ryan loves roller coasters and Shane really, really doesn’t. She knows that Ryan thinks mint chip ice cream is an abomination, that Shane’s favorite flavor is Neapolitan. She knows how both of them take their coffee, what each of them likes for breakfast on a lazy weekend morning. She knows which side of the bed they each prefer to sleep on, how hot they take their showers, what their hangovers are like. She knows their clothing sizes and all of their important dates to remember (or at least, she has those written down… somewhere). She knows their types - in movies, in shows, in fictional characters, celebrities, women.</p><p>Except, no, not women, because Sara knows, actually, Shane’s and Ryan’s types in <i>people</i>.</p><p>Neither of them has ever been with another man (or anyone of any other gender), never considered asking any non-woman person out on a date. This is another thing that Sara knows about them both. But then again, Sara herself has only been with another woman once and only for one night and not exactly stone cold sober, and she’ll probably never be with a woman again, because she’s with Shane and Ryan now and that’s really shaping up to be that. But that doesn’t make her straight.</p><p>It’s like she said. She has a unique perspective.</p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/26404729" target="_blank">Read More →</a>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/640957289903292416/fair-weather-friends-bruce-avengers-team" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>The Avengers hear an altercation between the brothers at Thor’s birthday party.<br/></p><blockquote><p>Bruce is making love to his <i>n</i>th slice of layered birthday cake. It’s been a rare privilege to discover that most extraterrestrial food is surprisingly inoffensive to a human palate, but Bruce has missed earth food more than almost anything. Tony’s number one priority being a cheeseburger after enduring an extended assassination attempt makes a lot more sense now, and Bruce had already gotten the gist of it back then.</p><p>The cake is moist and fluffy, gluten free but you’d never guess it from the texture. The frosting is blueberry flavored and the top layer is dusted liberally with silver sprinkles. Bruce thinks he could have eaten the whole fourteen inches of it by himself if he’d been given the chance. He closes his eyes to savor a bite, the light flavor of the cake and the sweet-tart frosting melting together in his mouth, heavenly-</p><p>Beside him, Natasha’s elbow twitches and brushes lightly into his. If it were anyone else Bruce wouldn’t even have noticed, but for her that’s practically jumping a foot in the air. So Bruce drags himself back from Cake'halla to see what startled her.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/28893036" target="_blank">Read More →</a><br/><small><a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></small></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>It’s that old tap-on-the-farther-shoulder trick, and Thor is not going to fall for it.<br/></p><blockquote><p>Thor is happy for Loki, and so so proud of him, to be slowly coming in to his Jotunn natures. He has not yet seen fit to show Thor his skin, but Thor is carefully concealing his eagerness for it lest he be mistaken for impatient. But sometimes in the night, Thor will wake to an unnatural frost crawling over the bedroom windowpane, or he’ll find a rather unflattering ice sculpture of himself in the freezer when he goes looking for ice cream after a dinner away.</p><p>The difference is the most stark in Loki himself. It’s almost like having his old brother back, but better. Loki of old would copycat Thor sometimes - trying to fit into shoes, Thor knows now, that simply would never fit. He had wielded his cleverness as a weapon even against friends, and frequently lost hold of his temper or else fell into a long quiet sadness during which he would hide away in the darkest corners of the palace. Loki now of course still has his moments of rage or heartbreak, but they grow more brief and less frequent every day.</p><p>So, really. Thor couldn’t be happier for him.</p><p>He just wishes, sometimes, that Loki might’ve found a new test subject by now.</p><p>The snowball that hits Thor square between the shoulders is over-large and hard packed. When it hits him, soft coat over firm armor, it explodes and sends snow and rocks up over the back of his neck and under his collar. Thor stops walking, but he does not turn around to find the culprit. Loki is one step <i>ahead </i>of him.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/28416309" target="_blank"><b>Keep Reading →</b></a><br/><a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/640957289903292416/fair-weather-friends-bruce-avengers-team" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>The Avengers hear an altercation between the brothers at Thor’s birthday party.<br/></p><blockquote><p>Bruce is making love to his <i>n</i>th slice of layered birthday cake. It’s been a rare privilege to discover that most extraterrestrial food is surprisingly inoffensive to a human palate, but Bruce has missed earth food more than almost anything. Tony’s number one priority being a cheeseburger after enduring an extended assassination attempt makes a lot more sense now, and Bruce had already gotten the gist of it back then.</p><p>The cake is moist and fluffy, gluten free but you’d never guess it from the texture. The frosting is blueberry flavored and the top layer is dusted liberally with silver sprinkles. Bruce thinks he could have eaten the whole fourteen inches of it by himself if he’d been given the chance. He closes his eyes to savor a bite, the light flavor of the cake and the sweet-tart frosting melting together in his mouth, heavenly-</p><p>Beside him, Natasha’s elbow twitches and brushes lightly into his. If it were anyone else Bruce wouldn’t even have noticed, but for her that’s practically jumping a foot in the air. So Bruce drags himself back from Cake'halla to see what startled her.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/28893036" target="_blank">Read More →</a><br/><small><a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></small></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/640957289903292416/fair-weather-friends-bruce-avengers-team" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>The Avengers hear an altercation between the brothers at Thor’s birthday party.<br/></p><blockquote><p>Bruce is making love to his <i>n</i>th slice of layered birthday cake. It’s been a rare privilege to discover that most extraterrestrial food is surprisingly inoffensive to a human palate, but Bruce has missed earth food more than almost anything. Tony’s number one priority being a cheeseburger after enduring an extended assassination attempt makes a lot more sense now, and Bruce had already gotten the gist of it back then.</p><p>The cake is moist and fluffy, gluten free but you’d never guess it from the texture. The frosting is blueberry flavored and the top layer is dusted liberally with silver sprinkles. Bruce thinks he could have eaten the whole fourteen inches of it by himself if he’d been given the chance. He closes his eyes to savor a bite, the light flavor of the cake and the sweet-tart frosting melting together in his mouth, heavenly-</p><p>Beside him, Natasha’s elbow twitches and brushes lightly into his. If it were anyone else Bruce wouldn’t even have noticed, but for her that’s practically jumping a foot in the air. So Bruce drags himself back from Cake'halla to see what startled her.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/28893036" target="_blank">Read More →</a><br/><small><a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></small></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/640957289903292416/fair-weather-friends-bruce-avengers-team" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>The Avengers hear an altercation between the brothers at Thor’s birthday party.<br/></p><blockquote><p>Bruce is making love to his <i>n</i>th slice of layered birthday cake. It’s been a rare privilege to discover that most extraterrestrial food is surprisingly inoffensive to a human palate, but Bruce has missed earth food more than almost anything. Tony’s number one priority being a cheeseburger after enduring an extended assassination attempt makes a lot more sense now, and Bruce had already gotten the gist of it back then.</p><p>The cake is moist and fluffy, gluten free but you’d never guess it from the texture. The frosting is blueberry flavored and the top layer is dusted liberally with silver sprinkles. Bruce thinks he could have eaten the whole fourteen inches of it by himself if he’d been given the chance. He closes his eyes to savor a bite, the light flavor of the cake and the sweet-tart frosting melting together in his mouth, heavenly-</p><p>Beside him, Natasha’s elbow twitches and brushes lightly into his. If it were anyone else Bruce wouldn’t even have noticed, but for her that’s practically jumping a foot in the air. So Bruce drags himself back from Cake'halla to see what startled her.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/28893036" target="_blank">Read More →</a><br/><small><a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></small></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/640957289903292416/fair-weather-friends-bruce-avengers-team" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>The Avengers hear an altercation between the brothers at Thor’s birthday party.<br/></p><blockquote><p>Bruce is making love to his <i>n</i>th slice of layered birthday cake. It’s been a rare privilege to discover that most extraterrestrial food is surprisingly inoffensive to a human palate, but Bruce has missed earth food more than almost anything. Tony’s number one priority being a cheeseburger after enduring an extended assassination attempt makes a lot more sense now, and Bruce had already gotten the gist of it back then.</p><p>The cake is moist and fluffy, gluten free but you’d never guess it from the texture. The frosting is blueberry flavored and the top layer is dusted liberally with silver sprinkles. Bruce thinks he could have eaten the whole fourteen inches of it by himself if he’d been given the chance. He closes his eyes to savor a bite, the light flavor of the cake and the sweet-tart frosting melting together in his mouth, heavenly-</p><p>Beside him, Natasha’s elbow twitches and brushes lightly into his. If it were anyone else Bruce wouldn’t even have noticed, but for her that’s practically jumping a foot in the air. So Bruce drags himself back from Cake'halla to see what startled her.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/28893036" target="_blank">Read More →</a><br/><small><a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></small></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/638882482504220672/and-many-more-loki-thor-snowball-fight" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>It’s that old tap-on-the-farther-shoulder trick, and Thor is not going to fall for it.<br/></p><blockquote><p>Thor is happy for Loki, and so so proud of him, to be slowly coming in to his Jotunn natures. He has not yet seen fit to show Thor his skin, but Thor is carefully concealing his eagerness for it lest he be mistaken for impatient. But sometimes in the night, Thor will wake to an unnatural frost crawling over the bedroom windowpane, or he’ll find a rather unflattering ice sculpture of himself in the freezer when he goes looking for ice cream after a dinner away.</p><p>The difference is the most stark in Loki himself. It’s almost like having his old brother back, but better. Loki of old would copycat Thor sometimes - trying to fit into shoes, Thor knows now, that simply would never fit. He had wielded his cleverness as a weapon even against friends, and frequently lost hold of his temper or else fell into a long quiet sadness during which he would hide away in the darkest corners of the palace. Loki now of course still has his moments of rage or heartbreak, but they grow more brief and less frequent every day.</p><p>So, really. Thor couldn’t be happier for him.</p><p>He just wishes, sometimes, that Loki might’ve found a new test subject by now.</p><p>The snowball that hits Thor square between the shoulders is over-large and hard packed. When it hits him, soft coat over firm armor, it explodes and sends snow and rocks up over the back of his neck and under his collar. Thor stops walking, but he does not turn around to find the culprit. Loki is one step <i>ahead </i>of him.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/28416309" target="_blank"><b>Keep Reading →</b></a><br/><a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/638175738621722624/the-secret-ingredient-taako-lucretia-native" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p>Taako doesn’t even remember what he’s doing on the moon in the middle of the night, has no idea what made up errand he’d sent himself on so that he could come up here and skulk around in the bittersweet memories, because when he swipes his fantasy key card and comes into the Horny Boys’ dorm suite he’s greeted by the smell of burning flour and the sting of smoke in his eyes. Someone is cooking badly in here.</p><p>Taako picks his way past the covered furniture towards the kitchen, saving his potential quips up to be deployed depending on who’s in there. All of the lights are on above the breakfast bar, the counters messy, but whoever is in here is either wallowing in pity on the floor or dead because Taako can’t see them. Finally, he comes around the corner and can behold the whole scene.</p><p>He recognizes the recipe before anything else, despite the travesty that has been made of it. Faerun doesn’t have exactly the same fruits and roots that Tuscon had, but Taako knows all of their closest equivalents by heart. It’s a cake that’s been attempted here. A very specific cake, one that Auntie used to make for Taako and Lup for their birthday and holidays, and sometimes when they were ‘sick’ and had to stay home from school. On the Starblaster, Taako and Lup had been sure to make it for each other at least once a cycle. Not on their birthday anymore, then, because birthdays had quickly lost all meaning, but for other things. If someone had died or someone had survived or someone got sick or got better or one of them made a friend or lost one, or if nothing in particular happened at all which in those days was the most special occasion of all.</p><p>Taako remembers, vividly, teaching the recipe to Lucretia. She didn’t ask, and Taako can’t remember now what made him do it, what made him pick her. It just felt right, at the time, he supposes, or maybe he’d meant it as a message. He’d made her promise not to write it down. It was just for them, he’d said. Just for family.</p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/28232829" target="_blank">Keep Reading</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/638882482504220672/and-many-more-loki-thor-snowball-fight" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>It’s that old tap-on-the-farther-shoulder trick, and Thor is not going to fall for it.<br/></p><blockquote><p>Thor is happy for Loki, and so so proud of him, to be slowly coming in to his Jotunn natures. He has not yet seen fit to show Thor his skin, but Thor is carefully concealing his eagerness for it lest he be mistaken for impatient. But sometimes in the night, Thor will wake to an unnatural frost crawling over the bedroom windowpane, or he’ll find a rather unflattering ice sculpture of himself in the freezer when he goes looking for ice cream after a dinner away.</p><p>The difference is the most stark in Loki himself. It’s almost like having his old brother back, but better. Loki of old would copycat Thor sometimes - trying to fit into shoes, Thor knows now, that simply would never fit. He had wielded his cleverness as a weapon even against friends, and frequently lost hold of his temper or else fell into a long quiet sadness during which he would hide away in the darkest corners of the palace. Loki now of course still has his moments of rage or heartbreak, but they grow more brief and less frequent every day.</p><p>So, really. Thor couldn’t be happier for him.</p><p>He just wishes, sometimes, that Loki might’ve found a new test subject by now.</p><p>The snowball that hits Thor square between the shoulders is over-large and hard packed. When it hits him, soft coat over firm armor, it explodes and sends snow and rocks up over the back of his neck and under his collar. Thor stops walking, but he does not turn around to find the culprit. Loki is one step <i>ahead </i>of him.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/28416309" target="_blank"><b>Keep Reading →</b></a><br/><a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/638882482504220672/and-many-more-loki-thor-snowball-fight" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>It’s that old tap-on-the-farther-shoulder trick, and Thor is not going to fall for it.<br/></p><blockquote><p>Thor is happy for Loki, and so so proud of him, to be slowly coming in to his Jotunn natures. He has not yet seen fit to show Thor his skin, but Thor is carefully concealing his eagerness for it lest he be mistaken for impatient. But sometimes in the night, Thor will wake to an unnatural frost crawling over the bedroom windowpane, or he’ll find a rather unflattering ice sculpture of himself in the freezer when he goes looking for ice cream after a dinner away.</p><p>The difference is the most stark in Loki himself. It’s almost like having his old brother back, but better. Loki of old would copycat Thor sometimes - trying to fit into shoes, Thor knows now, that simply would never fit. He had wielded his cleverness as a weapon even against friends, and frequently lost hold of his temper or else fell into a long quiet sadness during which he would hide away in the darkest corners of the palace. Loki now of course still has his moments of rage or heartbreak, but they grow more brief and less frequent every day.</p><p>So, really. Thor couldn’t be happier for him.</p><p>He just wishes, sometimes, that Loki might’ve found a new test subject by now.</p><p>The snowball that hits Thor square between the shoulders is over-large and hard packed. When it hits him, soft coat over firm armor, it explodes and sends snow and rocks up over the back of his neck and under his collar. Thor stops walking, but he does not turn around to find the culprit. Loki is one step <i>ahead </i>of him.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/28416309" target="_blank"><b>Keep Reading →</b></a><br/><a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/640957289903292416/fair-weather-friends-bruce-avengers-team" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>The Avengers hear an altercation between the brothers at Thor’s birthday party.<br/></p><blockquote><p>Bruce is making love to his <i>n</i>th slice of layered birthday cake. It’s been a rare privilege to discover that most extraterrestrial food is surprisingly inoffensive to a human palate, but Bruce has missed earth food more than almost anything. Tony’s number one priority being a cheeseburger after enduring an extended assassination attempt makes a lot more sense now, and Bruce had already gotten the gist of it back then.</p><p>The cake is moist and fluffy, gluten free but you’d never guess it from the texture. The frosting is blueberry flavored and the top layer is dusted liberally with silver sprinkles. Bruce thinks he could have eaten the whole fourteen inches of it by himself if he’d been given the chance. He closes his eyes to savor a bite, the light flavor of the cake and the sweet-tart frosting melting together in his mouth, heavenly-</p><p>Beside him, Natasha’s elbow twitches and brushes lightly into his. If it were anyone else Bruce wouldn’t even have noticed, but for her that’s practically jumping a foot in the air. So Bruce drags himself back from Cake'halla to see what startled her.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/28893036" target="_blank">Read More →</a><br/><small><a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></small></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/640957289903292416/fair-weather-friends-bruce-avengers-team" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>The Avengers hear an altercation between the brothers at Thor’s birthday party.<br/></p><blockquote><p>Bruce is making love to his <i>n</i>th slice of layered birthday cake. It’s been a rare privilege to discover that most extraterrestrial food is surprisingly inoffensive to a human palate, but Bruce has missed earth food more than almost anything. Tony’s number one priority being a cheeseburger after enduring an extended assassination attempt makes a lot more sense now, and Bruce had already gotten the gist of it back then.</p><p>The cake is moist and fluffy, gluten free but you’d never guess it from the texture. The frosting is blueberry flavored and the top layer is dusted liberally with silver sprinkles. Bruce thinks he could have eaten the whole fourteen inches of it by himself if he’d been given the chance. He closes his eyes to savor a bite, the light flavor of the cake and the sweet-tart frosting melting together in his mouth, heavenly-</p><p>Beside him, Natasha’s elbow twitches and brushes lightly into his. If it were anyone else Bruce wouldn’t even have noticed, but for her that’s practically jumping a foot in the air. So Bruce drags himself back from Cake'halla to see what startled her.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/28893036" target="_blank">Read More →</a><br/><small><a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></small></p></blockquote>
Fair Weather, Friends: Bruce & Avengers Team + Loki & Thor
https://archiveofourown.org/works/28893036
Body: 
Tags: 

Post id: 641779390315970560
Date: 2021-01-30 23:15:21 GMT
Post url: https://calicojackofficial.tumblr.com/post/641779390315970560/fair-weather-friends-bruce-avengers-team
Slug: fair-weather-friends-bruce-avengers-team
Reblog key: iiYFeioS
Reblog url: https://calicojackofficial.tumblr.com/post/641686513110990848/fair-weather-friends-bruce-avengers-team
Reblog name: calicojackofficial
Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/640957289903292416/fair-weather-friends-bruce-avengers-team" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>The Avengers hear an altercation between the brothers at Thor’s birthday party.<br/></p><blockquote><p>Bruce is making love to his <i>n</i>th slice of layered birthday cake. It’s been a rare privilege to discover that most extraterrestrial food is surprisingly inoffensive to a human palate, but Bruce has missed earth food more than almost anything. Tony’s number one priority being a cheeseburger after enduring an extended assassination attempt makes a lot more sense now, and Bruce had already gotten the gist of it back then.</p><p>The cake is moist and fluffy, gluten free but you’d never guess it from the texture. The frosting is blueberry flavored and the top layer is dusted liberally with silver sprinkles. Bruce thinks he could have eaten the whole fourteen inches of it by himself if he’d been given the chance. He closes his eyes to savor a bite, the light flavor of the cake and the sweet-tart frosting melting together in his mouth, heavenly-</p><p>Beside him, Natasha’s elbow twitches and brushes lightly into his. If it were anyone else Bruce wouldn’t even have noticed, but for her that’s practically jumping a foot in the air. So Bruce drags himself back from Cake'halla to see what startled her.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/28893036" target="_blank">Read More →</a><br/><small><a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></small></p></blockquote>
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replaceable! In fact, I was <i>looking forward</i> to finding out who would replace her, and what directions they would take the show in!</p><p><i>Eden Robinson, the author of the book series, was in full support of the show continuing!</i></p><p>It is bullshit that all the brilliant cast and crew members are being punished for Latimer’s lies.</p><p>And as for CBC bragging about other potential Indigenous projects in the works… yeah, sure can’t fucking wait for a single season of those only to be cancelled and left on a depressing/traumatic note to never find resolution. (//sarcasm) First <i>Anne With an E</i> and now <i>Trickster</i>… I sure am seeing a pattern forming.</p></blockquote>
<p><a href="https://twitter.com/kdeveryjacobs/status/1355234035916808194?s=20" target="_blank">Sharing this here cause Kawennáhere Devery Jacobs says it damn well better than I tried to:</a></p><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="1435" data-orig-width="748"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/a1c682b0eb9ef5459841452d39d51602/cae440327032da99-08/s540x810/2fed77c24385f2c054af49976d1eed005117614f.png" data-orig-height="1435" data-orig-width="748"/></figure></blockquote>
CBC cancels Trickster after one season - NOW Magazine
https://nowtoronto.com/movies/cbc-cancels-trickster-after-one-season
Body: 
Tags: what the WHOLE fuck :(

Post id: 641686513110990848
Date: 2021-01-29 22:39:06 GMT
Post url: https://calicojackofficial.tumblr.com/post/641686513110990848/fair-weather-friends-bruce-avengers-team
Slug: fair-weather-friends-bruce-avengers-team
Reblog key: iiYFeioS
Reblog url: https://calicojackofficial.tumblr.com/post/641649223288455168/fair-weather-friends-bruce-avengers-team
Reblog name: calicojackofficial
Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/640957289903292416/fair-weather-friends-bruce-avengers-team" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>The Avengers hear an altercation between the brothers at Thor’s birthday party.<br/></p><blockquote><p>Bruce is making love to his <i>n</i>th slice of layered birthday cake. It’s been a rare privilege to discover that most extraterrestrial food is surprisingly inoffensive to a human palate, but Bruce has missed earth food more than almost anything. Tony’s number one priority being a cheeseburger after enduring an extended assassination attempt makes a lot more sense now, and Bruce had already gotten the gist of it back then.</p><p>The cake is moist and fluffy, gluten free but you’d never guess it from the texture. The frosting is blueberry flavored and the top layer is dusted liberally with silver sprinkles. Bruce thinks he could have eaten the whole fourteen inches of it by himself if he’d been given the chance. He closes his eyes to savor a bite, the light flavor of the cake and the sweet-tart frosting melting together in his mouth, heavenly-</p><p>Beside him, Natasha’s elbow twitches and brushes lightly into his. If it were anyone else Bruce wouldn’t even have noticed, but for her that’s practically jumping a foot in the air. So Bruce drags himself back from Cake'halla to see what startled her.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/28893036" target="_blank">Read More →</a><br/><small><a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></small></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/638882482504220672/and-many-more-loki-thor-snowball-fight" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>It’s that old tap-on-the-farther-shoulder trick, and Thor is not going to fall for it.<br/></p><blockquote><p>Thor is happy for Loki, and so so proud of him, to be slowly coming in to his Jotunn natures. He has not yet seen fit to show Thor his skin, but Thor is carefully concealing his eagerness for it lest he be mistaken for impatient. But sometimes in the night, Thor will wake to an unnatural frost crawling over the bedroom windowpane, or he’ll find a rather unflattering ice sculpture of himself in the freezer when he goes looking for ice cream after a dinner away.</p><p>The difference is the most stark in Loki himself. It’s almost like having his old brother back, but better. Loki of old would copycat Thor sometimes - trying to fit into shoes, Thor knows now, that simply would never fit. He had wielded his cleverness as a weapon even against friends, and frequently lost hold of his temper or else fell into a long quiet sadness during which he would hide away in the darkest corners of the palace. Loki now of course still has his moments of rage or heartbreak, but they grow more brief and less frequent every day.</p><p>So, really. Thor couldn’t be happier for him.</p><p>He just wishes, sometimes, that Loki might’ve found a new test subject by now.</p><p>The snowball that hits Thor square between the shoulders is over-large and hard packed. When it hits him, soft coat over firm armor, it explodes and sends snow and rocks up over the back of his neck and under his collar. Thor stops walking, but he does not turn around to find the culprit. Loki is one step <i>ahead </i>of him.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/28416309" target="_blank"><b>Keep Reading →</b></a><br/><a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>It’s that old tap-on-the-farther-shoulder trick, and Thor is not going to fall for it.<br/></p><blockquote><p>Thor is happy for Loki, and so so proud of him, to be slowly coming in to his Jotunn natures. He has not yet seen fit to show Thor his skin, but Thor is carefully concealing his eagerness for it lest he be mistaken for impatient. But sometimes in the night, Thor will wake to an unnatural frost crawling over the bedroom windowpane, or he’ll find a rather unflattering ice sculpture of himself in the freezer when he goes looking for ice cream after a dinner away.</p><p>The difference is the most stark in Loki himself. It’s almost like having his old brother back, but better. Loki of old would copycat Thor sometimes - trying to fit into shoes, Thor knows now, that simply would never fit. He had wielded his cleverness as a weapon even against friends, and frequently lost hold of his temper or else fell into a long quiet sadness during which he would hide away in the darkest corners of the palace. Loki now of course still has his moments of rage or heartbreak, but they grow more brief and less frequent every day.</p><p>So, really. Thor couldn’t be happier for him.</p><p>He just wishes, sometimes, that Loki might’ve found a new test subject by now.</p><p>The snowball that hits Thor square between the shoulders is over-large and hard packed. When it hits him, soft coat over firm armor, it explodes and sends snow and rocks up over the back of his neck and under his collar. Thor stops walking, but he does not turn around to find the culprit. Loki is one step <i>ahead </i>of him.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/28416309" target="_blank"><b>Keep Reading →</b></a><br/><a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>The Avengers hear an altercation between the brothers at Thor’s birthday party.<br/></p><blockquote><p>Bruce is making love to his <i>n</i>th slice of layered birthday cake. It’s been a rare privilege to discover that most extraterrestrial food is surprisingly inoffensive to a human palate, but Bruce has missed earth food more than almost anything. Tony’s number one priority being a cheeseburger after enduring an extended assassination attempt makes a lot more sense now, and Bruce had already gotten the gist of it back then.</p><p>The cake is moist and fluffy, gluten free but you’d never guess it from the texture. The frosting is blueberry flavored and the top layer is dusted liberally with silver sprinkles. Bruce thinks he could have eaten the whole fourteen inches of it by himself if he’d been given the chance. He closes his eyes to savor a bite, the light flavor of the cake and the sweet-tart frosting melting together in his mouth, heavenly-</p><p>Beside him, Natasha’s elbow twitches and brushes lightly into his. If it were anyone else Bruce wouldn’t even have noticed, but for her that’s practically jumping a foot in the air. So Bruce drags himself back from Cake'halla to see what startled her.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/28893036" target="_blank">Read More →</a><br/><small><a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></small></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/640957289903292416/fair-weather-friends-bruce-avengers-team" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>The Avengers hear an altercation between the brothers at Thor’s birthday party.<br/></p><blockquote><p>Bruce is making love to his <i>n</i>th slice of layered birthday cake. It’s been a rare privilege to discover that most extraterrestrial food is surprisingly inoffensive to a human palate, but Bruce has missed earth food more than almost anything. Tony’s number one priority being a cheeseburger after enduring an extended assassination attempt makes a lot more sense now, and Bruce had already gotten the gist of it back then.</p><p>The cake is moist and fluffy, gluten free but you’d never guess it from the texture. The frosting is blueberry flavored and the top layer is dusted liberally with silver sprinkles. Bruce thinks he could have eaten the whole fourteen inches of it by himself if he’d been given the chance. He closes his eyes to savor a bite, the light flavor of the cake and the sweet-tart frosting melting together in his mouth, heavenly-</p><p>Beside him, Natasha’s elbow twitches and brushes lightly into his. If it were anyone else Bruce wouldn’t even have noticed, but for her that’s practically jumping a foot in the air. So Bruce drags himself back from Cake'halla to see what startled her.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/28893036" target="_blank">Read More →</a><br/><small><a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></small></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/638175738621722624/the-secret-ingredient-taako-lucretia-native" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p>Taako doesn’t even remember what he’s doing on the moon in the middle of the night, has no idea what made up errand he’d sent himself on so that he could come up here and skulk around in the bittersweet memories, because when he swipes his fantasy key card and comes into the Horny Boys’ dorm suite he’s greeted by the smell of burning flour and the sting of smoke in his eyes. Someone is cooking badly in here.</p><p>Taako picks his way past the covered furniture towards the kitchen, saving his potential quips up to be deployed depending on who’s in there. All of the lights are on above the breakfast bar, the counters messy, but whoever is in here is either wallowing in pity on the floor or dead because Taako can’t see them. Finally, he comes around the corner and can behold the whole scene.</p><p>He recognizes the recipe before anything else, despite the travesty that has been made of it. Faerun doesn’t have exactly the same fruits and roots that Tuscon had, but Taako knows all of their closest equivalents by heart. It’s a cake that’s been attempted here. A very specific cake, one that Auntie used to make for Taako and Lup for their birthday and holidays, and sometimes when they were ‘sick’ and had to stay home from school. On the Starblaster, Taako and Lup had been sure to make it for each other at least once a cycle. Not on their birthday anymore, then, because birthdays had quickly lost all meaning, but for other things. If someone had died or someone had survived or someone got sick or got better or one of them made a friend or lost one, or if nothing in particular happened at all which in those days was the most special occasion of all.</p><p>Taako remembers, vividly, teaching the recipe to Lucretia. She didn’t ask, and Taako can’t remember now what made him do it, what made him pick her. It just felt right, at the time, he supposes, or maybe he’d meant it as a message. He’d made her promise not to write it down. It was just for them, he’d said. Just for family.</p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/28232829" target="_blank">Keep Reading</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p>Taako doesn’t even remember what he’s doing on the moon in the middle of the night, has no idea what made up errand he’d sent himself on so that he could come up here and skulk around in the bittersweet memories, because when he swipes his fantasy key card and comes into the Horny Boys’ dorm suite he’s greeted by the smell of burning flour and the sting of smoke in his eyes. Someone is cooking badly in here.</p><p>Taako picks his way past the covered furniture towards the kitchen, saving his potential quips up to be deployed depending on who’s in there. All of the lights are on above the breakfast bar, the counters messy, but whoever is in here is either wallowing in pity on the floor or dead because Taako can’t see them. Finally, he comes around the corner and can behold the whole scene.</p><p>He recognizes the recipe before anything else, despite the travesty that has been made of it. Faerun doesn’t have exactly the same fruits and roots that Tuscon had, but Taako knows all of their closest equivalents by heart. It’s a cake that’s been attempted here. A very specific cake, one that Auntie used to make for Taako and Lup for their birthday and holidays, and sometimes when they were ‘sick’ and had to stay home from school. On the Starblaster, Taako and Lup had been sure to make it for each other at least once a cycle. Not on their birthday anymore, then, because birthdays had quickly lost all meaning, but for other things. If someone had died or someone had survived or someone got sick or got better or one of them made a friend or lost one, or if nothing in particular happened at all which in those days was the most special occasion of all.</p><p>Taako remembers, vividly, teaching the recipe to Lucretia. She didn’t ask, and Taako can’t remember now what made him do it, what made him pick her. It just felt right, at the time, he supposes, or maybe he’d meant it as a message. He’d made her promise not to write it down. It was just for them, he’d said. Just for family.</p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/28232829" target="_blank">Keep Reading</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://makemadej.tumblr.com/post/641338444407291904/like-wildfire" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">makemadej</a>:</p><blockquote><p>Chapters: 3/3<br/>Fandom: <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/tags/Watcher%20Entertainment%20RPF" target="_blank">Watcher Entertainment RPF</a><br/>Rating: Explicit<br/>Warnings: No Archive Warnings Apply<br/>Relationships: Ryan Bergara/Shane Madej<br/>Additional Tags: Fake/Pretend Relationship, Drunken Shenanigans, Recreational Drug Use, Drunk Sex, Belly Kink, medical kink but make it absolutely ridiculous<br/>Summary: </p><p>“Is this gonna be a thing with you?” Ryan demands. “You can’t keep committing to stuff that no one else knows about! When people online say they want you to be more open and vulnerable, this is not what they mean.”</p>
<p>“I know!” Shane wails. “I fucked up.”</p>
<p>“Again,” Ryan points out, which is true but really not necessary.</p>

<p>(Or: the one where Shane accidentally tells Ryan’s mom they’re a couple and they commit to the bit)</p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/640957289903292416/fair-weather-friends-bruce-avengers-team" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>The Avengers hear an altercation between the brothers at Thor’s birthday party.<br/></p><blockquote><p>Bruce is making love to his <i>n</i>th slice of layered birthday cake. It’s been a rare privilege to discover that most extraterrestrial food is surprisingly inoffensive to a human palate, but Bruce has missed earth food more than almost anything. Tony’s number one priority being a cheeseburger after enduring an extended assassination attempt makes a lot more sense now, and Bruce had already gotten the gist of it back then.</p><p>The cake is moist and fluffy, gluten free but you’d never guess it from the texture. The frosting is blueberry flavored and the top layer is dusted liberally with silver sprinkles. Bruce thinks he could have eaten the whole fourteen inches of it by himself if he’d been given the chance. He closes his eyes to savor a bite, the light flavor of the cake and the sweet-tart frosting melting together in his mouth, heavenly-</p><p>Beside him, Natasha’s elbow twitches and brushes lightly into his. If it were anyone else Bruce wouldn’t even have noticed, but for her that’s practically jumping a foot in the air. So Bruce drags himself back from Cake'halla to see what startled her.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/28893036" target="_blank">Read More →</a><br/><small><a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></small></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://makemadej.tumblr.com/post/641338444407291904/like-wildfire" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">makemadej</a>:</p><blockquote><p>Chapters: 3/3<br/>Fandom: <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/tags/Watcher%20Entertainment%20RPF" target="_blank">Watcher Entertainment RPF</a><br/>Rating: Explicit<br/>Warnings: No Archive Warnings Apply<br/>Relationships: Ryan Bergara/Shane Madej<br/>Additional Tags: Fake/Pretend Relationship, Drunken Shenanigans, Recreational Drug Use, Drunk Sex, Belly Kink, medical kink but make it absolutely ridiculous<br/>Summary: </p><p>“Is this gonna be a thing with you?” Ryan demands. “You can’t keep committing to stuff that no one else knows about! When people online say they want you to be more open and vulnerable, this is not what they mean.”</p>
<p>“I know!” Shane wails. “I fucked up.”</p>
<p>“Again,” Ryan points out, which is true but really not necessary.</p>

<p>(Or: the one where Shane accidentally tells Ryan’s mom they’re a couple and they commit to the bit)</p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/638882482504220672/and-many-more-loki-thor-snowball-fight" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>It’s that old tap-on-the-farther-shoulder trick, and Thor is not going to fall for it.<br/></p><blockquote><p>Thor is happy for Loki, and so so proud of him, to be slowly coming in to his Jotunn natures. He has not yet seen fit to show Thor his skin, but Thor is carefully concealing his eagerness for it lest he be mistaken for impatient. But sometimes in the night, Thor will wake to an unnatural frost crawling over the bedroom windowpane, or he’ll find a rather unflattering ice sculpture of himself in the freezer when he goes looking for ice cream after a dinner away.</p><p>The difference is the most stark in Loki himself. It’s almost like having his old brother back, but better. Loki of old would copycat Thor sometimes - trying to fit into shoes, Thor knows now, that simply would never fit. He had wielded his cleverness as a weapon even against friends, and frequently lost hold of his temper or else fell into a long quiet sadness during which he would hide away in the darkest corners of the palace. Loki now of course still has his moments of rage or heartbreak, but they grow more brief and less frequent every day.</p><p>So, really. Thor couldn’t be happier for him.</p><p>He just wishes, sometimes, that Loki might’ve found a new test subject by now.</p><p>The snowball that hits Thor square between the shoulders is over-large and hard packed. When it hits him, soft coat over firm armor, it explodes and sends snow and rocks up over the back of his neck and under his collar. Thor stops walking, but he does not turn around to find the culprit. Loki is one step <i>ahead </i>of him.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/28416309" target="_blank"><b>Keep Reading →</b></a><br/><a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/638882482504220672/and-many-more-loki-thor-snowball-fight" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>It’s that old tap-on-the-farther-shoulder trick, and Thor is not going to fall for it.<br/></p><blockquote><p>Thor is happy for Loki, and so so proud of him, to be slowly coming in to his Jotunn natures. He has not yet seen fit to show Thor his skin, but Thor is carefully concealing his eagerness for it lest he be mistaken for impatient. But sometimes in the night, Thor will wake to an unnatural frost crawling over the bedroom windowpane, or he’ll find a rather unflattering ice sculpture of himself in the freezer when he goes looking for ice cream after a dinner away.</p><p>The difference is the most stark in Loki himself. It’s almost like having his old brother back, but better. Loki of old would copycat Thor sometimes - trying to fit into shoes, Thor knows now, that simply would never fit. He had wielded his cleverness as a weapon even against friends, and frequently lost hold of his temper or else fell into a long quiet sadness during which he would hide away in the darkest corners of the palace. Loki now of course still has his moments of rage or heartbreak, but they grow more brief and less frequent every day.</p><p>So, really. Thor couldn’t be happier for him.</p><p>He just wishes, sometimes, that Loki might’ve found a new test subject by now.</p><p>The snowball that hits Thor square between the shoulders is over-large and hard packed. When it hits him, soft coat over firm armor, it explodes and sends snow and rocks up over the back of his neck and under his collar. Thor stops walking, but he does not turn around to find the culprit. Loki is one step <i>ahead </i>of him.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/28416309" target="_blank"><b>Keep Reading →</b></a><br/><a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/628953076663025665/break-out-performance-ryanshanesara" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Sara remembers exactly what it feels like to be desperately in love with her best friend and to not realize it until too late. She’s not going to let her boyfriends go through that.<br/></p><blockquote><p>Sara wouldn’t necessarily say she knows Shane and Ryan better than they know themselves, just because that’s kind of belittling and not really her style. That being said, Sara does have a… unique perspective - on the two of them, specifically, and on the world they are all living in, generally. Sara has known them both for half a dozen years, been dating one of them for five, and the other for soon to be two. She can navigate all of their quirks by habit and she knows all the trivia of their lives without her.</p><p>Sara knows that Ryan has been in love with almost every single one of his girlfriends, just as she knows that Shane’s heart is a little more selective. She knows that Ryan had sex for the first time in his junior year of high school with his steady girlfriend and that they stayed together after that until well past graduation. She knows that Shane had sex for the first time as a college freshman in his stinky dorm room with an older woman that he’d met less than a week before and was just friends with after with no regrets. She knows that despite what those experiences might imply, Ryan is vastly more sexually adventurous than Shane - if only because he happens to have a wilder imagination.</p><p>Sara knows that Ryan loves roller coasters and Shane really, really doesn’t. She knows that Ryan thinks mint chip ice cream is an abomination, that Shane’s favorite flavor is Neapolitan. She knows how both of them take their coffee, what each of them likes for breakfast on a lazy weekend morning. She knows which side of the bed they each prefer to sleep on, how hot they take their showers, what their hangovers are like. She knows their clothing sizes and all of their important dates to remember (or at least, she has those written down… somewhere). She knows their types - in movies, in shows, in fictional characters, celebrities, women.</p><p>Except, no, not women, because Sara knows, actually, Shane’s and Ryan’s types in <i>people</i>.</p><p>Neither of them has ever been with another man (or anyone of any other gender), never considered asking any non-woman person out on a date. This is another thing that Sara knows about them both. But then again, Sara herself has only been with another woman once and only for one night and not exactly stone cold sober, and she’ll probably never be with a woman again, because she’s with Shane and Ryan now and that’s really shaping up to be that. But that doesn’t make her straight.</p><p>It’s like she said. She has a unique perspective.</p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/26404729" target="_blank">Read More →</a>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/620938119230963712/a-little-ocean-katara-zuko-nightmare" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>The full moon makes Katara feel strong. She keeps watch. The full moon makes Zuko feel weak. He has a nightmare.</p><blockquote><p>The full moon comes and Katara can’t sleep. Even sequestered away from the moonlight inside the Western Air Temple, the energy of it flows under her skin like white rapids. She’d be surprised that Aang can obviously sleep just fine, his soft snores sending up tiny whirlwinds, but no doubt he’s tired from firebending training with Zuko. Zuko, who no longer slinks away to his room alone at night ever since he and Sokka came back from their little field trip and Sokka wouldn’t stop fawning all over him until they both dropped where they sat. It seems like Katara is the only one left he hasn’t gotten to yet. It’s not that Katara isn’t grateful to have her father back. Of course she is. But one good deed can’t measure up to a lifetime of evil.</p><p>Dad is sleeping around the embers with them again tonight, along with Suki snuggled up to Sokka’s side, while the Fire Nation prisoner they had broken out had chosen a room for himself instead. Under the power of the moon Katara can feel the warmth of their blood; its quiet, contained flow through their bodies allows her to be aware of their presence more viscerally than she could have in the day, or on any other night.</p><p>She can feel the blood in Zuko’s body too, a little warmer than everyone else’s.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/628705607354089472/green-light-go-shanesararyan-discovery" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>It’s less momentous, figuring out that he’s into men too, than Shane would have expected if he’d ever thought it could happen to him. It’s no revelation or epiphany. It’s just Ryan.<br/></p></blockquote><p>Shane really thought he was straight. He really, really did. And the thing about thinking you’re straight, right, is that the way things are set up kind of lends itself to you never questioning it. Never questioning anything, in fact. So as a man who thinks he’s straight and has an easygoing long term relationship with one woman, Shane has sex like he’s straight too. He thinks about sex and love like he’s straight. Everything is clear-cut, has few steps and iterations, and it’s all just done the way it’s done, and that’s that. It’s not that he’s prudish or inexperienced, he’s not either. It’s just that he’s never quite had the tip-off to get creative. Tough to find interesting new answers when you don’t even know there are questions.</p><p>All that to say: the kinkiest Shane has ever really gotten is to do it with the lights on, or on the couch, or to let his partner sit on his face if she wants. Maybe a little gentle hair tugging here and there, a few light scratches down his back, the occasional sext. Doggie style, once.</p><p>Sara has a few fresh and funky things that she likes that Shane is perfectly happy to do for her, to her, to let her do to him. She likes to cover him in hickeys all over, and she likes for him to manhandle her and hold her a little too tight, and she likes to take pictures of him right after he’s come. And that stuff was a little bit like a sexy knock over the head at first, but it never really pushed the boundaries of what sex is like in Shane’s head.</p><p>Enter one Ryan Bergara.</p><blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/26359285" target="_blank">Read More ⟶</a></b></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/638882482504220672/and-many-more-loki-thor-snowball-fight" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>It’s that old tap-on-the-farther-shoulder trick, and Thor is not going to fall for it.<br/></p><blockquote><p>Thor is happy for Loki, and so so proud of him, to be slowly coming in to his Jotunn natures. He has not yet seen fit to show Thor his skin, but Thor is carefully concealing his eagerness for it lest he be mistaken for impatient. But sometimes in the night, Thor will wake to an unnatural frost crawling over the bedroom windowpane, or he’ll find a rather unflattering ice sculpture of himself in the freezer when he goes looking for ice cream after a dinner away.</p><p>The difference is the most stark in Loki himself. It’s almost like having his old brother back, but better. Loki of old would copycat Thor sometimes - trying to fit into shoes, Thor knows now, that simply would never fit. He had wielded his cleverness as a weapon even against friends, and frequently lost hold of his temper or else fell into a long quiet sadness during which he would hide away in the darkest corners of the palace. Loki now of course still has his moments of rage or heartbreak, but they grow more brief and less frequent every day.</p><p>So, really. Thor couldn’t be happier for him.</p><p>He just wishes, sometimes, that Loki might’ve found a new test subject by now.</p><p>The snowball that hits Thor square between the shoulders is over-large and hard packed. When it hits him, soft coat over firm armor, it explodes and sends snow and rocks up over the back of his neck and under his collar. Thor stops walking, but he does not turn around to find the culprit. Loki is one step <i>ahead </i>of him.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/28416309" target="_blank"><b>Keep Reading →</b></a><br/><a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/640957289903292416/fair-weather-friends-bruce-avengers-team" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>The Avengers hear an altercation between the brothers at Thor’s birthday party.<br/></p><blockquote><p>Bruce is making love to his <i>n</i>th slice of layered birthday cake. It’s been a rare privilege to discover that most extraterrestrial food is surprisingly inoffensive to a human palate, but Bruce has missed earth food more than almost anything. Tony’s number one priority being a cheeseburger after enduring an extended assassination attempt makes a lot more sense now, and Bruce had already gotten the gist of it back then.</p><p>The cake is moist and fluffy, gluten free but you’d never guess it from the texture. The frosting is blueberry flavored and the top layer is dusted liberally with silver sprinkles. Bruce thinks he could have eaten the whole fourteen inches of it by himself if he’d been given the chance. He closes his eyes to savor a bite, the light flavor of the cake and the sweet-tart frosting melting together in his mouth, heavenly-</p><p>Beside him, Natasha’s elbow twitches and brushes lightly into his. If it were anyone else Bruce wouldn’t even have noticed, but for her that’s practically jumping a foot in the air. So Bruce drags himself back from Cake'halla to see what startled her.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/28893036" target="_blank">Read More →</a><br/><small><a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></small></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><b>Summary:</b><br/>The Avengers hear an altercation between the brothers at Thor&rsquo;s birthday party.<br/></p><blockquote><p>Bruce is making love to his <i>n</i>th slice of layered birthday cake. It&rsquo;s been a rare privilege to discover that most extraterrestrial food is surprisingly inoffensive to a human palate, but Bruce has missed earth food more than almost anything. Tony&rsquo;s number one priority being a cheeseburger after enduring an extended assassination attempt makes a lot more sense now, and Bruce had already gotten the gist of it back then.</p><p>The cake is moist and fluffy, gluten free but you&rsquo;d never guess it from the texture. The frosting is blueberry flavored and the top layer is dusted liberally with silver sprinkles. Bruce thinks he could have eaten the whole fourteen inches of it by himself if he&rsquo;d been given the chance. He closes his eyes to savor a bite, the light flavor of the cake and the sweet-tart frosting melting together in his mouth, heavenly-</p><p>Beside him, Natasha&rsquo;s elbow twitches and brushes lightly into his. If it were anyone else Bruce wouldn&rsquo;t even have noticed, but for her that&rsquo;s practically jumping a foot in the air. So Bruce drags himself back from Cake'halla to see what startled her.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/28893036" target="_blank">Read More →</a><br/><small><a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></small></p>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/638882482504220672/and-many-more-loki-thor-snowball-fight" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>It’s that old tap-on-the-farther-shoulder trick, and Thor is not going to fall for it.<br/></p><blockquote><p>Thor is happy for Loki, and so so proud of him, to be slowly coming in to his Jotunn natures. He has not yet seen fit to show Thor his skin, but Thor is carefully concealing his eagerness for it lest he be mistaken for impatient. But sometimes in the night, Thor will wake to an unnatural frost crawling over the bedroom windowpane, or he’ll find a rather unflattering ice sculpture of himself in the freezer when he goes looking for ice cream after a dinner away.</p><p>The difference is the most stark in Loki himself. It’s almost like having his old brother back, but better. Loki of old would copycat Thor sometimes - trying to fit into shoes, Thor knows now, that simply would never fit. He had wielded his cleverness as a weapon even against friends, and frequently lost hold of his temper or else fell into a long quiet sadness during which he would hide away in the darkest corners of the palace. Loki now of course still has his moments of rage or heartbreak, but they grow more brief and less frequent every day.</p><p>So, really. Thor couldn’t be happier for him.</p><p>He just wishes, sometimes, that Loki might’ve found a new test subject by now.</p><p>The snowball that hits Thor square between the shoulders is over-large and hard packed. When it hits him, soft coat over firm armor, it explodes and sends snow and rocks up over the back of his neck and under his collar. Thor stops walking, but he does not turn around to find the culprit. Loki is one step <i>ahead </i>of him.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/28416309" target="_blank"><b>Keep Reading →</b></a><br/><a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p>Chapters: 2/3<br/>Fandom: <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/tags/Watcher%20Entertainment%20RPF" target="_blank">Watcher Entertainment RPF</a><br/>Rating: Explicit<br/>Warnings: No Archive Warnings Apply<br/>Relationships: Ryan Bergara/Shane Madej<br/>Additional Tags: Fake/Pretend Relationship, Drunken Shenanigans, Recreational Drug Use, Drunk Sex, Belly Kink, medical kink but make it absolutely ridiculous<br/>Summary: </p><p>“Is this gonna be a thing with you?” Ryan demands. “You can’t keep committing to stuff that no one else knows about! When people online say they want you to be more open and vulnerable, this is not what they mean.”</p>
<p>“I know!” Shane wails. “I fucked up.”</p>
<p>“Again,” Ryan points out, which is true but really not necessary.</p>

<p>(Or: the one where Shane accidentally tells Ryan’s mom they’re a couple and they commit to the bit)</p></blockquote>
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<blockquote>
<blockquote>
<p>Back in the 1960s, a Harvard graduate student made a landmark discovery about the nature of human anger.</p>
<p>At age 34, Jean Briggs traveled above the Arctic Circle and lived out on the tundra for 17 months. There were no roads, no heating systems, no grocery stores. Winter temperatures could easily dip below minus 40 degrees Fahrenheit.</p>
<p>Briggs persuaded an Inuit family to “adopt” her and “try to keep her alive,” as the anthropologist <a href="https://link.springer.com/article/10.1007%2FBF02805482" target="_blank">wrote </a>in 1970.</p>
<p>At the time, many Inuit families lived similar to the way their ancestors had for thousands of years. They built igloos in the winter and tents in the summer. “And we ate only what the animals provided, such as fish, seal and caribou,” says <a href="https://www.eagle-eye.com/Myna-Ishulutak" target="_blank">Myna Ishulutak</a>, a film producer and language teacher who lived a similar lifestyle as a young girl.</p>
<p>Briggs quickly realized something remarkable was going on in these families: The adults had an extraordinary ability to control their anger.</p>
<p>“They never acted in anger toward me, although they were angry with me an awful lot,” Briggs told the Canadian Broadcasting Corp. in an interview.</p>
</blockquote>
<p><b><a href="https://www.npr.org/sections/goatsandsoda/2019/03/13/685533353/a-playful-way-to-teach-kids-to-control-their-anger?utm_medium=RSS&amp;utm_campaign=news" target="_blank">Continue Reading.</a></b></p>
</blockquote>
<p><i>Across the board, all the moms mention one golden rule: Don’t shout or yell at small children.</i></p><p><i>Traditional
 Inuit parenting is incredibly nurturing and tender. If you took all the
 parenting styles around the world and ranked them by their gentleness, 
the Inuit approach would likely rank near the top. (They even have a special kiss for babies, where you put your nose against the cheek and sniff the skin.)</i></p><p><i>The
 culture views scolding — or even speaking to children in an angry voice
 — as inappropriate, says Lisa Ipeelie, a radio producer and mom who 
grew up with 12 siblings. “When they’re little, it doesn’t help to raise
 your voice,” she says. “It will just make your own heart rate go up.”</i></p><p><i>Even if the child hits you or bites you, there’s no raising your voice?</i></p><p><i>“No,”
 Ipeelie says with a giggle that seems to emphasize how silly my 
question is. “With little kids, you often think they’re pushing your 
buttons, but that’s not what’s going on. They’re upset about something, 
and you have to figure out what it is.”</i></p><p><i>Traditionally, the Inuit saw yelling at a small child as demeaning. 
It’s as if the adult is having a tantrum; it’s basically stooping to the
 level of the child, Briggs documented.</i></p><p><i>Elders I spoke with say
 intense colonization over the past century is damaging these 
traditions. And, so, the community is working hard to keep the parenting
 approach intact.</i></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/634725221730074624/5-times-mickey-subdrops-and-ian-doesnt-get-it-1" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><a href="https://loldinson.tumblr.com/post/146642632045/5-times-mickey-subdrops-and-ian-doesnt-get-it-1" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">loldinson</a>:</p><blockquote>
<p><a class="tumblr_blog" href="http://redblooded-disadvantage.tumblr.com/post/140738871670" target="_blank">redblooded-disadvantage</a>:</p>
<blockquote><p>hey i updated my fic after over a year and it’s the filthiest porn i’ve ever written in my life happy birthday to me lmao</p></blockquote>
<p>hey it only took me three months this time and also it’s complete now</p>
</blockquote>
<p>so…………………. i updated the companion work to this after THREE years lmfaooooo. if anyone wants to know the magic of leaving comments on old fics, here is the proof baby!</p><p><a href="https://tmblr.co/mEe7CRVpsLjFgKMKhNDvHqg" target="_blank">@the-rat-wins</a> you are the ONLY person i know still in the shameless fandom so i’m making this your business specifically. i don’t even remember if you were reading any of this.</p><p>also <a href="https://tmblr.co/mzuzMUQG-UMVM9paphsIoNQ" target="_blank">@loldinson</a> is… not me. they have a url i used to have and tumblr is fundamentally broken i guess.</p><p>anyway, the companion: 5 Times Ian Drops And Mickey Doesn’t Get It +1 Time They Do It Right (Silly Dom, drop isn’t just for subs.)</p><p>1. <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/12735408/chapters/29041329" target="_blank">That Time With the Tire Iron</a></p><p>2. <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/12735408/chapters/67319083#workskin" target="_blank">That Time Ian Takes It Too Fast</a></p></blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Sara remembers exactly what it feels like to be desperately in love with her best friend and to not realize it until too late. She’s not going to let her boyfriends go through that.<br/></p>
<blockquote>
<p>Sara wouldn’t necessarily say she knows Shane and Ryan better than they know themselves, just because that’s kind of belittling and not really her style. That being said, Sara does have a… unique perspective - on the two of them, specifically, and on the world they are all living in, generally. Sara has known them both for half a dozen years, been dating one of them for five, and the other for soon to be two. She can navigate all of their quirks by habit and she knows all the trivia of their lives without her.</p>
<p>Sara knows that Ryan has been in love with almost every single one of his girlfriends, just as she knows that Shane’s heart is a little more selective. She knows that Ryan had sex for the first time in his junior year of high school with his steady girlfriend and that they stayed together after that until well past graduation. She knows that Shane had sex for the first time as a college freshman in his stinky dorm room with an older woman that he’d met less than a week before and was just friends with after with no regrets. She knows that despite what those experiences might imply, Ryan is vastly more sexually adventurous than Shane - if only because he happens to have a wilder imagination.</p>
<p>Sara knows that Ryan loves roller coasters and Shane really, really doesn’t. She knows that Ryan thinks mint chip ice cream is an abomination, that Shane’s favorite flavor is Neapolitan. She knows how both of them take their coffee, what each of them likes for breakfast on a lazy weekend morning. She knows which side of the bed they each prefer to sleep on, how hot they take their showers, what their hangovers are like. She knows their clothing sizes and all of their important dates to remember (or at least, she has those written down… somewhere). She knows their types - in movies, in shows, in fictional characters, celebrities, women.</p>
<p>Except, no, not women, because Sara knows, actually, Shane’s and Ryan’s types in <i>people</i>.</p>
<p>Neither of them has ever been with another man (or anyone of any other gender), never considered asking any non-woman person out on a date. This is another thing that Sara knows about them both. But then again, Sara herself has only been with another woman once and only for one night and not exactly stone cold sober, and she’ll probably never be with a woman again, because she’s with Shane and Ryan now and that’s really shaping up to be that. But that doesn’t make her straight.</p>
<p>It’s like she said. She has a unique perspective.</p>
</blockquote>
<p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/26404729" target="_blank">Read More →</a>
</b><br/></p>
<p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p>
</blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/190718739805/big-as-the-ocean-and-equally-hard-to-control" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Of course you can be happy without being with your soulmate, and Ryan doesn’t judge different kinds of relationships, he just thinks that your soulmate is like the pinnacle of what you can achieve, romantically.</p><p>“You sound like a Nicholas Sparks movie,” Shane tells him, because Shane doesn’t believe in soulmates.</p><p><small>inspired by <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mtG__5dw9g8mH0ybLGI6UfA" target="_blank">@kaya4114</a>‘s <a href="https://kaya4114.tumblr.com/post/185371136445/soulmate-au" target="_blank">text post</a></small></p><blockquote><p>Ryan seems a little jittery when he settles in at their desk on set to film this next episode of Unsolved. He taps the bottom of his folder on the desk between his hands and blows a breath out between loose lips. Shane is intrigued. The last time Ryan was this nervous before filming off location it was the alien abduction episode. Obviously, Shane thought that whole deal was absolutely ridiculous, but the banter was especially juicy that day because of it. He folds himself down into the chair next to Ryan eagerly. Ryan gives him a semi-suspicious glare out of the corner of his eye while they wait for setup to finish, and Shane grins back cheekily just to make Ryan huff. They get the count down from TJ, and Ryan sits up straighter.</p><p>“Today on Unsolved: Supernatural,” he introduces on cue. “We discuss soulmarks as part of our ongoing investigation into the question ‘Is the Paranormal real?’” Shane almost laughs this time as he shakes his head at the camera. He never knows ahead of time about the subjects of the episodes to keep his reactions as genuine as possible. He gets why Ryan is so jumpy now though. For most people, soulmarks are a pretty touchy subject. Ryan makes his way with determination through his notes, citing pseudo-scientific research, testimonials, and ancient writings. He summarizes; light brown for inert, yellow when you meet, green when you become friends, red when you’re in love. There’s a lot of ‘we’ve all heard’ this and ‘everyone knows’ that, but Shane patiently waits it out. “So, do y-”</p><p>“Nope,” Shane interrupts the question with relish, popping his p to be obnoxious. Ryan glares at him, pressing his lips tightly together so that he doesn’t ruin his stern look by laughing.</p><p>“You didn’t even let me finish,” he complains. “How could you not believe in soulmates?”</p><p>“I mean, it’s not supernatural,” Shane explains. He leans back in his seat with a shrug, and takes a negligent sip of his coffee. “It’s some kind of biological thing, obviously. It’s chemical or something, hormonal. It has nothing to do with love.”</p><p>“Hormonal,” Ryan repeats, making his voice deliberately flat. “Do you even believe in love?”</p><p>“Of course I do!” Shane says. He doesn’t take offense at the question; he knows it’s part of the bit. “I just don’t think it’s magic.”</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/620938119230963712/a-little-ocean-katara-zuko-nightmare" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>The full moon makes Katara feel strong. She keeps watch. The full moon makes Zuko feel weak. He has a nightmare.</p><blockquote><p>The full moon comes and Katara can’t sleep. Even sequestered away from the moonlight inside the Western Air Temple, the energy of it flows under her skin like white rapids. She’d be surprised that Aang can obviously sleep just fine, his soft snores sending up tiny whirlwinds, but no doubt he’s tired from firebending training with Zuko. Zuko, who no longer slinks away to his room alone at night ever since he and Sokka came back from their little field trip and Sokka wouldn’t stop fawning all over him until they both dropped where they sat. It seems like Katara is the only one left he hasn’t gotten to yet. It’s not that Katara isn’t grateful to have her father back. Of course she is. But one good deed can’t measure up to a lifetime of evil.</p><p>Dad is sleeping around the embers with them again tonight, along with Suki snuggled up to Sokka’s side, while the Fire Nation prisoner they had broken out had chosen a room for himself instead. Under the power of the moon Katara can feel the warmth of their blood; its quiet, contained flow through their bodies allows her to be aware of their presence more viscerally than she could have in the day, or on any other night.</p><p>She can feel the blood in Zuko’s body too, a little warmer than everyone else’s.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
a little ocean: Katara & Zuko + nightmare
https://archiveofourown.org/works/24714580
Body: 
Tags: 

Post id: 640517656207884288
Date: 2021-01-17 01:00:37 GMT
Post url: https://calicojackofficial.tumblr.com/post/640517656207884288/the-secret-ingredient-taako-lucretia-native
Slug: the-secret-ingredient-taako-lucretia-native
Reblog key: fDjowM7e
Reblog url: https://calicojackofficial.tumblr.com/post/638175738621722624/the-secret-ingredient-taako-lucretia-native
Reblog name: calicojackofficial
Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/638175738621722624/the-secret-ingredient-taako-lucretia-native" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p>Taako doesn’t even remember what he’s doing on the moon in the middle of the night, has no idea what made up errand he’d sent himself on so that he could come up here and skulk around in the bittersweet memories, because when he swipes his fantasy key card and comes into the Horny Boys’ dorm suite he’s greeted by the smell of burning flour and the sting of smoke in his eyes. Someone is cooking badly in here.</p><p>Taako picks his way past the covered furniture towards the kitchen, saving his potential quips up to be deployed depending on who’s in there. All of the lights are on above the breakfast bar, the counters messy, but whoever is in here is either wallowing in pity on the floor or dead because Taako can’t see them. Finally, he comes around the corner and can behold the whole scene.</p><p>He recognizes the recipe before anything else, despite the travesty that has been made of it. Faerun doesn’t have exactly the same fruits and roots that Tuscon had, but Taako knows all of their closest equivalents by heart. It’s a cake that’s been attempted here. A very specific cake, one that Auntie used to make for Taako and Lup for their birthday and holidays, and sometimes when they were ‘sick’ and had to stay home from school. On the Starblaster, Taako and Lup had been sure to make it for each other at least once a cycle. Not on their birthday anymore, then, because birthdays had quickly lost all meaning, but for other things. If someone had died or someone had survived or someone got sick or got better or one of them made a friend or lost one, or if nothing in particular happened at all which in those days was the most special occasion of all.</p><p>Taako remembers, vividly, teaching the recipe to Lucretia. She didn’t ask, and Taako can’t remember now what made him do it, what made him pick her. It just felt right, at the time, he supposes, or maybe he’d meant it as a message. He’d made her promise not to write it down. It was just for them, he’d said. Just for family.</p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/28232829" target="_blank">Keep Reading</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p>Ethan Hawke has made his Marvel. Making his comic book adaptation and super hero debut, <b>Hawke has closed a deal to join Oscar Isaac in Moon Knight, Marvel Studios’ series for Disney+</b>, sources tell The Hollywood Reporter.</p><p><b>

Hawke will play the series’ lead villain</b>.


It is unclear who Hawke would play. Moon Knight’s archnemesis is considered a villain named Bushman, a fellow mercenary who turned on the hero when Egyptian gold came into the picture.<br/></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/638882482504220672/and-many-more-loki-thor-snowball-fight" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>It’s that old tap-on-the-farther-shoulder trick, and Thor is not going to fall for it.<br/></p><blockquote><p>Thor is happy for Loki, and so so proud of him, to be slowly coming in to his Jotunn natures. He has not yet seen fit to show Thor his skin, but Thor is carefully concealing his eagerness for it lest he be mistaken for impatient. But sometimes in the night, Thor will wake to an unnatural frost crawling over the bedroom windowpane, or he’ll find a rather unflattering ice sculpture of himself in the freezer when he goes looking for ice cream after a dinner away.</p><p>The difference is the most stark in Loki himself. It’s almost like having his old brother back, but better. Loki of old would copycat Thor sometimes - trying to fit into shoes, Thor knows now, that simply would never fit. He had wielded his cleverness as a weapon even against friends, and frequently lost hold of his temper or else fell into a long quiet sadness during which he would hide away in the darkest corners of the palace. Loki now of course still has his moments of rage or heartbreak, but they grow more brief and less frequent every day.</p><p>So, really. Thor couldn’t be happier for him.</p><p>He just wishes, sometimes, that Loki might’ve found a new test subject by now.</p><p>The snowball that hits Thor square between the shoulders is over-large and hard packed. When it hits him, soft coat over firm armor, it explodes and sends snow and rocks up over the back of his neck and under his collar. Thor stops walking, but he does not turn around to find the culprit. Loki is one step <i>ahead </i>of him.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/28416309" target="_blank"><b>Keep Reading →</b></a><br/><a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/638175738621722624/the-secret-ingredient-taako-lucretia-native" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p>Taako doesn’t even remember what he’s doing on the moon in the middle of the night, has no idea what made up errand he’d sent himself on so that he could come up here and skulk around in the bittersweet memories, because when he swipes his fantasy key card and comes into the Horny Boys’ dorm suite he’s greeted by the smell of burning flour and the sting of smoke in his eyes. Someone is cooking badly in here.</p><p>Taako picks his way past the covered furniture towards the kitchen, saving his potential quips up to be deployed depending on who’s in there. All of the lights are on above the breakfast bar, the counters messy, but whoever is in here is either wallowing in pity on the floor or dead because Taako can’t see them. Finally, he comes around the corner and can behold the whole scene.</p><p>He recognizes the recipe before anything else, despite the travesty that has been made of it. Faerun doesn’t have exactly the same fruits and roots that Tuscon had, but Taako knows all of their closest equivalents by heart. It’s a cake that’s been attempted here. A very specific cake, one that Auntie used to make for Taako and Lup for their birthday and holidays, and sometimes when they were ‘sick’ and had to stay home from school. On the Starblaster, Taako and Lup had been sure to make it for each other at least once a cycle. Not on their birthday anymore, then, because birthdays had quickly lost all meaning, but for other things. If someone had died or someone had survived or someone got sick or got better or one of them made a friend or lost one, or if nothing in particular happened at all which in those days was the most special occasion of all.</p><p>Taako remembers, vividly, teaching the recipe to Lucretia. She didn’t ask, and Taako can’t remember now what made him do it, what made him pick her. It just felt right, at the time, he supposes, or maybe he’d meant it as a message. He’d made her promise not to write it down. It was just for them, he’d said. Just for family.</p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/28232829" target="_blank">Keep Reading</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/628953076663025665/break-out-performance-ryanshanesara" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Sara remembers exactly what it feels like to be desperately in love with her best friend and to not realize it until too late. She’s not going to let her boyfriends go through that.<br/></p><blockquote><p>Sara wouldn’t necessarily say she knows Shane and Ryan better than they know themselves, just because that’s kind of belittling and not really her style. That being said, Sara does have a… unique perspective - on the two of them, specifically, and on the world they are all living in, generally. Sara has known them both for half a dozen years, been dating one of them for five, and the other for soon to be two. She can navigate all of their quirks by habit and she knows all the trivia of their lives without her.</p><p>Sara knows that Ryan has been in love with almost every single one of his girlfriends, just as she knows that Shane’s heart is a little more selective. She knows that Ryan had sex for the first time in his junior year of high school with his steady girlfriend and that they stayed together after that until well past graduation. She knows that Shane had sex for the first time as a college freshman in his stinky dorm room with an older woman that he’d met less than a week before and was just friends with after with no regrets. She knows that despite what those experiences might imply, Ryan is vastly more sexually adventurous than Shane - if only because he happens to have a wilder imagination.</p><p>Sara knows that Ryan loves roller coasters and Shane really, really doesn’t. She knows that Ryan thinks mint chip ice cream is an abomination, that Shane’s favorite flavor is Neapolitan. She knows how both of them take their coffee, what each of them likes for breakfast on a lazy weekend morning. She knows which side of the bed they each prefer to sleep on, how hot they take their showers, what their hangovers are like. She knows their clothing sizes and all of their important dates to remember (or at least, she has those written down… somewhere). She knows their types - in movies, in shows, in fictional characters, celebrities, women.</p><p>Except, no, not women, because Sara knows, actually, Shane’s and Ryan’s types in <i>people</i>.</p><p>Neither of them has ever been with another man (or anyone of any other gender), never considered asking any non-woman person out on a date. This is another thing that Sara knows about them both. But then again, Sara herself has only been with another woman once and only for one night and not exactly stone cold sober, and she’ll probably never be with a woman again, because she’s with Shane and Ryan now and that’s really shaping up to be that. But that doesn’t make her straight.</p><p>It’s like she said. She has a unique perspective.</p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/26404729" target="_blank">Read More →</a>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/628705607354089472/green-light-go-shanesararyan-discovery" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>It’s less momentous, figuring out that he’s into men too, than Shane would have expected if he’d ever thought it could happen to him. It’s no revelation or epiphany. It’s just Ryan.<br/></p></blockquote><p>Shane really thought he was straight. He really, really did. And the thing about thinking you’re straight, right, is that the way things are set up kind of lends itself to you never questioning it. Never questioning anything, in fact. So as a man who thinks he’s straight and has an easygoing long term relationship with one woman, Shane has sex like he’s straight too. He thinks about sex and love like he’s straight. Everything is clear-cut, has few steps and iterations, and it’s all just done the way it’s done, and that’s that. It’s not that he’s prudish or inexperienced, he’s not either. It’s just that he’s never quite had the tip-off to get creative. Tough to find interesting new answers when you don’t even know there are questions.</p><p>All that to say: the kinkiest Shane has ever really gotten is to do it with the lights on, or on the couch, or to let his partner sit on his face if she wants. Maybe a little gentle hair tugging here and there, a few light scratches down his back, the occasional sext. Doggie style, once.</p><p>Sara has a few fresh and funky things that she likes that Shane is perfectly happy to do for her, to her, to let her do to him. She likes to cover him in hickeys all over, and she likes for him to manhandle her and hold her a little too tight, and she likes to take pictures of him right after he’s come. And that stuff was a little bit like a sexy knock over the head at first, but it never really pushed the boundaries of what sex is like in Shane’s head.</p><p>Enter one Ryan Bergara.</p><blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/26359285" target="_blank">Read More ⟶</a></b></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<p>I’m jumping on the bandwagon (late, as usual). Here is a uquiz to find out which of my OCs from my “witch noir” urban fantasy horror series you are. There are fifteen questions, and a cute picrew image and short description for each of the seven results.</p>
<p>Don’t forget to tell me who you get!</p>
</blockquote>
<h2><b><i>I EDITED THIS QUIZ AND ADDED ANOTHER RESULT &amp; A FEW MORE QUESTIONS BECAUSE A LOT OF PEOPLE WERE GETTING TIES</i></b></h2></blockquote>
Which of calico-fiction's OCs Are You?
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<blockquote><p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/628033601023377408/which-of-calico-fictions-ocs-are-you" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote>
<p>I’m jumping on the bandwagon (late, as usual). Here is a uquiz to find out which of my OCs from my “witch noir” urban fantasy horror series you are. There are fifteen questions, and a cute picrew image and short description for each of the seven results.</p>
<p>Don’t forget to tell me who you get!</p>
</blockquote>
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<blockquote><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>It’s less momentous, figuring out that he’s into men too, than Shane would have expected if he’d ever thought it could happen to him. It’s no revelation or epiphany. It’s just Ryan.<br/></p></blockquote><p>Shane really thought he was straight. He really, really did. And the thing about thinking you’re straight, right, is that the way things are set up kind of lends itself to you never questioning it. Never questioning anything, in fact. So as a man who thinks he’s straight and has an easygoing long term relationship with one woman, Shane has sex like he’s straight too. He thinks about sex and love like he’s straight. Everything is clear-cut, has few steps and iterations, and it’s all just done the way it’s done, and that’s that. It’s not that he’s prudish or inexperienced, he’s not either. It’s just that he’s never quite had the tip-off to get creative. Tough to find interesting new answers when you don’t even know there are questions.</p><p>All that to say: the kinkiest Shane has ever really gotten is to do it with the lights on, or on the couch, or to let his partner sit on his face if she wants. Maybe a little gentle hair tugging here and there, a few light scratches down his back, the occasional sext. Doggie style, once.</p><p>Sara has a few fresh and funky things that she likes that Shane is perfectly happy to do for her, to her, to let her do to him. She likes to cover him in hickeys all over, and she likes for him to manhandle her and hold her a little too tight, and she likes to take pictures of him right after he’s come. And that stuff was a little bit like a sexy knock over the head at first, but it never really pushed the boundaries of what sex is like in Shane’s head.</p><p>Enter one Ryan Bergara.</p><blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/26359285" target="_blank">Read More ⟶</a></b></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Sara remembers exactly what it feels like to be desperately in love with her best friend and to not realize it until too late. She’s not going to let her boyfriends go through that.<br/></p><blockquote><p>Sara wouldn’t necessarily say she knows Shane and Ryan better than they know themselves, just because that’s kind of belittling and not really her style. That being said, Sara does have a… unique perspective - on the two of them, specifically, and on the world they are all living in, generally. Sara has known them both for half a dozen years, been dating one of them for five, and the other for soon to be two. She can navigate all of their quirks by habit and she knows all the trivia of their lives without her.</p><p>Sara knows that Ryan has been in love with almost every single one of his girlfriends, just as she knows that Shane’s heart is a little more selective. She knows that Ryan had sex for the first time in his junior year of high school with his steady girlfriend and that they stayed together after that until well past graduation. She knows that Shane had sex for the first time as a college freshman in his stinky dorm room with an older woman that he’d met less than a week before and was just friends with after with no regrets. She knows that despite what those experiences might imply, Ryan is vastly more sexually adventurous than Shane - if only because he happens to have a wilder imagination.</p><p>Sara knows that Ryan loves roller coasters and Shane really, really doesn’t. She knows that Ryan thinks mint chip ice cream is an abomination, that Shane’s favorite flavor is Neapolitan. She knows how both of them take their coffee, what each of them likes for breakfast on a lazy weekend morning. She knows which side of the bed they each prefer to sleep on, how hot they take their showers, what their hangovers are like. She knows their clothing sizes and all of their important dates to remember (or at least, she has those written down… somewhere). She knows their types - in movies, in shows, in fictional characters, celebrities, women.</p><p>Except, no, not women, because Sara knows, actually, Shane’s and Ryan’s types in <i>people</i>.</p><p>Neither of them has ever been with another man (or anyone of any other gender), never considered asking any non-woman person out on a date. This is another thing that Sara knows about them both. But then again, Sara herself has only been with another woman once and only for one night and not exactly stone cold sober, and she’ll probably never be with a woman again, because she’s with Shane and Ryan now and that’s really shaping up to be that. But that doesn’t make her straight.</p><p>It’s like she said. She has a unique perspective.</p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/26404729" target="_blank">Read More →</a>
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<blockquote><p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/636352243470401536/what-category-of-witch-from-calico-jacks-witch" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/636104922952269824/what-category-of-witch-from-calico-jacks-witch" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p>Are you a Clairvoyant, a Composer, a Naturalist, or a Rook? Don’t forget to share your answer!</p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p>Taako doesn’t even remember what he’s doing on the moon in the middle of the night, has no idea what made up errand he’d sent himself on so that he could come up here and skulk around in the bittersweet memories, because when he swipes his fantasy key card and comes into the Horny Boys’ dorm suite he’s greeted by the smell of burning flour and the sting of smoke in his eyes. Someone is cooking badly in here.</p><p>Taako picks his way past the covered furniture towards the kitchen, saving his potential quips up to be deployed depending on who’s in there. All of the lights are on above the breakfast bar, the counters messy, but whoever is in here is either wallowing in pity on the floor or dead because Taako can’t see them. Finally, he comes around the corner and can behold the whole scene.</p><p>He recognizes the recipe before anything else, despite the travesty that has been made of it. Faerun doesn’t have exactly the same fruits and roots that Tuscon had, but Taako knows all of their closest equivalents by heart. It’s a cake that’s been attempted here. A very specific cake, one that Auntie used to make for Taako and Lup for their birthday and holidays, and sometimes when they were ‘sick’ and had to stay home from school. On the Starblaster, Taako and Lup had been sure to make it for each other at least once a cycle. Not on their birthday anymore, then, because birthdays had quickly lost all meaning, but for other things. If someone had died or someone had survived or someone got sick or got better or one of them made a friend or lost one, or if nothing in particular happened at all which in those days was the most special occasion of all.</p><p>Taako remembers, vividly, teaching the recipe to Lucretia. She didn’t ask, and Taako can’t remember now what made him do it, what made him pick her. It just felt right, at the time, he supposes, or maybe he’d meant it as a message. He’d made her promise not to write it down. It was just for them, he’d said. Just for family.</p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/28232829" target="_blank">Keep Reading</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>It’s that old tap-on-the-farther-shoulder trick, and Thor is not going to fall for it.<br/></p><blockquote><p>Thor is happy for Loki, and so so proud of him, to be slowly coming in to his Jotunn natures. He has not yet seen fit to show Thor his skin, but Thor is carefully concealing his eagerness for it lest he be mistaken for impatient. But sometimes in the night, Thor will wake to an unnatural frost crawling over the bedroom windowpane, or he’ll find a rather unflattering ice sculpture of himself in the freezer when he goes looking for ice cream after a dinner away.</p><p>The difference is the most stark in Loki himself. It’s almost like having his old brother back, but better. Loki of old would copycat Thor sometimes - trying to fit into shoes, Thor knows now, that simply would never fit. He had wielded his cleverness as a weapon even against friends, and frequently lost hold of his temper or else fell into a long quiet sadness during which he would hide away in the darkest corners of the palace. Loki now of course still has his moments of rage or heartbreak, but they grow more brief and less frequent every day.</p><p>So, really. Thor couldn’t be happier for him.</p><p>He just wishes, sometimes, that Loki might’ve found a new test subject by now.</p><p>The snowball that hits Thor square between the shoulders is over-large and hard packed. When it hits him, soft coat over firm armor, it explodes and sends snow and rocks up over the back of his neck and under his collar. Thor stops walking, but he does not turn around to find the culprit. Loki is one step <i>ahead </i>of him.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/28416309" target="_blank"><b>Keep Reading →</b></a><br/><a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote>
<p><a href="https://goblinfruit.tumblr.com/post/170841849442/why-folklorists-hate-joseph-campbells-work" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">goblinfruit</a>:</p>
<blockquote>
<p>Here’s another link that has been sitting in my drafts (I think I found this article through Twitter). I was reminded of this when I watched the first episode of Myths &amp; Monsters on Netflix. The episode used The Hero’s Journey to introduce several European hero myths. I found it interesting, and it made me return to this article to check out criticism against Joseph Campbell.</p>
<p>I’ve known the basic outline of the Hero’s Journey for a while (what writer doesn’t) but I’m by no means studying academic folklore. So, personally, I think that the Hero’s Journey is useful for storytelling, and don’t have a strong opinion on Joseph Campbell one way or another. I don’t know enough. I was surprised when I learned there were critics because, y’know, he’s so popular. </p>
<p>Here’s a highlight from the article:</p>
<blockquote>
<p>My colleague Sara Cleto writes:</p>
<p>Campbell’s approach tends to direct the read back to themselves and their own culture. By saying, “hey, it’s really just the same story over and over, we are all basically the same, and it great!” he ends up erasing the differences, and it has a flattening effect on the stories. This means that readers see what they already can see, and they understand stories from different times and places as reflections of their own experiences. Since it is often a white/ Western audience doing this, the net result is that the stories written from other perspectives are decontextualized from their culture and repackaged as something familiar, losing a lot of information along the way. By saying “all these stories are the same,” we lose what stories mean in different contexts and, especially, what they can mean to people that come from cultures that are not our own.</p>
</blockquote>
<p>another:</p>
<blockquote>
<p>So it’s worth quoting a brilliant and generous folklorist who did acknowledge Campbell’s popularity. Analysing the structure of tale plots, Barre Toelken used the tale ‘The Sun’s Myth’ to illustrate that:</p>
<p>‘The same plot, clearly, does not always mean the same thing; without the implied meanings and shared connotations supplied by cultural context, we may very well have a coherent text whose meanings are totally misapprehended. This is one of several points missed by those who believe “archetypes” are universal in their meaning: it led Joseph Campbell to argue in an otherwise brilliant book that there is a universal hero myth – an assertion that can be maintained only by suppressing thousands of stories like “The Sun’s Myth” in which culture is threatened and destroyed, not stabilized and renewed, by the egotistical actions of a powerful male seeker.’</p>
</blockquote>
<p>I also found the comments interesting because people asked: well, if Joseph Campbell gets you started reading about folklore, who should you read as well/instead? Some people offered book recs and authors. This is definitely one of those articles that can lead you to further reading.</p>
</blockquote>
<p>there’s a good (critical) summary <i><a href="https://rationalwiki.org/wiki/Joseph_Campbell" target="_blank">here</a> … (i think some of ideas are still pretty useful though).</i></p>
</blockquote>

<p><a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mWFTdl4D58FPzUbJqJrQrJg" target="_blank">@darkmagicmike</a></p>
</blockquote>
<p>I’m not a folklorist, but I’ve also heard that one of the problems with Campbell’s work is that he started with the European folk stories that had survived the Industrial Revolution and used those as a lens not only for the sum total of European folklore, but for the world.</p><p>The thing is, in the Industrial Revolution, a <i>lot</i> of young people–mostly men, but some women, too–had to leave their tiny village and go off to seek their fortune in the city because that was where they could get work. I mean, “young people going to look for work in the city” is something that has always happened, but in the Industrial Revolution went from something that happened occasionally to something that happened to <i>every</i> family, usually with multiple children per generation leaving. Over the course of several generations. This skewed the stories they told. Stories about people going off to seek their fortune or going on an adventure became more prominent, and stories that didn’t involve “young person leaving home” became less prominent.</p><p>Campbell took all that “young person leaving home” stuff that was a product of the Industrial Revolution and decided it was <i>the central archetype of all human experience and story</i>.</p><p>And then added on lots of additional Eurocentrism and the like with every culture whose stories he looked at.<br/></p></blockquote>
Why Folklorists Hate Joseph Campbell's Work
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Link: <p><a href="https://kispesan.tumblr.com/post/635973240438882304/secrets-behind-tricksters-fashion-styles-that" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">kispesan</a>:</p><blockquote><blockquote><p>Her process for Trickster began with the breakdown of the script — reading it over and over to establish how many main and supporting characters there were, what season the story was set in, what the characters’ social background and their special style characteristics were — followed by conversations with the director and the production designer to discuss how wardrobe can work in unison with the set and the overall colour palette and feel of the series.</p><p>“Our production designer, John Dondertman [Kim’s Convenience, Being Erica], sent me the [Trickster] art department look-book and all the pictures from the sets that we had. And from then on we would go back and forth making sure that we are all on the same page when it comes to colours, patterns, art and all over feel.”</p></blockquote><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="663" data-orig-width="1180"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/b996d813e55592acada81177837a3674/65be0cd6915706c2-0c/s540x810/dd6915445f34b3d6f8b2ac447af759ab23b6faaf.png" data-orig-height="663" data-orig-width="1180"/></figure><blockquote><p>Some looks were coordinated between characters based on the scenes they’re in and a lot of the pieces, some of which were bought, says Fulop, were altered to fit the look/style of the series.</p><p>“Sarah’s denim jacket was custom dyed and all the patches were custom designed and commissioned by Indigenous artists. Jared’s work uniform was designed to match the interior of the Tasty Bucket. Maggie’s Rocker shirts were purchased from the actual bands and altered to fit her style. Crashpad’s ‘I was told there would be frybread’ t-shirt was specifically designed for the party scenes and commissioned by Indigenous clothing line The NTVS.</p></blockquote><figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="664" data-orig-width="1180"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/ddd0100cfb1d9513b6208f1e94c7c693/65be0cd6915706c2-f2/s540x810/8530a9cfbef604b9ff953871f07a66434cfbb936.png" data-orig-height="664" data-orig-width="1180"/></figure><blockquote><p>You’ve probably heard many actors say that putting on their character’s garb allows them to really get into the zone of fully embodying and becoming that character. And Fulop says that every Trickster look and reasoning behind each was discussed with the actors involved.</p><p>“The characters wouldn’t be alive without the actors, so it was very important to me that they identify with the costumes and also feel comfortable in them.”</p><p>But what was the inspiration behind some of those characters that are enveloped by the very talented cast?</p><p>[<a href="https://www.cbc.ca/television/secrets-behind-trickster-s-fashion-choices-that-make-the-characters-pop-1.5756119" target="_blank">KEEP READING</a>]</p></blockquote><p>Very interesting article about Adriana Fulop’s costume designing process for Trickster. If you’ve seen the show, you’ve probably been as taken by the style choices as I was. (And for me, I can say I especially love Sarah’s fashion, though Maggie is a close second.)</p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>It’s that old tap-on-the-farther-shoulder trick, and Thor is not going to fall for it.<br/></p><blockquote><p>Thor is happy for Loki, and so so proud of him, to be slowly coming in to his Jotunn natures. He has not yet seen fit to show Thor his skin, but Thor is carefully concealing his eagerness for it lest he be mistaken for impatient. But sometimes in the night, Thor will wake to an unnatural frost crawling over the bedroom windowpane, or he’ll find a rather unflattering ice sculpture of himself in the freezer when he goes looking for ice cream after a dinner away.</p><p>The difference is the most stark in Loki himself. It’s almost like having his old brother back, but better. Loki of old would copycat Thor sometimes - trying to fit into shoes, Thor knows now, that simply would never fit. He had wielded his cleverness as a weapon even against friends, and frequently lost hold of his temper or else fell into a long quiet sadness during which he would hide away in the darkest corners of the palace. Loki now of course still has his moments of rage or heartbreak, but they grow more brief and less frequent every day.</p><p>So, really. Thor couldn’t be happier for him.</p><p>He just wishes, sometimes, that Loki might’ve found a new test subject by now.</p><p>The snowball that hits Thor square between the shoulders is over-large and hard packed. When it hits him, soft coat over firm armor, it explodes and sends snow and rocks up over the back of his neck and under his collar. Thor stops walking, but he does not turn around to find the culprit. Loki is one step <i>ahead </i>of him.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/28416309" target="_blank"><b>Keep Reading →</b></a><br/><a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/186264993865/a-will-and-away-aziraphalecrowley-sharing-a" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Aziraphale possesses Crowley. He was right; they do indeed explode. Euphemistically, that is.</p><blockquote><p>Crowley is <i>quite </i>sloshed when Aziraphale’s ethereal form manifests opposite him in the bar. For long seconds, before Aziraphale speaks, Crowley thinks he’s only imagining him, the particularly torturous offspring of fantasy and inebriation. Oh, how he aches when he sees Aziraphale, the outline of him all wibbly-wobbly. But then the apparition speaks, and it doesn’t say anything particularly out of character for Aziraphale - nothing too… <i>fanciful</i>, nothing too similar to the things Aziraphale says in Crowley’s dreams - and after six thousand years of incredulously watching him Crowley finds it easy enough to accept that Aziraphale did something so wildly outside the approved angelic playbook. He explains what happened to him, and Crowley explains- too much (too <i>fast</i>). Aziraphale’s spirit shifts uncomfortably, and continues on quickly, something about finding a body. He says, “Pity I can’t inhabit yours,” and laughs it off.</p><p><a></a>Here is where it is especially relevant that Crowley is so piss drunk. There he is, sloshing around in his all but fermented brain, still aching, and also only vaguely listening, and he thinks to himself, ‘I am so tired of this’. He’s tired of acting like he doesn’t <i>want</i>. He’s a demon; it’s against his nature.</p><p>“Well, why couldn’t you then?” he asks belligerently, plopping his chin into his hand with a harrumph. Or rather, that’s what he means to do. Instead his words come out slurred and whiny and his movement gives off the impression that one half of him is losing its structural integrity.</p><p><a></a>“Ah- well,” Aziraphale splutters. &quot;I’m an angel and you’re a demon! We’d probably explode.“ He sounds sad about it and Crowley rolls his eyes so hard he has to miracle away the strain. Typical angel to be so heartbroken over some random harm that hasn’t even come to pass.</p><p>“Only one way to find out, angel,” Crowley points out, and it does actually manage to be a little pointy. His attempt to wiggle his eyebrows, less so.</p><p>“I hardly think we have the time to be experimenting with our metaphysicality right now, darling,” Aziraphale scoffs. The sound has a strange formless echo to it, given that he’s not actually moving any air around. But Crowley is drunk, and he’s achy and tired, and he’s been so full of this damnable yearning for so long, and there’s hardly any chance that they’ll succeed anyway. He would rather die than not have this, something, just one more chance to know that no one has been closer to Aziraphale than him, one more chance to just- ask the question. Just one more question, just one more time, and go out with a boom before the answer befalls him.</p><p><a></a>“You hardly have time to find someone else,” he insists, and his voice is so quiet it must be so obvious what he really means. But, in typical angel fashion, Aziraphale shows him mercy and pretends to take those words at face value.<sup><small><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19783825#three-two" title="footnote 3" target="_blank">3</a></small></sup> He shifts again, squirming along with his inconsistent edges, and sighs deeply.</p><p>“Yes,” he says. “Yes, I suppose you’re right. But…” He lifts his imaginary hand to nervously rub along the bridge of his imaginary nose. “Well… Are you quite sure?” Crowley doesn’t so much shrug as undulate his entire body starting at the shoulders.</p><p>“I’m a being of self-interest, angel,” he jibes. Silly that he has to say it. Even without the rest of their history together, this alone would make them both deeply aware. “I wouldn’t offer something if I wasn’t willing to give it.” He attempts to tap his wrist. He misses. “C'mon, then! The time bomb’s a-ticking.” Aziraphale gives every appearance of taking a deep breath, of closing his eyes, of leaning in as if for a kiss.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19783825" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/186264993865/a-will-and-away-aziraphalecrowley-sharing-a" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Aziraphale possesses Crowley. He was right; they do indeed explode. Euphemistically, that is.</p><blockquote><p>Crowley is <i>quite </i>sloshed when Aziraphale’s ethereal form manifests opposite him in the bar. For long seconds, before Aziraphale speaks, Crowley thinks he’s only imagining him, the particularly torturous offspring of fantasy and inebriation. Oh, how he aches when he sees Aziraphale, the outline of him all wibbly-wobbly. But then the apparition speaks, and it doesn’t say anything particularly out of character for Aziraphale - nothing too… <i>fanciful</i>, nothing too similar to the things Aziraphale says in Crowley’s dreams - and after six thousand years of incredulously watching him Crowley finds it easy enough to accept that Aziraphale did something so wildly outside the approved angelic playbook. He explains what happened to him, and Crowley explains- too much (too <i>fast</i>). Aziraphale’s spirit shifts uncomfortably, and continues on quickly, something about finding a body. He says, “Pity I can’t inhabit yours,” and laughs it off.</p><p><a></a>Here is where it is especially relevant that Crowley is so piss drunk. There he is, sloshing around in his all but fermented brain, still aching, and also only vaguely listening, and he thinks to himself, ‘I am so tired of this’. He’s tired of acting like he doesn’t <i>want</i>. He’s a demon; it’s against his nature.</p><p>“Well, why couldn’t you then?” he asks belligerently, plopping his chin into his hand with a harrumph. Or rather, that’s what he means to do. Instead his words come out slurred and whiny and his movement gives off the impression that one half of him is losing its structural integrity.</p><p><a></a>“Ah- well,” Aziraphale splutters. &quot;I’m an angel and you’re a demon! We’d probably explode.“ He sounds sad about it and Crowley rolls his eyes so hard he has to miracle away the strain. Typical angel to be so heartbroken over some random harm that hasn’t even come to pass.</p><p>“Only one way to find out, angel,” Crowley points out, and it does actually manage to be a little pointy. His attempt to wiggle his eyebrows, less so.</p><p>“I hardly think we have the time to be experimenting with our metaphysicality right now, darling,” Aziraphale scoffs. The sound has a strange formless echo to it, given that he’s not actually moving any air around. But Crowley is drunk, and he’s achy and tired, and he’s been so full of this damnable yearning for so long, and there’s hardly any chance that they’ll succeed anyway. He would rather die than not have this, something, just one more chance to know that no one has been closer to Aziraphale than him, one more chance to just- ask the question. Just one more question, just one more time, and go out with a boom before the answer befalls him.</p><p><a></a>“You hardly have time to find someone else,” he insists, and his voice is so quiet it must be so obvious what he really means. But, in typical angel fashion, Aziraphale shows him mercy and pretends to take those words at face value.<sup><small><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19783825#three-two" title="footnote 3" target="_blank">3</a></small></sup> He shifts again, squirming along with his inconsistent edges, and sighs deeply.</p><p>“Yes,” he says. “Yes, I suppose you’re right. But…” He lifts his imaginary hand to nervously rub along the bridge of his imaginary nose. “Well… Are you quite sure?” Crowley doesn’t so much shrug as undulate his entire body starting at the shoulders.</p><p>“I’m a being of self-interest, angel,” he jibes. Silly that he has to say it. Even without the rest of their history together, this alone would make them both deeply aware. “I wouldn’t offer something if I wasn’t willing to give it.” He attempts to tap his wrist. He misses. “C'mon, then! The time bomb’s a-ticking.” Aziraphale gives every appearance of taking a deep breath, of closing his eyes, of leaning in as if for a kiss.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19783825" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/638882482504220672/and-many-more-loki-thor-snowball-fight" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>It’s that old tap-on-the-farther-shoulder trick, and Thor is not going to fall for it.<br/></p><blockquote><p>Thor is happy for Loki, and so so proud of him, to be slowly coming in to his Jotunn natures. He has not yet seen fit to show Thor his skin, but Thor is carefully concealing his eagerness for it lest he be mistaken for impatient. But sometimes in the night, Thor will wake to an unnatural frost crawling over the bedroom windowpane, or he’ll find a rather unflattering ice sculpture of himself in the freezer when he goes looking for ice cream after a dinner away.</p><p>The difference is the most stark in Loki himself. It’s almost like having his old brother back, but better. Loki of old would copycat Thor sometimes - trying to fit into shoes, Thor knows now, that simply would never fit. He had wielded his cleverness as a weapon even against friends, and frequently lost hold of his temper or else fell into a long quiet sadness during which he would hide away in the darkest corners of the palace. Loki now of course still has his moments of rage or heartbreak, but they grow more brief and less frequent every day.</p><p>So, really. Thor couldn’t be happier for him.</p><p>He just wishes, sometimes, that Loki might’ve found a new test subject by now.</p><p>The snowball that hits Thor square between the shoulders is over-large and hard packed. When it hits him, soft coat over firm armor, it explodes and sends snow and rocks up over the back of his neck and under his collar. Thor stops walking, but he does not turn around to find the culprit. Loki is one step <i>ahead </i>of him.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/28416309" target="_blank"><b>Keep Reading →</b></a><br/><a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/620938119230963712/a-little-ocean-katara-zuko-nightmare" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>The full moon makes Katara feel strong. She keeps watch. The full moon makes Zuko feel weak. He has a nightmare.</p><blockquote><p>The full moon comes and Katara can’t sleep. Even sequestered away from the moonlight inside the Western Air Temple, the energy of it flows under her skin like white rapids. She’d be surprised that Aang can obviously sleep just fine, his soft snores sending up tiny whirlwinds, but no doubt he’s tired from firebending training with Zuko. Zuko, who no longer slinks away to his room alone at night ever since he and Sokka came back from their little field trip and Sokka wouldn’t stop fawning all over him until they both dropped where they sat. It seems like Katara is the only one left he hasn’t gotten to yet. It’s not that Katara isn’t grateful to have her father back. Of course she is. But one good deed can’t measure up to a lifetime of evil.</p><p>Dad is sleeping around the embers with them again tonight, along with Suki snuggled up to Sokka’s side, while the Fire Nation prisoner they had broken out had chosen a room for himself instead. Under the power of the moon Katara can feel the warmth of their blood; its quiet, contained flow through their bodies allows her to be aware of their presence more viscerally than she could have in the day, or on any other night.</p><p>She can feel the blood in Zuko’s body too, a little warmer than everyone else’s.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Sara remembers exactly what it feels like to be desperately in love with her best friend and to not realize it until too late. She’s not going to let her boyfriends go through that.<br/></p>
<blockquote>
<p>Sara wouldn’t necessarily say she knows Shane and Ryan better than they know themselves, just because that’s kind of belittling and not really her style. That being said, Sara does have a… unique perspective - on the two of them, specifically, and on the world they are all living in, generally. Sara has known them both for half a dozen years, been dating one of them for five, and the other for soon to be two. She can navigate all of their quirks by habit and she knows all the trivia of their lives without her.</p>
<p>Sara knows that Ryan has been in love with almost every single one of his girlfriends, just as she knows that Shane’s heart is a little more selective. She knows that Ryan had sex for the first time in his junior year of high school with his steady girlfriend and that they stayed together after that until well past graduation. She knows that Shane had sex for the first time as a college freshman in his stinky dorm room with an older woman that he’d met less than a week before and was just friends with after with no regrets. She knows that despite what those experiences might imply, Ryan is vastly more sexually adventurous than Shane - if only because he happens to have a wilder imagination.</p>
<p>Sara knows that Ryan loves roller coasters and Shane really, really doesn’t. She knows that Ryan thinks mint chip ice cream is an abomination, that Shane’s favorite flavor is Neapolitan. She knows how both of them take their coffee, what each of them likes for breakfast on a lazy weekend morning. She knows which side of the bed they each prefer to sleep on, how hot they take their showers, what their hangovers are like. She knows their clothing sizes and all of their important dates to remember (or at least, she has those written down… somewhere). She knows their types - in movies, in shows, in fictional characters, celebrities, women.</p>
<p>Except, no, not women, because Sara knows, actually, Shane’s and Ryan’s types in <i>people</i>.</p>
<p>Neither of them has ever been with another man (or anyone of any other gender), never considered asking any non-woman person out on a date. This is another thing that Sara knows about them both. But then again, Sara herself has only been with another woman once and only for one night and not exactly stone cold sober, and she’ll probably never be with a woman again, because she’s with Shane and Ryan now and that’s really shaping up to be that. But that doesn’t make her straight.</p>
<p>It’s like she said. She has a unique perspective.</p>
</blockquote>
<p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/26404729" target="_blank">Read More →</a>
</b><br/></p>
<p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/190718739805/big-as-the-ocean-and-equally-hard-to-control" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Of course you can be happy without being with your soulmate, and Ryan doesn’t judge different kinds of relationships, he just thinks that your soulmate is like the pinnacle of what you can achieve, romantically.</p><p>“You sound like a Nicholas Sparks movie,” Shane tells him, because Shane doesn’t believe in soulmates.</p><p><small>inspired by <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mtG__5dw9g8mH0ybLGI6UfA" target="_blank">@kaya4114</a>‘s <a href="https://kaya4114.tumblr.com/post/185371136445/soulmate-au" target="_blank">text post</a></small></p><blockquote><p>Ryan seems a little jittery when he settles in at their desk on set to film this next episode of Unsolved. He taps the bottom of his folder on the desk between his hands and blows a breath out between loose lips. Shane is intrigued. The last time Ryan was this nervous before filming off location it was the alien abduction episode. Obviously, Shane thought that whole deal was absolutely ridiculous, but the banter was especially juicy that day because of it. He folds himself down into the chair next to Ryan eagerly. Ryan gives him a semi-suspicious glare out of the corner of his eye while they wait for setup to finish, and Shane grins back cheekily just to make Ryan huff. They get the count down from TJ, and Ryan sits up straighter.</p><p>“Today on Unsolved: Supernatural,” he introduces on cue. “We discuss soulmarks as part of our ongoing investigation into the question ‘Is the Paranormal real?’” Shane almost laughs this time as he shakes his head at the camera. He never knows ahead of time about the subjects of the episodes to keep his reactions as genuine as possible. He gets why Ryan is so jumpy now though. For most people, soulmarks are a pretty touchy subject. Ryan makes his way with determination through his notes, citing pseudo-scientific research, testimonials, and ancient writings. He summarizes; light brown for inert, yellow when you meet, green when you become friends, red when you’re in love. There’s a lot of ‘we’ve all heard’ this and ‘everyone knows’ that, but Shane patiently waits it out. “So, do y-”</p><p>“Nope,” Shane interrupts the question with relish, popping his p to be obnoxious. Ryan glares at him, pressing his lips tightly together so that he doesn’t ruin his stern look by laughing.</p><p>“You didn’t even let me finish,” he complains. “How could you not believe in soulmates?”</p><p>“I mean, it’s not supernatural,” Shane explains. He leans back in his seat with a shrug, and takes a negligent sip of his coffee. “It’s some kind of biological thing, obviously. It’s chemical or something, hormonal. It has nothing to do with love.”</p><p>“Hormonal,” Ryan repeats, making his voice deliberately flat. “Do you even believe in love?”</p><p>“Of course I do!” Shane says. He doesn’t take offense at the question; he knows it’s part of the bit. “I just don’t think it’s magic.”</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/620938119230963712/a-little-ocean-katara-zuko-nightmare" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>The full moon makes Katara feel strong. She keeps watch. The full moon makes Zuko feel weak. He has a nightmare.</p><blockquote><p>The full moon comes and Katara can’t sleep. Even sequestered away from the moonlight inside the Western Air Temple, the energy of it flows under her skin like white rapids. She’d be surprised that Aang can obviously sleep just fine, his soft snores sending up tiny whirlwinds, but no doubt he’s tired from firebending training with Zuko. Zuko, who no longer slinks away to his room alone at night ever since he and Sokka came back from their little field trip and Sokka wouldn’t stop fawning all over him until they both dropped where they sat. It seems like Katara is the only one left he hasn’t gotten to yet. It’s not that Katara isn’t grateful to have her father back. Of course she is. But one good deed can’t measure up to a lifetime of evil.</p><p>Dad is sleeping around the embers with them again tonight, along with Suki snuggled up to Sokka’s side, while the Fire Nation prisoner they had broken out had chosen a room for himself instead. Under the power of the moon Katara can feel the warmth of their blood; its quiet, contained flow through their bodies allows her to be aware of their presence more viscerally than she could have in the day, or on any other night.</p><p>She can feel the blood in Zuko’s body too, a little warmer than everyone else’s.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/628705607354089472/green-light-go-shanesararyan-discovery" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>It’s less momentous, figuring out that he’s into men too, than Shane would have expected if he’d ever thought it could happen to him. It’s no revelation or epiphany. It’s just Ryan.<br/></p></blockquote><p>Shane really thought he was straight. He really, really did. And the thing about thinking you’re straight, right, is that the way things are set up kind of lends itself to you never questioning it. Never questioning anything, in fact. So as a man who thinks he’s straight and has an easygoing long term relationship with one woman, Shane has sex like he’s straight too. He thinks about sex and love like he’s straight. Everything is clear-cut, has few steps and iterations, and it’s all just done the way it’s done, and that’s that. It’s not that he’s prudish or inexperienced, he’s not either. It’s just that he’s never quite had the tip-off to get creative. Tough to find interesting new answers when you don’t even know there are questions.</p><p>All that to say: the kinkiest Shane has ever really gotten is to do it with the lights on, or on the couch, or to let his partner sit on his face if she wants. Maybe a little gentle hair tugging here and there, a few light scratches down his back, the occasional sext. Doggie style, once.</p><p>Sara has a few fresh and funky things that she likes that Shane is perfectly happy to do for her, to her, to let her do to him. She likes to cover him in hickeys all over, and she likes for him to manhandle her and hold her a little too tight, and she likes to take pictures of him right after he’s come. And that stuff was a little bit like a sexy knock over the head at first, but it never really pushed the boundaries of what sex is like in Shane’s head.</p><p>Enter one Ryan Bergara.</p><blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/26359285" target="_blank">Read More ⟶</a></b></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/638882482504220672/and-many-more-loki-thor-snowball-fight" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>It’s that old tap-on-the-farther-shoulder trick, and Thor is not going to fall for it.<br/></p><blockquote><p>Thor is happy for Loki, and so so proud of him, to be slowly coming in to his Jotunn natures. He has not yet seen fit to show Thor his skin, but Thor is carefully concealing his eagerness for it lest he be mistaken for impatient. But sometimes in the night, Thor will wake to an unnatural frost crawling over the bedroom windowpane, or he’ll find a rather unflattering ice sculpture of himself in the freezer when he goes looking for ice cream after a dinner away.</p><p>The difference is the most stark in Loki himself. It’s almost like having his old brother back, but better. Loki of old would copycat Thor sometimes - trying to fit into shoes, Thor knows now, that simply would never fit. He had wielded his cleverness as a weapon even against friends, and frequently lost hold of his temper or else fell into a long quiet sadness during which he would hide away in the darkest corners of the palace. Loki now of course still has his moments of rage or heartbreak, but they grow more brief and less frequent every day.</p><p>So, really. Thor couldn’t be happier for him.</p><p>He just wishes, sometimes, that Loki might’ve found a new test subject by now.</p><p>The snowball that hits Thor square between the shoulders is over-large and hard packed. When it hits him, soft coat over firm armor, it explodes and sends snow and rocks up over the back of his neck and under his collar. Thor stops walking, but he does not turn around to find the culprit. Loki is one step <i>ahead </i>of him.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/28416309" target="_blank"><b>Keep Reading →</b></a><br/><a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/638882482504220672/and-many-more-loki-thor-snowball-fight" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>It’s that old tap-on-the-farther-shoulder trick, and Thor is not going to fall for it.<br/></p><blockquote><p>Thor is happy for Loki, and so so proud of him, to be slowly coming in to his Jotunn natures. He has not yet seen fit to show Thor his skin, but Thor is carefully concealing his eagerness for it lest he be mistaken for impatient. But sometimes in the night, Thor will wake to an unnatural frost crawling over the bedroom windowpane, or he’ll find a rather unflattering ice sculpture of himself in the freezer when he goes looking for ice cream after a dinner away.</p><p>The difference is the most stark in Loki himself. It’s almost like having his old brother back, but better. Loki of old would copycat Thor sometimes - trying to fit into shoes, Thor knows now, that simply would never fit. He had wielded his cleverness as a weapon even against friends, and frequently lost hold of his temper or else fell into a long quiet sadness during which he would hide away in the darkest corners of the palace. Loki now of course still has his moments of rage or heartbreak, but they grow more brief and less frequent every day.</p><p>So, really. Thor couldn’t be happier for him.</p><p>He just wishes, sometimes, that Loki might’ve found a new test subject by now.</p><p>The snowball that hits Thor square between the shoulders is over-large and hard packed. When it hits him, soft coat over firm armor, it explodes and sends snow and rocks up over the back of his neck and under his collar. Thor stops walking, but he does not turn around to find the culprit. Loki is one step <i>ahead </i>of him.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/28416309" target="_blank"><b>Keep Reading →</b></a><br/><a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p>Are you a Clairvoyant, a Composer, a Naturalist, or a Rook? Don’t forget to share your answer!</p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/638882482504220672/and-many-more-loki-thor-snowball-fight" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>It’s that old tap-on-the-farther-shoulder trick, and Thor is not going to fall for it.<br/></p><blockquote><p>Thor is happy for Loki, and so so proud of him, to be slowly coming in to his Jotunn natures. He has not yet seen fit to show Thor his skin, but Thor is carefully concealing his eagerness for it lest he be mistaken for impatient. But sometimes in the night, Thor will wake to an unnatural frost crawling over the bedroom windowpane, or he’ll find a rather unflattering ice sculpture of himself in the freezer when he goes looking for ice cream after a dinner away.</p><p>The difference is the most stark in Loki himself. It’s almost like having his old brother back, but better. Loki of old would copycat Thor sometimes - trying to fit into shoes, Thor knows now, that simply would never fit. He had wielded his cleverness as a weapon even against friends, and frequently lost hold of his temper or else fell into a long quiet sadness during which he would hide away in the darkest corners of the palace. Loki now of course still has his moments of rage or heartbreak, but they grow more brief and less frequent every day.</p><p>So, really. Thor couldn’t be happier for him.</p><p>He just wishes, sometimes, that Loki might’ve found a new test subject by now.</p><p>The snowball that hits Thor square between the shoulders is over-large and hard packed. When it hits him, soft coat over firm armor, it explodes and sends snow and rocks up over the back of his neck and under his collar. Thor stops walking, but he does not turn around to find the culprit. Loki is one step <i>ahead </i>of him.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/28416309" target="_blank"><b>Keep Reading →</b></a><br/><a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="544" data-orig-width="931"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/8c750ab8adac5c527ad93cb0a39a1876/ac17d2e27021ddc6-4f/s540x810/a95610256c975255b3f4bb9ba218fd73d20cfb1b.png" data-orig-height="544" data-orig-width="931"/></figure></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p>hey i updated my fic after over a year and it’s the filthiest porn i’ve ever written in my life happy birthday to me lmao</p></blockquote>
<p>hey it only took me three months this time and also it’s complete now</p>
</blockquote>
<p>so…………………. i updated the companion work to this after THREE years lmfaooooo. if anyone wants to know the magic of leaving comments on old fics, here is the proof baby!</p><p><a href="https://tmblr.co/mEe7CRVpsLjFgKMKhNDvHqg" target="_blank">@the-rat-wins</a> you are the ONLY person i know still in the shameless fandom so i’m making this your business specifically. i don’t even remember if you were reading any of this.</p><p>also <a href="https://tmblr.co/mzuzMUQG-UMVM9paphsIoNQ" target="_blank">@loldinson</a> is… not me. they have a url i used to have and tumblr is fundamentally broken i guess.</p><p>anyway, the companion: 5 Times Ian Drops And Mickey Doesn’t Get It +1 Time They Do It Right (Silly Dom, drop isn’t just for subs.)</p><p>1. <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/12735408/chapters/29041329" target="_blank">That Time With the Tire Iron</a></p><p>2. <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/12735408/chapters/67319083#workskin" target="_blank">That Time Ian Takes It Too Fast</a></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/628705607354089472/green-light-go-shanesararyan-discovery" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>It’s less momentous, figuring out that he’s into men too, than Shane would have expected if he’d ever thought it could happen to him. It’s no revelation or epiphany. It’s just Ryan.<br/></p></blockquote><p>Shane really thought he was straight. He really, really did. And the thing about thinking you’re straight, right, is that the way things are set up kind of lends itself to you never questioning it. Never questioning anything, in fact. So as a man who thinks he’s straight and has an easygoing long term relationship with one woman, Shane has sex like he’s straight too. He thinks about sex and love like he’s straight. Everything is clear-cut, has few steps and iterations, and it’s all just done the way it’s done, and that’s that. It’s not that he’s prudish or inexperienced, he’s not either. It’s just that he’s never quite had the tip-off to get creative. Tough to find interesting new answers when you don’t even know there are questions.</p><p>All that to say: the kinkiest Shane has ever really gotten is to do it with the lights on, or on the couch, or to let his partner sit on his face if she wants. Maybe a little gentle hair tugging here and there, a few light scratches down his back, the occasional sext. Doggie style, once.</p><p>Sara has a few fresh and funky things that she likes that Shane is perfectly happy to do for her, to her, to let her do to him. She likes to cover him in hickeys all over, and she likes for him to manhandle her and hold her a little too tight, and she likes to take pictures of him right after he’s come. And that stuff was a little bit like a sexy knock over the head at first, but it never really pushed the boundaries of what sex is like in Shane’s head.</p><p>Enter one Ryan Bergara.</p><blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/26359285" target="_blank">Read More ⟶</a></b></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<p><a href="http://the-right-writing.tumblr.com/post/28920826521/writer-beware" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">the-right-writing</a>:</p>
<blockquote>
<p>Writer Beware makes posts on which publishing houses to avoid at all costs, which words to look for and which words to watch out for in contracts, and several other things that will keep you in control and knowledgeable about the publishing process.  I’d suggest reading through the website if you want to avoid getting ripped off, cheated, or scammed.</p>
</blockquote>
<p>I’m just going to reblog this every so often because it’s a site that every writer needs to see.</p>
</blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/620938119230963712/a-little-ocean-katara-zuko-nightmare" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>The full moon makes Katara feel strong. She keeps watch. The full moon makes Zuko feel weak. He has a nightmare.</p><blockquote><p>The full moon comes and Katara can’t sleep. Even sequestered away from the moonlight inside the Western Air Temple, the energy of it flows under her skin like white rapids. She’d be surprised that Aang can obviously sleep just fine, his soft snores sending up tiny whirlwinds, but no doubt he’s tired from firebending training with Zuko. Zuko, who no longer slinks away to his room alone at night ever since he and Sokka came back from their little field trip and Sokka wouldn’t stop fawning all over him until they both dropped where they sat. It seems like Katara is the only one left he hasn’t gotten to yet. It’s not that Katara isn’t grateful to have her father back. Of course she is. But one good deed can’t measure up to a lifetime of evil.</p><p>Dad is sleeping around the embers with them again tonight, along with Suki snuggled up to Sokka’s side, while the Fire Nation prisoner they had broken out had chosen a room for himself instead. Under the power of the moon Katara can feel the warmth of their blood; its quiet, contained flow through their bodies allows her to be aware of their presence more viscerally than she could have in the day, or on any other night.</p><p>She can feel the blood in Zuko’s body too, a little warmer than everyone else’s.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/190718739805/big-as-the-ocean-and-equally-hard-to-control" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Of course you can be happy without being with your soulmate, and Ryan doesn’t judge different kinds of relationships, he just thinks that your soulmate is like the pinnacle of what you can achieve, romantically.</p><p>“You sound like a Nicholas Sparks movie,” Shane tells him, because Shane doesn’t believe in soulmates.</p><p><small>inspired by <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mtG__5dw9g8mH0ybLGI6UfA" target="_blank">@kaya4114</a>‘s <a href="https://kaya4114.tumblr.com/post/185371136445/soulmate-au" target="_blank">text post</a></small></p><blockquote><p>Ryan seems a little jittery when he settles in at their desk on set to film this next episode of Unsolved. He taps the bottom of his folder on the desk between his hands and blows a breath out between loose lips. Shane is intrigued. The last time Ryan was this nervous before filming off location it was the alien abduction episode. Obviously, Shane thought that whole deal was absolutely ridiculous, but the banter was especially juicy that day because of it. He folds himself down into the chair next to Ryan eagerly. Ryan gives him a semi-suspicious glare out of the corner of his eye while they wait for setup to finish, and Shane grins back cheekily just to make Ryan huff. They get the count down from TJ, and Ryan sits up straighter.</p><p>“Today on Unsolved: Supernatural,” he introduces on cue. “We discuss soulmarks as part of our ongoing investigation into the question ‘Is the Paranormal real?’” Shane almost laughs this time as he shakes his head at the camera. He never knows ahead of time about the subjects of the episodes to keep his reactions as genuine as possible. He gets why Ryan is so jumpy now though. For most people, soulmarks are a pretty touchy subject. Ryan makes his way with determination through his notes, citing pseudo-scientific research, testimonials, and ancient writings. He summarizes; light brown for inert, yellow when you meet, green when you become friends, red when you’re in love. There’s a lot of ‘we’ve all heard’ this and &lsquo;everyone knows’ that, but Shane patiently waits it out. “So, do y-”</p><p>“Nope,” Shane interrupts the question with relish, popping his p to be obnoxious. Ryan glares at him, pressing his lips tightly together so that he doesn’t ruin his stern look by laughing.</p><p>“You didn’t even let me finish,” he complains. “How could you not believe in soulmates?”</p><p>“I mean, it’s not supernatural,” Shane explains. He leans back in his seat with a shrug, and takes a negligent sip of his coffee. “It’s some kind of biological thing, obviously. It’s chemical or something, hormonal. It has nothing to do with love.”</p><p>“Hormonal,” Ryan repeats, making his voice deliberately flat. “Do you even believe in love?”</p><p>“Of course I do!” Shane says. He doesn’t take offense at the question; he knows it’s part of the bit. “I just don’t think it’s magic.”</p></blockquote></blockquote>
Big As the Ocean, And Equally Hard to Control: Ryan/Shane/Sara + Soulmate AU, 1/4
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Sara remembers exactly what it feels like to be desperately in love with her best friend and to not realize it until too late. She’s not going to let her boyfriends go through that.<br/></p>
<blockquote>
<p>Sara wouldn’t necessarily say she knows Shane and Ryan better than they know themselves, just because that’s kind of belittling and not really her style. That being said, Sara does have a… unique perspective - on the two of them, specifically, and on the world they are all living in, generally. Sara has known them both for half a dozen years, been dating one of them for five, and the other for soon to be two. She can navigate all of their quirks by habit and she knows all the trivia of their lives without her.</p>
<p>Sara knows that Ryan has been in love with almost every single one of his girlfriends, just as she knows that Shane’s heart is a little more selective. She knows that Ryan had sex for the first time in his junior year of high school with his steady girlfriend and that they stayed together after that until well past graduation. She knows that Shane had sex for the first time as a college freshman in his stinky dorm room with an older woman that he’d met less than a week before and was just friends with after with no regrets. She knows that despite what those experiences might imply, Ryan is vastly more sexually adventurous than Shane - if only because he happens to have a wilder imagination.</p>
<p>Sara knows that Ryan loves roller coasters and Shane really, really doesn’t. She knows that Ryan thinks mint chip ice cream is an abomination, that Shane’s favorite flavor is Neapolitan. She knows how both of them take their coffee, what each of them likes for breakfast on a lazy weekend morning. She knows which side of the bed they each prefer to sleep on, how hot they take their showers, what their hangovers are like. She knows their clothing sizes and all of their important dates to remember (or at least, she has those written down… somewhere). She knows their types - in movies, in shows, in fictional characters, celebrities, women.</p>
<p>Except, no, not women, because Sara knows, actually, Shane’s and Ryan’s types in <i>people</i>.</p>
<p>Neither of them has ever been with another man (or anyone of any other gender), never considered asking any non-woman person out on a date. This is another thing that Sara knows about them both. But then again, Sara herself has only been with another woman once and only for one night and not exactly stone cold sober, and she’ll probably never be with a woman again, because she’s with Shane and Ryan now and that’s really shaping up to be that. But that doesn’t make her straight.</p>
<p>It’s like she said. She has a unique perspective.</p>
</blockquote>
<p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/26404729" target="_blank">Read More →</a>
</b><br/></p>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/638175738621722624/the-secret-ingredient-taako-lucretia-native" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p>Taako doesn’t even remember what he’s doing on the moon in the middle of the night, has no idea what made up errand he’d sent himself on so that he could come up here and skulk around in the bittersweet memories, because when he swipes his fantasy key card and comes into the Horny Boys’ dorm suite he’s greeted by the smell of burning flour and the sting of smoke in his eyes. Someone is cooking badly in here.</p><p>Taako picks his way past the covered furniture towards the kitchen, saving his potential quips up to be deployed depending on who’s in there. All of the lights are on above the breakfast bar, the counters messy, but whoever is in here is either wallowing in pity on the floor or dead because Taako can’t see them. Finally, he comes around the corner and can behold the whole scene.</p><p>He recognizes the recipe before anything else, despite the travesty that has been made of it. Faerun doesn’t have exactly the same fruits and roots that Tuscon had, but Taako knows all of their closest equivalents by heart. It’s a cake that’s been attempted here. A very specific cake, one that Auntie used to make for Taako and Lup for their birthday and holidays, and sometimes when they were ‘sick’ and had to stay home from school. On the Starblaster, Taako and Lup had been sure to make it for each other at least once a cycle. Not on their birthday anymore, then, because birthdays had quickly lost all meaning, but for other things. If someone had died or someone had survived or someone got sick or got better or one of them made a friend or lost one, or if nothing in particular happened at all which in those days was the most special occasion of all.</p><p>Taako remembers, vividly, teaching the recipe to Lucretia. She didn’t ask, and Taako can’t remember now what made him do it, what made him pick her. It just felt right, at the time, he supposes, or maybe he’d meant it as a message. He’d made her promise not to write it down. It was just for them, he’d said. Just for family.</p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/28232829" target="_blank">Keep Reading</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/638175738621722624/the-secret-ingredient-taako-lucretia-native" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p>Taako doesn’t even remember what he’s doing on the moon in the middle of the night, has no idea what made up errand he’d sent himself on so that he could come up here and skulk around in the bittersweet memories, because when he swipes his fantasy key card and comes into the Horny Boys’ dorm suite he’s greeted by the smell of burning flour and the sting of smoke in his eyes. Someone is cooking badly in here.</p><p>Taako picks his way past the covered furniture towards the kitchen, saving his potential quips up to be deployed depending on who’s in there. All of the lights are on above the breakfast bar, the counters messy, but whoever is in here is either wallowing in pity on the floor or dead because Taako can’t see them. Finally, he comes around the corner and can behold the whole scene.</p><p>He recognizes the recipe before anything else, despite the travesty that has been made of it. Faerun doesn’t have exactly the same fruits and roots that Tuscon had, but Taako knows all of their closest equivalents by heart. It’s a cake that’s been attempted here. A very specific cake, one that Auntie used to make for Taako and Lup for their birthday and holidays, and sometimes when they were ‘sick’ and had to stay home from school. On the Starblaster, Taako and Lup had been sure to make it for each other at least once a cycle. Not on their birthday anymore, then, because birthdays had quickly lost all meaning, but for other things. If someone had died or someone had survived or someone got sick or got better or one of them made a friend or lost one, or if nothing in particular happened at all which in those days was the most special occasion of all.</p><p>Taako remembers, vividly, teaching the recipe to Lucretia. She didn’t ask, and Taako can’t remember now what made him do it, what made him pick her. It just felt right, at the time, he supposes, or maybe he’d meant it as a message. He’d made her promise not to write it down. It was just for them, he’d said. Just for family.</p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/28232829" target="_blank">Keep Reading</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/calicofiction" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://makemadej.tumblr.com/post/638068254294851584/let-me-down-slowly" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">makemadej</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Rating:</b> Mature<br/><b>Warnings: </b>No Archive Warnings Apply<br/><b>Relationships:</b> Ryan Bergara/Shane Madej<br/>Additional Tags: Hiking, Christmas Fluff, Established Relationship, Dirty Talk<b><br/></b></p><p><b>Summary: </b></p><p>It’s so new between them still, this unfamiliar bend in the long lazy river of their relationship. </p><p>As much as Shane loves a lazy river, he thinks he’s ready to mix things up a little.</p></blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Sara remembers exactly what it feels like to be desperately in love with her best friend and to not realize it until too late. She’s not going to let her boyfriends go through that.<br/></p>
<blockquote>
<p>Sara wouldn’t necessarily say she knows Shane and Ryan better than they know themselves, just because that’s kind of belittling and not really her style. That being said, Sara does have a… unique perspective - on the two of them, specifically, and on the world they are all living in, generally. Sara has known them both for half a dozen years, been dating one of them for five, and the other for soon to be two. She can navigate all of their quirks by habit and she knows all the trivia of their lives without her.</p>
<p>Sara knows that Ryan has been in love with almost every single one of his girlfriends, just as she knows that Shane’s heart is a little more selective. She knows that Ryan had sex for the first time in his junior year of high school with his steady girlfriend and that they stayed together after that until well past graduation. She knows that Shane had sex for the first time as a college freshman in his stinky dorm room with an older woman that he’d met less than a week before and was just friends with after with no regrets. She knows that despite what those experiences might imply, Ryan is vastly more sexually adventurous than Shane - if only because he happens to have a wilder imagination.</p>
<p>Sara knows that Ryan loves roller coasters and Shane really, really doesn’t. She knows that Ryan thinks mint chip ice cream is an abomination, that Shane’s favorite flavor is Neapolitan. She knows how both of them take their coffee, what each of them likes for breakfast on a lazy weekend morning. She knows which side of the bed they each prefer to sleep on, how hot they take their showers, what their hangovers are like. She knows their clothing sizes and all of their important dates to remember (or at least, she has those written down… somewhere). She knows their types - in movies, in shows, in fictional characters, celebrities, women.</p>
<p>Except, no, not women, because Sara knows, actually, Shane’s and Ryan’s types in <i>people</i>.</p>
<p>Neither of them has ever been with another man (or anyone of any other gender), never considered asking any non-woman person out on a date. This is another thing that Sara knows about them both. But then again, Sara herself has only been with another woman once and only for one night and not exactly stone cold sober, and she’ll probably never be with a woman again, because she’s with Shane and Ryan now and that’s really shaping up to be that. But that doesn’t make her straight.</p>
<p>It’s like she said. She has a unique perspective.</p>
</blockquote>
<p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/26404729" target="_blank">Read More →</a>
</b><br/></p>
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</blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/180939501855/beware-of-cat-loki-avengers-holiday-gifts" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Loki gives the Avengers holiday gifts. Entirely altruistically, of course.</p><blockquote><p>The body of the sweater is a hectic geometric pattern in phosphorescently vibrant shades of orange and lavender. On the front of it is a hauntingly realistic depiction of a reindeer, complete with antlers that branch out over the shoulders and beady, shining black eyes that Steve is steadfastly choosing to believe are buttons but which almost definitely are not. As he steps closer to it where it sits on top of the dresser in his room at Avengers Compound (which he had definitely locked up when he’d left it yesterday), Steve is uncomfortably aware of the power the sweater exudes. It doesn’t seem overtly hostile, headache inducing pattern and possibly sentient illustration aside, but Steve is still hesitant to touch it. Steve might not be known for his sense of caution, but he hasn’t suffered any strange and unthinkable consequences from thoughtlessly picking up something magical yet and he’d like to keep it that way as long as possible.</p><p>Sitting on the dresser just to the right of the sweater is a small Christmas gift tag shaped like a sprig of holly. Steve quickly flicks it over and leaps backwards, just in case. When nothing happens, he creeps forward again to read it. In sparkly lavender gel ink that matches the shade in the sweater perfectly, the tag simply says ‘Happy Holidays, Captain’ in carefully neat print. Well, that answers exactly zero questions.</p><p>It’s obviously magical, so chances are good it came from a magical person. It’s probably not from Wanda. Steve doesn’t think she could dream up something this aesthetically painful if she tried. And though anything is possible, a cursed ugly holiday sweater seems a little silly to be a nefarious plot device from a real villain.</p><p>That leaves only one culprit. Loki.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16861012" target="_blank">Read More</a></p></blockquote>
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<p>Summary:<br/>
Taako stands in front of a display of seasonal berries, the elderberries right up front.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>
 Routinely, Taako avoids the produce section of the Fantasy 
Costco. It’s not difficult, the section is small in comparison to the 
endless others, and usually he’s here with Magnus and Merle and they’re 
either equipping for a mission or simply making a nuisance of 
themselves. But sometimes when Taako can’t sleep - which is often - he 
comes here and shops until he’s ready to drop. Most of the time he 
doesn’t even buy anything, he just looks and imagines a thousand 
different lives for himself based on the items that grab his interest.
</p>
<p>
 Every now and then though, like now, he’ll find himself in the 
dread produce section and he’ll see something in particular, some 
completely mundane ingredient, and he won’t be able to leave. Once, he 
saw a long row of gigantic frozen turkeys and inexplicably burst into 
tears; once, a pile of innocent avocados captured him in a spiral of 
dead-end confusion for hours. Now, Taako stands in front of a display of
 seasonal berries, the elderberries right up front. At least this time 
he knows what his ish is.
</p>
<p>
 (The Glamour Springs show was in early summer and elderberries 
wouldn’t be naturally ripe for several months still. Taako made them 
extra dark and juicy, even better than any you could’ve picked yourself.
 That was the trick. The impossibility.)
</p>
<p>
 Taako doesn’t know how long it is that he stares at the berries,
 mentally redoing the mechanics of his spell over and over again, and in
 between every calculation and every pronunciation echo the results. 
Five dry twigs to one live berry, forty people dead. Short vowels and 
long consonants, forty people dead.
</p>
<p>
 “Those are fresh, just in!” Garfield pops up behind Taako. Taako
 doesn’t jump, and his thoughts don’t stop cycling either. “They’re to 
die for!”
</p>
<p>
 “I can’t argue with that, my man,” Taako says. Forty people dead. “How much?”</p>
</blockquote>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19288966" target="_blank">Read More</a><br/></p>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Merle, Magnus, and Lup beg Taako to let them invite Lucretia to Candlenights. Merle posits that Taako should try to forgive for his own good, Magnus invokes the spirit of familial togetherness, and Lup just says please. So Taako agrees, even though he’s not ready.</p>
<p>

<small>Taako’s views in this fic on himself and Lucretia do not reflect my views on either character or on their relationship. Taako is traumatized and blames Lucretia disproportionately to her actions because he hasn’t been able to adjust yet. Some of his thoughts on this might be upsetting.</small>

<br/></p>
<blockquote>
<p>After everything, Taako buys a house. Taako fills his house with things. Mostly cooking things, but also books and art and bedding and cute little knick knacks that have absolutely no conceivable practical use. He has more than one walk in closet. No room is empty, and there are many many rooms. He has rugs and curtains and armchairs and eight pairs of sandals. He has a collection of nail polish that takes up a whole cabinet by itself. He owns lots of things that are heavy, unwieldy, loud. He plants himself right in the middle of Neverwinter and declares, silently and to himself, that he won’t be budged. Never ever.</p>
<p>That’s not the only thing Taako swears to never ever do. And Taako may have changed a lot over the past hundred and ten years - sometimes by choice, sometimes organically, sometimes against his will - but stubbornness? Nothing ever managed to take that away from him. So he swears he’ll never be on the run again, and he’ll never forgive Lucretia.</p>
<p>He’s not an asshole about it or anything, not that he couldn’t or that the urge to doesn’t ever hit him, stab him right between the ribs and stir up his guts until he gets ill. But given everything she took from him, Taako can’t bear to deprive himself even further by causing rifts or whatever. He did threaten to kill her while furiously weeping though, so he thinks his stance on hanging out is pretty clear. Sure, sometimes he can’t sleep because of cyclical inexpressible rage. And sometimes when he does sleep he’s woken by the same gut-wrenching night terrors that he had during those ten years, the ones where he’s searching and searching for something undefined and he knows somehow that if he doesn’t find it he’ll disappear too, but now when he wakes up instead of aimlessly trying to fill that void with food or attention or hats or other bullshit Taako knows to think of Lup. And of Barry, and Merle, and Magnus, and Davenport - and Lucretia. He was looking for her and she was right there , watching him search and fail and decompose. But whatever. She gets it, everyone gets it, no need to drag it out again. Taako can deal with his icky feelings all by himself like a big boy.</p>
<p>So life goes on and everything is a little weird and mostly good. Angus goes to school. Kravitz sleeps over at Taako’s a lot even though he doesn’t, strictly speaking, need to sleep, being dead and all, which is very sweet and nice and gives Taako feelings that are gooey but very much not icky at all. Carey and Killian go on a honeymoon that’s supposed to last for one week but actually lasts for three because no one has the heart and/or guts to tell them they have to come back. Davenport goes to sea and sends them all postcards. Merle lives on the beach and spends all his time with kids, and Magnus lives in the boonies and spends all his time with dogs. Lup and Barry renew their vows, again, and everyone they know is there, and Taako and Lucretia sit on opposite sides of the aisle, and it’s fine. Everything is fine.</p>
<p>One Candlenights passes, and then Midsummer, and the four birds left in between them go to Lucretia’s on one day and to Taako’s on another day for the celebrations, and it’s all perfectly fine. Taako feels mostly okay most of the time, and for the times when he’s doing shitty he has a Cleric who is not Merle that he visits sometimes and she kind of helps usually even though Taako doesn’t actually take her advice very often. Sooner than it seems it should, Candlenights is coming again.</p>
<p>Merle, Magnus, and Lup, in that order, all beg Taako to invite - or to let them invite - Lucretia to Candlenights at his place this year. Davenport is still at sea and won’t be attending, just as it was last year and for Midsummer. Barry says it’s Taako’s choice and refuses to express any opinion beyond that. Merle posits that Taako should let go of his anger for his own good (which would be fine and Taako figures he could wrestle his stubbornness into compliance to get it done, if only this gods-awful feeling was as simple as ‘anger’), Magnus invokes the spirit of familial togetherness, and Lup just says please. So, reluctantly and not very charitably, Taako agrees.</p>
</blockquote>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19478245" target="_blank">Read More</a></p>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/180577195235/thermophobia-len-the-heat" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Or 3 Times Leonard Thought He’d Burn +1 Time He Was Cool and Comfortable<br/>Companion Mick piece: <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13003605" target="_blank">Frigophobia</a></p><blockquote><p>Dad had the brilliant idea to combine discipline and containment. That was a few years ago now, but this is the first time that Leo has been cuffed to the radiator when it’s on .</p><p>Usually Dad does jobs in the spring and fall. He takes the winter off because he hates it and doesn’t want to be out in the cold and the slush and the holiday crowds, all those people being happy and rich . As if he’s hurting for money. He doesn’t exactly have a compelling success rate for his heists, but he makes fucking bank when he doesn’t get caught. Summer he takes off because he loves it. He goes on vacations and brings home wives, apparently, and when the romantic sea spray gets all washed away and she comes to her senses and leaves without even taking her baby with her, Dad takes it out on Leo.</p><p>Point being, a job in the dead of winter is unusual. Leo isn’t allowed to sit meetings with Dad’s crew, or pack of mercenaries as the case may be, even though sometimes they use him as a tool in their schemes. It’s not fair, but that’s life. Leo learned that lesson quick.</p><p>Leo also was quick to figure out not to try to eavesdrop on Dad and his men, but of course Dad doesn’t like to leave his so-called ‘lessons’ up to chance. So here Leo is, with a pair of Dad’s old handcuffs around one wrist holding him in close to the radiator. He wonders if Dad forgot it was on this time, or if he just doesn’t care.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16768843" target="_blank">Keep Reading</a></p><p>Read Mick Companion: <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13003605" target="_blank">Frigophobia</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/636352243470401536/what-category-of-witch-from-calico-jacks-witch" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/636104922952269824/what-category-of-witch-from-calico-jacks-witch" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p>Are you a Clairvoyant, a Composer, a Naturalist, or a Rook? Don’t forget to share your answer!</p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://loldinson.tumblr.com/post/186056931040/no-equivalent-substitute-taako-lucretia-food" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">loldinson</a>:</p><blockquote>
<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Merle, Magnus, and Lup beg Taako to let them invite Lucretia to Candlenights. Merle posits that Taako should try to forgive for his own good, Magnus invokes the spirit of familial togetherness, and Lup just says please. So Taako agrees, even though he’s not ready.</p>
<p>

<small>Taako’s views in this fic on himself and Lucretia do not reflect my views on either character or on their relationship. Taako is traumatized and blames Lucretia disproportionately to her actions because he hasn’t been able to adjust yet. Some of his thoughts on this might be upsetting.</small>

<br/></p>
<blockquote>
<p>After everything, Taako buys a house. Taako fills his house with things. Mostly cooking things, but also books and art and bedding and cute little knick knacks that have absolutely no conceivable practical use. He has more than one walk in closet. No room is empty, and there are many many rooms. He has rugs and curtains and armchairs and eight pairs of sandals. He has a collection of nail polish that takes up a whole cabinet by itself. He owns lots of things that are heavy, unwieldy, loud. He plants himself right in the middle of Neverwinter and declares, silently and to himself, that he won’t be budged. Never ever.</p>
<p>That’s not the only thing Taako swears to never ever do. And Taako may have changed a lot over the past hundred and ten years - sometimes by choice, sometimes organically, sometimes against his will - but stubbornness? Nothing ever managed to take that away from him. So he swears he’ll never be on the run again, and he’ll never forgive Lucretia.</p>
<p>He’s not an asshole about it or anything, not that he couldn’t or that the urge to doesn’t ever hit him, stab him right between the ribs and stir up his guts until he gets ill. But given everything she took from him, Taako can’t bear to deprive himself even further by causing rifts or whatever. He did threaten to kill her while furiously weeping though, so he thinks his stance on hanging out is pretty clear. Sure, sometimes he can’t sleep because of cyclical inexpressible rage. And sometimes when he does sleep he’s woken by the same gut-wrenching night terrors that he had during those ten years, the ones where he’s searching and searching for something undefined and he knows somehow that if he doesn’t find it he’ll disappear too, but now when he wakes up instead of aimlessly trying to fill that void with food or attention or hats or other bullshit Taako knows to think of Lup. And of Barry, and Merle, and Magnus, and Davenport - and Lucretia. He was looking for her and she was right there , watching him search and fail and decompose. But whatever. She gets it, everyone gets it, no need to drag it out again. Taako can deal with his icky feelings all by himself like a big boy.</p>
<p>So life goes on and everything is a little weird and mostly good. Angus goes to school. Kravitz sleeps over at Taako’s a lot even though he doesn’t, strictly speaking, need to sleep, being dead and all, which is very sweet and nice and gives Taako feelings that are gooey but very much not icky at all. Carey and Killian go on a honeymoon that’s supposed to last for one week but actually lasts for three because no one has the heart and/or guts to tell them they have to come back. Davenport goes to sea and sends them all postcards. Merle lives on the beach and spends all his time with kids, and Magnus lives in the boonies and spends all his time with dogs. Lup and Barry renew their vows, again, and everyone they know is there, and Taako and Lucretia sit on opposite sides of the aisle, and it’s fine. Everything is fine.</p>
<p>One Candlenights passes, and then Midsummer, and the four birds left in between them go to Lucretia’s on one day and to Taako’s on another day for the celebrations, and it’s all perfectly fine. Taako feels mostly okay most of the time, and for the times when he’s doing shitty he has a Cleric who is not Merle that he visits sometimes and she kind of helps usually even though Taako doesn’t actually take her advice very often. Sooner than it seems it should, Candlenights is coming again.</p>
<p>Merle, Magnus, and Lup, in that order, all beg Taako to invite - or to let them invite - Lucretia to Candlenights at his place this year. Davenport is still at sea and won’t be attending, just as it was last year and for Midsummer. Barry says it’s Taako’s choice and refuses to express any opinion beyond that. Merle posits that Taako should let go of his anger for his own good (which would be fine and Taako figures he could wrestle his stubbornness into compliance to get it done, if only this gods-awful feeling was as simple as ‘anger’), Magnus invokes the spirit of familial togetherness, and Lup just says please. So, reluctantly and not very charitably, Taako agrees.</p>
</blockquote>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19478245" target="_blank">Read More</a></p>
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<p><a class="tumblr_blog" href="http://redblooded-disadvantage.tumblr.com/post/140738871670" target="_blank">redblooded-disadvantage</a>:</p>
<blockquote><p>hey i updated my fic after over a year and it’s the filthiest porn i’ve ever written in my life happy birthday to me lmao</p></blockquote>
<p>hey it only took me three months this time and also it’s complete now</p>
</blockquote>
<p>so…………………. i updated the companion work to this after THREE years lmfaooooo. if anyone wants to know the magic of leaving comments on old fics, here is the proof baby!</p><p><a href="https://tmblr.co/mEe7CRVpsLjFgKMKhNDvHqg" target="_blank">@the-rat-wins</a> you are the ONLY person i know still in the shameless fandom so i’m making this your business specifically. i don’t even remember if you were reading any of this.</p><p>also <a href="https://tmblr.co/mzuzMUQG-UMVM9paphsIoNQ" target="_blank">@loldinson</a> is… not me. they have a url i used to have and tumblr is fundamentally broken i guess.</p><p>anyway, the companion: 5 Times Ian Drops And Mickey Doesn’t Get It +1 Time They Do It Right (Silly Dom, drop isn’t just for subs.)</p><p>1. <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/12735408/chapters/29041329" target="_blank">That Time With the Tire Iron</a></p><p>2. <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/12735408/chapters/67319083#workskin" target="_blank">That Time Ian Takes It Too Fast</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p>hey i updated my fic after over a year and it’s the filthiest porn i’ve ever written in my life happy birthday to me lmao</p></blockquote>
<p>hey it only took me three months this time and also it’s complete now</p>
</blockquote>
<p>so…………………. i updated the companion work to this after THREE years lmfaooooo. if anyone wants to know the magic of leaving comments on old fics, here is the proof baby!</p><p><a href="https://tmblr.co/mEe7CRVpsLjFgKMKhNDvHqg" target="_blank">@the-rat-wins</a> you are the ONLY person i know still in the shameless fandom so i’m making this your business specifically. i don’t even remember if you were reading any of this.</p><p>also <a href="https://tmblr.co/mzuzMUQG-UMVM9paphsIoNQ" target="_blank">@loldinson</a> is… not me. they have a url i used to have and tumblr is fundamentally broken i guess.</p><p>anyway, the companion: 5 Times Ian Drops And Mickey Doesn’t Get It +1 Time They Do It Right (Silly Dom, drop isn’t just for subs.)</p><p>1. <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/12735408/chapters/29041329" target="_blank">That Time With the Tire Iron</a></p><p>2. <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/12735408/chapters/67319083#workskin" target="_blank">That Time Ian Takes It Too Fast</a></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://loldinson.tumblr.com/post/186056931040/no-equivalent-substitute-taako-lucretia-food" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">loldinson</a>:</p><blockquote>
<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Merle, Magnus, and Lup beg Taako to let them invite Lucretia to Candlenights. Merle posits that Taako should try to forgive for his own good, Magnus invokes the spirit of familial togetherness, and Lup just says please. So Taako agrees, even though he’s not ready.</p>
<p>

<small>Taako’s views in this fic on himself and Lucretia do not reflect my views on either character or on their relationship. Taako is traumatized and blames Lucretia disproportionately to her actions because he hasn’t been able to adjust yet. Some of his thoughts on this might be upsetting.</small>

<br/></p>
<blockquote>
<p>After everything, Taako buys a house. Taako fills his house with things. Mostly cooking things, but also books and art and bedding and cute little knick knacks that have absolutely no conceivable practical use. He has more than one walk in closet. No room is empty, and there are many many rooms. He has rugs and curtains and armchairs and eight pairs of sandals. He has a collection of nail polish that takes up a whole cabinet by itself. He owns lots of things that are heavy, unwieldy, loud. He plants himself right in the middle of Neverwinter and declares, silently and to himself, that he won’t be budged. Never ever.</p>
<p>That’s not the only thing Taako swears to never ever do. And Taako may have changed a lot over the past hundred and ten years - sometimes by choice, sometimes organically, sometimes against his will - but stubbornness? Nothing ever managed to take that away from him. So he swears he’ll never be on the run again, and he’ll never forgive Lucretia.</p>
<p>He’s not an asshole about it or anything, not that he couldn’t or that the urge to doesn’t ever hit him, stab him right between the ribs and stir up his guts until he gets ill. But given everything she took from him, Taako can’t bear to deprive himself even further by causing rifts or whatever. He did threaten to kill her while furiously weeping though, so he thinks his stance on hanging out is pretty clear. Sure, sometimes he can’t sleep because of cyclical inexpressible rage. And sometimes when he does sleep he’s woken by the same gut-wrenching night terrors that he had during those ten years, the ones where he’s searching and searching for something undefined and he knows somehow that if he doesn’t find it he’ll disappear too, but now when he wakes up instead of aimlessly trying to fill that void with food or attention or hats or other bullshit Taako knows to think of Lup. And of Barry, and Merle, and Magnus, and Davenport - and Lucretia. He was looking for her and she was right there , watching him search and fail and decompose. But whatever. She gets it, everyone gets it, no need to drag it out again. Taako can deal with his icky feelings all by himself like a big boy.</p>
<p>So life goes on and everything is a little weird and mostly good. Angus goes to school. Kravitz sleeps over at Taako’s a lot even though he doesn’t, strictly speaking, need to sleep, being dead and all, which is very sweet and nice and gives Taako feelings that are gooey but very much not icky at all. Carey and Killian go on a honeymoon that’s supposed to last for one week but actually lasts for three because no one has the heart and/or guts to tell them they have to come back. Davenport goes to sea and sends them all postcards. Merle lives on the beach and spends all his time with kids, and Magnus lives in the boonies and spends all his time with dogs. Lup and Barry renew their vows, again, and everyone they know is there, and Taako and Lucretia sit on opposite sides of the aisle, and it’s fine. Everything is fine.</p>
<p>One Candlenights passes, and then Midsummer, and the four birds left in between them go to Lucretia’s on one day and to Taako’s on another day for the celebrations, and it’s all perfectly fine. Taako feels mostly okay most of the time, and for the times when he’s doing shitty he has a Cleric who is not Merle that he visits sometimes and she kind of helps usually even though Taako doesn’t actually take her advice very often. Sooner than it seems it should, Candlenights is coming again.</p>
<p>Merle, Magnus, and Lup, in that order, all beg Taako to invite - or to let them invite - Lucretia to Candlenights at his place this year. Davenport is still at sea and won’t be attending, just as it was last year and for Midsummer. Barry says it’s Taako’s choice and refuses to express any opinion beyond that. Merle posits that Taako should let go of his anger for his own good (which would be fine and Taako figures he could wrestle his stubbornness into compliance to get it done, if only this gods-awful feeling was as simple as ‘anger’), Magnus invokes the spirit of familial togetherness, and Lup just says please. So, reluctantly and not very charitably, Taako agrees.</p>
</blockquote>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19478245" target="_blank">Read More</a></p>
</blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/628953076663025665/break-out-performance-ryanshanesara" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Sara remembers exactly what it feels like to be desperately in love with her best friend and to not realize it until too late. She’s not going to let her boyfriends go through that.<br/></p><blockquote><p>Sara wouldn’t necessarily say she knows Shane and Ryan better than they know themselves, just because that’s kind of belittling and not really her style. That being said, Sara does have a… unique perspective - on the two of them, specifically, and on the world they are all living in, generally. Sara has known them both for half a dozen years, been dating one of them for five, and the other for soon to be two. She can navigate all of their quirks by habit and she knows all the trivia of their lives without her.</p><p>Sara knows that Ryan has been in love with almost every single one of his girlfriends, just as she knows that Shane’s heart is a little more selective. She knows that Ryan had sex for the first time in his junior year of high school with his steady girlfriend and that they stayed together after that until well past graduation. She knows that Shane had sex for the first time as a college freshman in his stinky dorm room with an older woman that he’d met less than a week before and was just friends with after with no regrets. She knows that despite what those experiences might imply, Ryan is vastly more sexually adventurous than Shane - if only because he happens to have a wilder imagination.</p><p>Sara knows that Ryan loves roller coasters and Shane really, really doesn’t. She knows that Ryan thinks mint chip ice cream is an abomination, that Shane’s favorite flavor is Neapolitan. She knows how both of them take their coffee, what each of them likes for breakfast on a lazy weekend morning. She knows which side of the bed they each prefer to sleep on, how hot they take their showers, what their hangovers are like. She knows their clothing sizes and all of their important dates to remember (or at least, she has those written down… somewhere). She knows their types - in movies, in shows, in fictional characters, celebrities, women.</p><p>Except, no, not women, because Sara knows, actually, Shane’s and Ryan’s types in <i>people</i>.</p><p>Neither of them has ever been with another man (or anyone of any other gender), never considered asking any non-woman person out on a date. This is another thing that Sara knows about them both. But then again, Sara herself has only been with another woman once and only for one night and not exactly stone cold sober, and she’ll probably never be with a woman again, because she’s with Shane and Ryan now and that’s really shaping up to be that. But that doesn’t make her straight.</p><p>It’s like she said. She has a unique perspective.</p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/26404729" target="_blank">Read More →</a>
</b><br/></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/628705607354089472/green-light-go-shanesararyan-discovery" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>It’s less momentous, figuring out that he’s into men too, than Shane would have expected if he’d ever thought it could happen to him. It’s no revelation or epiphany. It’s just Ryan.<br/></p></blockquote><p>Shane really thought he was straight. He really, really did. And the thing about thinking you’re straight, right, is that the way things are set up kind of lends itself to you never questioning it. Never questioning anything, in fact. So as a man who thinks he’s straight and has an easygoing long term relationship with one woman, Shane has sex like he’s straight too. He thinks about sex and love like he’s straight. Everything is clear-cut, has few steps and iterations, and it’s all just done the way it’s done, and that’s that. It’s not that he’s prudish or inexperienced, he’s not either. It’s just that he’s never quite had the tip-off to get creative. Tough to find interesting new answers when you don’t even know there are questions.</p><p>All that to say: the kinkiest Shane has ever really gotten is to do it with the lights on, or on the couch, or to let his partner sit on his face if she wants. Maybe a little gentle hair tugging here and there, a few light scratches down his back, the occasional sext. Doggie style, once.</p><p>Sara has a few fresh and funky things that she likes that Shane is perfectly happy to do for her, to her, to let her do to him. She likes to cover him in hickeys all over, and she likes for him to manhandle her and hold her a little too tight, and she likes to take pictures of him right after he’s come. And that stuff was a little bit like a sexy knock over the head at first, but it never really pushed the boundaries of what sex is like in Shane’s head.</p><p>Enter one Ryan Bergara.</p><blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/26359285" target="_blank">Read More ⟶</a></b></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote></blockquote>
Green Light, Go: Shane/Sara/Ryan + sexual discovery
https://archiveofourown.org/works/26359285
Body: 
Tags: i can queue you with my brain

Post id: 637694061530234880
Date: 2020-12-16 21:00:48 GMT
Post url: https://calicojackofficial.tumblr.com/post/637694061530234880/a-little-ocean-katara-zuko-nightmare
Slug: a-little-ocean-katara-zuko-nightmare
Reblog key: k1lWoxLZ
Reblog url: https://calicojackofficial.tumblr.com/post/635282306882469888/a-little-ocean-katara-zuko-nightmare
Reblog name: calicojackofficial
Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/620938119230963712/a-little-ocean-katara-zuko-nightmare" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>The full moon makes Katara feel strong. She keeps watch. The full moon makes Zuko feel weak. He has a nightmare.</p><blockquote><p>The full moon comes and Katara can’t sleep. Even sequestered away from the moonlight inside the Western Air Temple, the energy of it flows under her skin like white rapids. She’d be surprised that Aang can obviously sleep just fine, his soft snores sending up tiny whirlwinds, but no doubt he’s tired from firebending training with Zuko. Zuko, who no longer slinks away to his room alone at night ever since he and Sokka came back from their little field trip and Sokka wouldn’t stop fawning all over him until they both dropped where they sat. It seems like Katara is the only one left he hasn’t gotten to yet. It’s not that Katara isn’t grateful to have her father back. Of course she is. But one good deed can’t measure up to a lifetime of evil.</p><p>Dad is sleeping around the embers with them again tonight, along with Suki snuggled up to Sokka’s side, while the Fire Nation prisoner they had broken out had chosen a room for himself instead. Under the power of the moon Katara can feel the warmth of their blood; its quiet, contained flow through their bodies allows her to be aware of their presence more viscerally than she could have in the day, or on any other night.</p><p>She can feel the blood in Zuko’s body too, a little warmer than everyone else’s.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<p>Summary:<br/>
Taako stands in front of a display of seasonal berries, the elderberries right up front.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>
 Routinely, Taako avoids the produce section of the Fantasy 
Costco. It’s not difficult, the section is small in comparison to the 
endless others, and usually he’s here with Magnus and Merle and they’re 
either equipping for a mission or simply making a nuisance of 
themselves. But sometimes when Taako can’t sleep - which is often - he 
comes here and shops until he’s ready to drop. Most of the time he 
doesn’t even buy anything, he just looks and imagines a thousand 
different lives for himself based on the items that grab his interest.
</p>
<p>
 Every now and then though, like now, he’ll find himself in the 
dread produce section and he’ll see something in particular, some 
completely mundane ingredient, and he won’t be able to leave. Once, he 
saw a long row of gigantic frozen turkeys and inexplicably burst into 
tears; once, a pile of innocent avocados captured him in a spiral of 
dead-end confusion for hours. Now, Taako stands in front of a display of
 seasonal berries, the elderberries right up front. At least this time 
he knows what his ish is.
</p>
<p>
 (The Glamour Springs show was in early summer and elderberries 
wouldn’t be naturally ripe for several months still. Taako made them 
extra dark and juicy, even better than any you could’ve picked yourself.
 That was the trick. The impossibility.)
</p>
<p>
 Taako doesn’t know how long it is that he stares at the berries,
 mentally redoing the mechanics of his spell over and over again, and in
 between every calculation and every pronunciation echo the results. 
Five dry twigs to one live berry, forty people dead. Short vowels and 
long consonants, forty people dead.
</p>
<p>
 “Those are fresh, just in!” Garfield pops up behind Taako. Taako
 doesn’t jump, and his thoughts don’t stop cycling either. “They’re to 
die for!”
</p>
<p>
 “I can’t argue with that, my man,” Taako says. Forty people dead. “How much?”</p>
</blockquote>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19288966" target="_blank">Read More</a><br/></p>
</blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/634725221730074624/5-times-mickey-subdrops-and-ian-doesnt-get-it-1" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><a href="https://loldinson.tumblr.com/post/146642632045/5-times-mickey-subdrops-and-ian-doesnt-get-it-1" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">loldinson</a>:</p><blockquote>
<p><a class="tumblr_blog" href="http://redblooded-disadvantage.tumblr.com/post/140738871670" target="_blank">redblooded-disadvantage</a>:</p>
<blockquote><p>hey i updated my fic after over a year and it’s the filthiest porn i’ve ever written in my life happy birthday to me lmao</p></blockquote>
<p>hey it only took me three months this time and also it’s complete now</p>
</blockquote>
<p>so…………………. i updated the companion work to this after THREE years lmfaooooo. if anyone wants to know the magic of leaving comments on old fics, here is the proof baby!</p><p><a href="https://tmblr.co/mEe7CRVpsLjFgKMKhNDvHqg" target="_blank">@the-rat-wins</a> you are the ONLY person i know still in the shameless fandom so i’m making this your business specifically. i don’t even remember if you were reading any of this.</p><p>also <a href="https://tmblr.co/mzuzMUQG-UMVM9paphsIoNQ" target="_blank">@loldinson</a> is… not me. they have a url i used to have and tumblr is fundamentally broken i guess.</p><p>anyway, the companion: 5 Times Ian Drops And Mickey Doesn’t Get It +1 Time They Do It Right (Silly Dom, drop isn’t just for subs.)</p><p>1. <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/12735408/chapters/29041329" target="_blank">That Time With the Tire Iron</a></p><p>2. <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/12735408/chapters/67319083#workskin" target="_blank">That Time Ian Takes It Too Fast</a></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://makemadej.tumblr.com/post/637162010461814784/natura-mirante" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">makemadej</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Chapters: </b>1/1<br/><b>Fandom:</b> <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/tags/Watcher%20Entertainment%20RPF" target="_blank">Watcher Entertainment RPF</a>, <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/tags/Buzzfeed%20Unsolved%20(Web%20Series)" target="_blank">Buzzfeed Unsolved (Web Series)</a><br/><b>Rating:</b> Teen And Up Audiences<br/><b>Warnings:</b> No Archive Warnings Apply<br/><b>Relationships:</b> Ryan Bergara/Shane Madej<br/><b>Additional Tags:</b> Established Relationship, Christmas Fluff, cryptids???<br/><b>Summary: </b></p><p>If pressed, Ryan might confess Shane has a very unfairly skewed ratio of enticing to unenticing traits. But there are still a few he doesn’t know about yet.</p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/628953076663025665/break-out-performance-ryanshanesara" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Sara remembers exactly what it feels like to be desperately in love with her best friend and to not realize it until too late. She’s not going to let her boyfriends go through that.<br/></p><blockquote><p>Sara wouldn’t necessarily say she knows Shane and Ryan better than they know themselves, just because that’s kind of belittling and not really her style. That being said, Sara does have a… unique perspective - on the two of them, specifically, and on the world they are all living in, generally. Sara has known them both for half a dozen years, been dating one of them for five, and the other for soon to be two. She can navigate all of their quirks by habit and she knows all the trivia of their lives without her.</p><p>Sara knows that Ryan has been in love with almost every single one of his girlfriends, just as she knows that Shane’s heart is a little more selective. She knows that Ryan had sex for the first time in his junior year of high school with his steady girlfriend and that they stayed together after that until well past graduation. She knows that Shane had sex for the first time as a college freshman in his stinky dorm room with an older woman that he’d met less than a week before and was just friends with after with no regrets. She knows that despite what those experiences might imply, Ryan is vastly more sexually adventurous than Shane - if only because he happens to have a wilder imagination.</p><p>Sara knows that Ryan loves roller coasters and Shane really, really doesn’t. She knows that Ryan thinks mint chip ice cream is an abomination, that Shane’s favorite flavor is Neapolitan. She knows how both of them take their coffee, what each of them likes for breakfast on a lazy weekend morning. She knows which side of the bed they each prefer to sleep on, how hot they take their showers, what their hangovers are like. She knows their clothing sizes and all of their important dates to remember (or at least, she has those written down… somewhere). She knows their types - in movies, in shows, in fictional characters, celebrities, women.</p><p>Except, no, not women, because Sara knows, actually, Shane’s and Ryan’s types in <i>people</i>.</p><p>Neither of them has ever been with another man (or anyone of any other gender), never considered asking any non-woman person out on a date. This is another thing that Sara knows about them both. But then again, Sara herself has only been with another woman once and only for one night and not exactly stone cold sober, and she’ll probably never be with a woman again, because she’s with Shane and Ryan now and that’s really shaping up to be that. But that doesn’t make her straight.</p><p>It’s like she said. She has a unique perspective.</p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/26404729" target="_blank">Read More →</a>
</b><br/></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/190718739805/big-as-the-ocean-and-equally-hard-to-control" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Of course you can be happy without being with your soulmate, and Ryan doesn’t judge different kinds of relationships, he just thinks that your soulmate is like the pinnacle of what you can achieve, romantically.</p><p>“You sound like a Nicholas Sparks movie,” Shane tells him, because Shane doesn’t believe in soulmates.</p><p><small>inspired by <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mtG__5dw9g8mH0ybLGI6UfA" target="_blank">@kaya4114</a>‘s <a href="https://kaya4114.tumblr.com/post/185371136445/soulmate-au" target="_blank">text post</a></small></p><blockquote><p>Ryan seems a little jittery when he settles in at their desk on set to film this next episode of Unsolved. He taps the bottom of his folder on the desk between his hands and blows a breath out between loose lips. Shane is intrigued. The last time Ryan was this nervous before filming off location it was the alien abduction episode. Obviously, Shane thought that whole deal was absolutely ridiculous, but the banter was especially juicy that day because of it. He folds himself down into the chair next to Ryan eagerly. Ryan gives him a semi-suspicious glare out of the corner of his eye while they wait for setup to finish, and Shane grins back cheekily just to make Ryan huff. They get the count down from TJ, and Ryan sits up straighter.</p><p>“Today on Unsolved: Supernatural,” he introduces on cue. “We discuss soulmarks as part of our ongoing investigation into the question ‘Is the Paranormal real?’” Shane almost laughs this time as he shakes his head at the camera. He never knows ahead of time about the subjects of the episodes to keep his reactions as genuine as possible. He gets why Ryan is so jumpy now though. For most people, soulmarks are a pretty touchy subject. Ryan makes his way with determination through his notes, citing pseudo-scientific research, testimonials, and ancient writings. He summarizes; light brown for inert, yellow when you meet, green when you become friends, red when you’re in love. There’s a lot of ‘we’ve all heard’ this and &lsquo;everyone knows’ that, but Shane patiently waits it out. “So, do y-”</p><p>“Nope,” Shane interrupts the question with relish, popping his p to be obnoxious. Ryan glares at him, pressing his lips tightly together so that he doesn’t ruin his stern look by laughing.</p><p>“You didn’t even let me finish,” he complains. “How could you not believe in soulmates?”</p><p>“I mean, it’s not supernatural,” Shane explains. He leans back in his seat with a shrug, and takes a negligent sip of his coffee. “It’s some kind of biological thing, obviously. It’s chemical or something, hormonal. It has nothing to do with love.”</p><p>“Hormonal,” Ryan repeats, making his voice deliberately flat. “Do you even believe in love?”</p><p>“Of course I do!” Shane says. He doesn’t take offense at the question; he knows it’s part of the bit. “I just don’t think it’s magic.”</p></blockquote></blockquote>
Big As the Ocean, And Equally Hard to Control: Ryan/Shane/Sara + Soulmate AU, 1/4
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/186476361565/cilice-it-to-say-crowleyaziraphale-sm" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Crowley has a kink. The kink is Aziraphale.</p><p><small>This fic contains a masochist discovering his kink during the course of exploring his demisexuality without understanding it yet. That could be triggering, and is the main reason I chose the ambiguous warning tag. Other reasons include but may not be limited to the same character and his partner neglecting to negotiate a scene until it has already begun, which is unsafe to do irl. Proceed at your own discretion.</small></p><blockquote><p>It’s Aziraphale’s fault. It’s Aziraphale’s fault, and Crowley will defend that hill until such time as he ceases completely to exist. If Aziraphale ever tries to say that it was Crowley who tempted or corrupted him, in this specific particular case Crowley has a defense prepared.</p><p>It all happens because the books are dusty. That’s just how they are, always, even the ones that get regularly handled. Aziraphale likes them that way, not just because it tends to put off customers, but also because he likes to pull one out and blow the dust off of it in a dramatic little cloud. He does this with every single book, every single time, and he bounces on his toes with a besotted little grin at the simple joy it gives him. It’s adorable, and deeply irritating.</p><p>Crowley can’t help but turn to look and watch every time Aziraphale goes through this ridiculous little ritual. It’s like watching a bunny flop over to show its belly, or like a train wreck.2 Crowley is following Aziraphale around, getting in the angel’s way when he can like a needy pet cat. Aziraphale pays him no particular mind except to occasionally glance up at him and give him a look that if it is attempting to be stern is failing. He’s looking around for something in particular; he’d said something about something or other before they’d left the back room but Crowley was only half listening and he can hardly be expected to remember anything when he has thus far endured already two dust cloud shuffles. It’s taking quite a while to find whatever book, in part because Aziraphale doesn’t remember the title or the author, and in part because the shop is poorly organized. Aziraphale likes it that way, not just because it tends to put off customers, but also because he likes to rediscover his own books like they’re new to him and making sure he doesn’t know where any of them are is the best way to get that feeling.</p><p>“Maybe this one,” Aziraphale mutters lowly to himself, squinting at a spine. Crowley leans in a little closer to look at the little wrinkle Aziraphale gets in between his eyebrows when he concentrates hard on something, trying to be subtle when subtlety is really not his strong suit and he knows it. As he moves he runs his fingers along the other books on the shelf, leaving trails in the dust that will be gone by tomorrow (when he’s around Aziraphale sometimes Crowley just gets this inexplicable, insatiable need to touch things). Aziraphale pulls out the book and turns from the shelf, coincidentally in Crowley’s direction, and blows up the dust nearly right into Crowley’s face. Either he doesn’t notice or does a truly bang up job at pretending not to, because he only does his little dance and opens the book with the quiet creak of old binding. Crowley blows some dust out of his lashes with a glare at Aziraphale’s creased forehead, but he’s too- he’s too bewitched by that blessed two-step nonsense that he can’t muster up enough peevishness to mention it. And then he sneezes.</p><p>“G'bless you,” Aziraphale says absently, reflexively. All the dust puffs off of Crowley’s face and it sparkles in the shitty lighting of the shop as if it were something grander, but more importantly an arc of electricity races down Crowley’s back from the base of his skull down to his tailbone. Crowley takes in a sharp breath through his teeth and shivers violently. It’s not… It’s not all bad. It stings, but it’s warm and tingly too. Never has any feeling befit more perfectly the word <i>zing</i>.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19852921" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/186264993865/a-will-and-away-aziraphalecrowley-sharing-a" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Aziraphale possesses Crowley. He was right; they do indeed explode. Euphemistically, that is.</p><blockquote><p>Crowley is <i>quite </i>sloshed when Aziraphale’s ethereal form manifests opposite him in the bar. For long seconds, before Aziraphale speaks, Crowley thinks he’s only imagining him, the particularly torturous offspring of fantasy and inebriation. Oh, how he aches when he sees Aziraphale, the outline of him all wibbly-wobbly. But then the apparition speaks, and it doesn’t say anything particularly out of character for Aziraphale - nothing too… <i>fanciful</i>, nothing too similar to the things Aziraphale says in Crowley’s dreams - and after six thousand years of incredulously watching him Crowley finds it easy enough to accept that Aziraphale did something so wildly outside the approved angelic playbook. He explains what happened to him, and Crowley explains- too much (too <i>fast</i>). Aziraphale’s spirit shifts uncomfortably, and continues on quickly, something about finding a body. He says, “Pity I can’t inhabit yours,” and laughs it off.</p><p><a></a>Here is where it is especially relevant that Crowley is so piss drunk. There he is, sloshing around in his all but fermented brain, still aching, and also only vaguely listening, and he thinks to himself, ‘I am so tired of this’. He’s tired of acting like he doesn’t <i>want</i>. He’s a demon; it’s against his nature.</p><p>“Well, why couldn’t you then?” he asks belligerently, plopping his chin into his hand with a harrumph. Or rather, that’s what he means to do. Instead his words come out slurred and whiny and his movement gives off the impression that one half of him is losing its structural integrity.</p><p><a></a>“Ah- well,” Aziraphale splutters. &quot;I’m an angel and you’re a demon! We’d probably explode.“ He sounds sad about it and Crowley rolls his eyes so hard he has to miracle away the strain. Typical angel to be so heartbroken over some random harm that hasn’t even come to pass.</p><p>“Only one way to find out, angel,” Crowley points out, and it does actually manage to be a little pointy. His attempt to wiggle his eyebrows, less so.</p><p>“I hardly think we have the time to be experimenting with our metaphysicality right now, darling,” Aziraphale scoffs. The sound has a strange formless echo to it, given that he’s not actually moving any air around. But Crowley is drunk, and he’s achy and tired, and he’s been so full of this damnable yearning for so long, and there’s hardly any chance that they’ll succeed anyway. He would rather die than not have this, something, just one more chance to know that no one has been closer to Aziraphale than him, one more chance to just- ask the question. Just one more question, just one more time, and go out with a boom before the answer befalls him.</p><p><a></a>“You hardly have time to find someone else,” he insists, and his voice is so quiet it must be so obvious what he really means. But, in typical angel fashion, Aziraphale shows him mercy and pretends to take those words at face value.<sup><small><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19783825#three-two" title="footnote 3" target="_blank">3</a></small></sup> He shifts again, squirming along with his inconsistent edges, and sighs deeply.</p><p>“Yes,” he says. “Yes, I suppose you’re right. But…” He lifts his imaginary hand to nervously rub along the bridge of his imaginary nose. “Well… Are you quite sure?” Crowley doesn’t so much shrug as undulate his entire body starting at the shoulders.</p><p>“I’m a being of self-interest, angel,” he jibes. Silly that he has to say it. Even without the rest of their history together, this alone would make them both deeply aware. “I wouldn’t offer something if I wasn’t willing to give it.” He attempts to tap his wrist. He misses. “C'mon, then! The time bomb’s a-ticking.” Aziraphale gives every appearance of taking a deep breath, of closing his eyes, of leaning in as if for a kiss.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19783825" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/186148031520/movement-thorvalkyrie-first-time" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Thor and Valkyrie use the opportunity of vacation to take the next step in their relationship.</p><blockquote><p>Valkyrie starts the conversion on a total non sequitur, as she does most conversations that are uncomfortably important or intimate (and this one is some of both). The two of them are relaxing together, pressed up close in a hammock on the balcony of a room given to them in King T'Challa’s palace, on a brief vacation. The anxiety of leaving Asgard in the hands of Loki and Heimdall has faded (as much as that anxiety can fade) and they have enjoyed a very busy day of walking through the Wakandan National Botanical Gardens and eating a dozen different street foods. In their hammock, gently rocking in a lazy evening breeze, they share candied papaya and a pitcher of ginger beer.</p><p>Valkyrie squeezes Thor around his middle, kisses him on his scratchy jaw, and then maneuvers herself out of the hammock with some effort. She grabs up the pitcher of beer and takes it halfway across the balcony with her.</p><p>“I don’t like to be vulnerable,” she tells Thor firmly after taking a sizable gulp. Thor simply nods. He knows better than to expect elaboration by now, but it’s only polite to leave the option. Valkyrie watches him watch her for long moments, and then smiles and shakes her head in a small kind of awe. “You really don’t judge anyone for anything, do you?”</p><p>“I think I did more than my fair share of holding court on others in my youth,” Thor admits. He’s not shame-faced about it. He did his wrongs and now he does better, and she is the same. They both owe each other the respect of owning and acknowledging their failures. Valkyrie snorts.</p><p>“Your ‘youth’,” she repeats laughingly. “And how old are you now, Your Majesty?”</p><p>“Age is only a number,” Thor claims with a roguish grin and a wink. Valkyrie laughs aloud then, just as he intended. Silence descends between them again, less fraught than a moment ago but less easy than moments before that. Thor tucks his arms behind his head, lifting and lowering one bent knee to make the hammock rock, as he waits.</p><p>“I don’t like to be vulnerable,” Valkyrie repeats when she can’t wait him out anymore. “Ever.” Thor hums thoughtfully, but doesn’t adjust his position or stop rocking. There’s no reason to weigh the conversation down and make it more uncomfortable than it has to be.</p><p>“I feel like we already talked about this,” he says, a third cautious, a third teasing her, a third self-deprecating. “But you don’t seem the type to repeat yourself much, so surely this must be about something different.” She gives him a wry smirk and takes another drink.</p><p>“Tangential,” she says. “That was about feelings. This is about sex.”</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19217590" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Leave Me a Tip</a></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/179611327320/smash-me-baby-one-more-time-hulkloki" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><blockquote><p><b>Rating:</b> Explicit<br/><b>Warnings:</b> No Archive Warnings Apply<br/><b>Relationships:</b> Hulk/Loki, En Dwi Gast | Grandmaster/Loki, Loki/others<br/><b>Characters:</b> Hulk (Marvel), Loki (Marvel), En Dwi Gast | Grandmaster</p><p><b>Additional Tags:</b> Thor (mentioned), Exhibitionism, Extreme exhibitionism, Performance Sex, sex on stage, Marathon Sex, Group Sex, Multiple Partners, Voyeurism, Polyamory, Barebacking, Enthusiastic Consent, Consensual But Not Safe Or Sane, Consensual Sex, Dom/sub, Intersex Character, Intersex Jotunn (Marvel), Intersex Loki (Marvel), Alien Gender/Sexuality, Rough Sex, Multiple Orgasms, Anal Fingering, Vaginal Fingering, Vaginal Sex, Praise Kink, Name-Calling, Under-negotiated Kink, Aftercare, Obedience, BDSM, 24/7 BDSM elements, Sexual Fantasy, Scared And Horny, Size Difference, Size Kink, Large Cock</p></blockquote><p><i>“What do you think?” Grandmaster purrs wetly into Loki’s ear as Hulk roars gleefully after ‘defeating’ Thor. Grandmaster slips a firm hand up in between Loki’s legs. “You think you could- you could take him, hmm? I think you could take him.”</i></p><p>Combat isn’t the only thing Grandmaster likes to host in his arena, and Loki is his most popular non-gladiatorial contender. What else is there to do but match him up with the other Champion?</p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16470341" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
Smash (Me Baby, One More Time): Hulk/Loki + Sakaaran Arena
https://archiveofourown.org/works/16470341
Body: 
Tags: i can queue you with my brain

Post id: 636803210702651392
Date: 2020-12-07 01:01:06 GMT
Post url: https://calicojackofficial.tumblr.com/post/636803210702651392/both-sides-now-shaneryan-aziraphalecrowley
Slug: both-sides-now-shaneryan-aziraphalecrowley
Reblog key: f0kg21mK
Reblog url: https://calicojackofficial.tumblr.com/post/634421234591023104/both-sides-now-shaneryan-aziraphalecrowley
Reblog name: calicojackofficial
Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/617012802731802624/both-sides-now-shaneryan-aziraphalecrowley" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote>
<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>As a prank on Crowley for napping too long, Aziraphale invites American paranormal investigation show Buzzfeed Unsolved: Supernatural into the bookshop.</p></blockquote>
<p>The proprietor of A. Z. Fell &amp; Co. Book Sellers is unexpectedly intimidating. He’d seemed like a nice old man, a little spacey, over the phone. Ryan had imagined… well, probably someone who looks just like Mr. Fell, but… The man just has a weird presence. He seems somehow powerful, bigger than himself. Standing next to him feels the same way Ryan would guess it feels to stand next to a Nobel Peace Prize winner and know that you can never be as good as them and that they know it too. It’s in the way he carries himself, Ryan supposes. Like absolutely nothing can touch him, or would even dare to try. Ryan certainly wouldn’t, that’s for sure. He wonders, briefly, why Mr. Fell would even feel the need to call them. But he puts it out of his mind, forcibly orienting himself to the job, regardless of how unaccountably nervous he is.</p>
<p>“Please do sit down,” Mr. Fell says. His voice is just as kind and friendly as it was over the phone, and Ryan does his best to let it relax him. “Would you boys like some tea? Biscuits?”</p>
<p>“Um, no thank you,” Ryan refuses, thinking for one hysterical second about fairies and how you should never take food from them - not that he believes in fairies, obviously, but most legends are based on some truth somewhere.</p>
<p>“I’ll take some!” Shane accepts easily. He’s all but lounging, just shy of rudeness, in one of Mr. Fell’s plush little armchairs in the window of the bookshop.</p>
<p>“Oh!” says Mr. Fell, and he seems absolutely thrilled about it. “Lovely! I’ll just nip to the back and bring some up, shall I? Make yourselves comfortable, won’t be but a moment.”</p>
<p>“You truly have no soul,” Ryan hisses at Shane as soon as Mr. Fell is out of earshot. Shane gives him a half-startled, half-amused double blink. “You seriously don’t feel that?” Shane blinks again, and then his eyebrows jump and he grins.</p>
<p>“Don’t tell me you’re gettin’ the vibes off of Mister Vintage Dandy,” he teases. Ryan glares, and Shane huffs a quiet laugh, at least being careful not to alert Mr. Fell that they’re gossiping about him. “C'mon, Ry, he’s like someone’s sweet old grandpa. Betcha five bucks he’s gonna offer us caramel candy next.”</p>
<p>“Who even says ‘dandy’? It’s twenty-twenty, Shane,” Ryan mutters, but he can’t respond any further than that because he can feel Mr. Fell approaching them again from behind what seems like endless dark shelves. Mr. Fell sets down a plate piled high with cookies and pastries and settles himself with a little wiggle into the third armchair, his thighs pressing out the perfect crease in the legs of his beige pants. Ryan drags his eyes away from Mr. Fell’s lap, wondering uncomfortably why he noticed that. Shane catches his eye with a subtle gesture and when Ryan glances over at him Shane smugly holds up what is undeniably a caramel flavored salt water taffy. Shane unwraps the candy and pops it into his mouth, leaning back in his chair like he’s won something. He hasn’t won shit.</p>
<p>“So, Mr. Fell,” Ryan starts.</p>
<p>“Yes, my dear boy?” Mr. Fell says, and Ryan stutters to a halt with red cheeks. He squirms a little, clears his throat.</p>
<p>“Uh,” he tries again. “So, you requested that we come investigate your bookshop. Would you please restate for the cameras why you did that?”</p>
<p>“Oh, of course, yes!” Mr. Fell sets down his tea. He sits up straight with his hands flat on his knees. “I believe that my bookshop is infested with a demon.”</p>
</blockquote>
Both Sides Now: Shane/Ryan + Aziraphale/Crowley
https://archiveofourown.org/works/23965372
Body: 
Tags: i can queue you with my brain

Post id: 636751147290460160
Date: 2020-12-06 11:13:35 GMT
Post url: https://calicojackofficial.tumblr.com/post/636751147290460160/store-bought-is-fine-taako-merle-elderberries
Slug: store-bought-is-fine-taako-merle-elderberries
Reblog key: sIJ4x4UE
Reblog url: https://calicojackofficial.tumblr.com/post/636263380775321600/store-bought-is-fine-taako-merle-elderberries
Reblog name: calicojackofficial
Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/185786785850/store-bought-is-fine-taako-merle-elderberries" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p>

<blockquote><p>Summary:<br/>
Taako stands in front of a display of seasonal berries, the elderberries right up front.</p><blockquote><p>
 Routinely, Taako avoids the produce section of the Fantasy 
Costco. It’s not difficult, the section is small in comparison to the 
endless others, and usually he’s here with Magnus and Merle and they’re 
either equipping for a mission or simply making a nuisance of 
themselves. But sometimes when Taako can’t sleep - which is often - he 
comes here and shops until he’s ready to drop. Most of the time he 
doesn’t even buy anything, he just looks and imagines a thousand 
different lives for himself based on the items that grab his interest.
</p><p>
 Every now and then though, like now, he’ll find himself in the 
dread produce section and he’ll see something in particular, some 
completely mundane ingredient, and he won’t be able to leave. Once, he 
saw a long row of gigantic frozen turkeys and inexplicably burst into 
tears; once, a pile of innocent avocados captured him in a spiral of 
dead-end confusion for hours. Now, Taako stands in front of a display of
 seasonal berries, the elderberries right up front. At least this time 
he knows what his ish is.
</p><p>
 (The Glamour Springs show was in early summer and elderberries 
wouldn’t be naturally ripe for several months still. Taako made them 
extra dark and juicy, even better than any you could’ve picked yourself.
 That was the trick. The impossibility.)
</p><p>
 Taako doesn’t know how long it is that he stares at the berries,
 mentally redoing the mechanics of his spell over and over again, and in
 between every calculation and every pronunciation echo the results. 
Five dry twigs to one live berry, forty people dead. Short vowels and 
long consonants, forty people dead.
</p><p>
 “Those are fresh, just in!” Garfield pops up behind Taako. Taako
 doesn’t jump, and his thoughts don’t stop cycling either. “They’re to 
die for!”
</p><p>
 “I can’t argue with that, my man,” Taako says. Forty people dead. “How much?”</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19288966" target="_blank">Read More</a><br/></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Merle, Magnus, and Lup beg Taako to let them invite Lucretia to Candlenights. Merle posits that Taako should try to forgive for his own good, Magnus invokes the spirit of familial togetherness, and Lup just says please. So Taako agrees, even though he’s not ready.</p><p>

<small>Taako’s views in this fic on himself and Lucretia do not reflect my views on either character or on their relationship. Taako is traumatized and blames Lucretia disproportionately to her actions because he hasn’t been able to adjust yet. Some of his thoughts on this might be upsetting.</small>

<br/></p><blockquote><p>After everything, Taako buys a house. Taako fills his house with things. Mostly cooking things, but also books and art and bedding and cute little knick knacks that have absolutely no conceivable practical use. He has more than one walk in closet. No room is empty, and there are many many rooms. He has rugs and curtains and armchairs and eight pairs of sandals. He has a collection of nail polish that takes up a whole cabinet by itself. He owns lots of things that are heavy, unwieldy, loud. He plants himself right in the middle of Neverwinter and declares, silently and to himself, that he won’t be budged. Never ever.</p><p>That’s not the only thing Taako swears to never ever do. And Taako may have changed a lot over the past hundred and ten years - sometimes by choice, sometimes organically, sometimes against his will - but stubbornness? Nothing ever managed to take that away from him. So he swears he’ll never be on the run again, and he’ll never forgive Lucretia.</p><p>He’s not an asshole about it or anything, not that he couldn’t or that the urge to doesn’t ever hit him, stab him right between the ribs and stir up his guts until he gets ill. But given everything she took from him, Taako can’t bear to deprive himself even further by causing rifts or whatever. He did threaten to kill her while furiously weeping though, so he thinks his stance on hanging out is pretty clear. Sure, sometimes he can’t sleep because of cyclical inexpressible rage. And sometimes when he does sleep he’s woken by the same gut-wrenching night terrors that he had during those ten years, the ones where he’s searching and searching for something undefined and he knows somehow that if he doesn’t find it he’ll disappear too, but now when he wakes up instead of aimlessly trying to fill that void with food or attention or hats or other bullshit Taako knows to think of Lup. And of Barry, and Merle, and Magnus, and Davenport - and Lucretia. He was looking for her and she was right there , watching him search and fail and decompose. But whatever. She gets it, everyone gets it, no need to drag it out again. Taako can deal with his icky feelings all by himself like a big boy.</p><p>So life goes on and everything is a little weird and mostly good. Angus goes to school. Kravitz sleeps over at Taako’s a lot even though he doesn’t, strictly speaking, need to sleep, being dead and all, which is very sweet and nice and gives Taako feelings that are gooey but very much not icky at all. Carey and Killian go on a honeymoon that’s supposed to last for one week but actually lasts for three because no one has the heart and/or guts to tell them they have to come back. Davenport goes to sea and sends them all postcards. Merle lives on the beach and spends all his time with kids, and Magnus lives in the boonies and spends all his time with dogs. Lup and Barry renew their vows, again, and everyone they know is there, and Taako and Lucretia sit on opposite sides of the aisle, and it’s fine. Everything is fine.</p><p>One Candlenights passes, and then Midsummer, and the four birds left in between them go to Lucretia’s on one day and to Taako’s on another day for the celebrations, and it’s all perfectly fine. Taako feels mostly okay most of the time, and for the times when he’s doing shitty he has a Cleric who is not Merle that he visits sometimes and she kind of helps usually even though Taako doesn’t actually take her advice very often. Sooner than it seems it should, Candlenights is coming again.</p><p>Merle, Magnus, and Lup, in that order, all beg Taako to invite - or to let them invite - Lucretia to Candlenights at his place this year. Davenport is still at sea and won’t be attending, just as it was last year and for Midsummer. Barry says it’s Taako’s choice and refuses to express any opinion beyond that. Merle posits that Taako should let go of his anger for his own good (which would be fine and Taako figures he could wrestle his stubbornness into compliance to get it done, if only this gods-awful feeling was as simple as ‘anger’), Magnus invokes the spirit of familial togetherness, and Lup just says please. So, reluctantly and not very charitably, Taako agrees.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19478245" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Loki gives the Avengers holiday gifts. Entirely altruistically, of course.</p><blockquote><p>The body of the sweater is a hectic geometric pattern in phosphorescently vibrant shades of orange and lavender. On the front of it is a hauntingly realistic depiction of a reindeer, complete with antlers that branch out over the shoulders and beady, shining black eyes that Steve is steadfastly choosing to believe are buttons but which almost definitely are not. As he steps closer to it where it sits on top of the dresser in his room at Avengers Compound (which he had definitely locked up when he’d left it yesterday), Steve is uncomfortably aware of the power the sweater exudes. It doesn’t seem overtly hostile, headache inducing pattern and possibly sentient illustration aside, but Steve is still hesitant to touch it. Steve might not be known for his sense of caution, but he hasn’t suffered any strange and unthinkable consequences from thoughtlessly picking up something magical yet and he’d like to keep it that way as long as possible.</p><p>Sitting on the dresser just to the right of the sweater is a small Christmas gift tag shaped like a sprig of holly. Steve quickly flicks it over and leaps backwards, just in case. When nothing happens, he creeps forward again to read it. In sparkly lavender gel ink that matches the shade in the sweater perfectly, the tag simply says ‘Happy Holidays, Captain’ in carefully neat print. Well, that answers exactly zero questions.</p><p>It’s obviously magical, so chances are good it came from a magical person. It’s probably not from Wanda. Steve doesn’t think she could dream up something this aesthetically painful if she tried. And though anything is possible, a cursed ugly holiday sweater seems a little silly to be a nefarious plot device from a real villain.</p><p>That leaves only one culprit. Loki.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16861012" target="_blank">Read More</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>It’s less momentous, figuring out that he’s into men too, than Shane would have expected if he’d ever thought it could happen to him. It’s no revelation or epiphany. It’s just Ryan.<br/></p></blockquote><p>Shane really thought he was straight. He really, really did. And the thing about thinking you’re straight, right, is that the way things are set up kind of lends itself to you never questioning it. Never questioning anything, in fact. So as a man who thinks he’s straight and has an easygoing long term relationship with one woman, Shane has sex like he’s straight too. He thinks about sex and love like he’s straight. Everything is clear-cut, has few steps and iterations, and it’s all just done the way it’s done, and that’s that. It’s not that he’s prudish or inexperienced, he’s not either. It’s just that he’s never quite had the tip-off to get creative. Tough to find interesting new answers when you don’t even know there are questions.</p><p>All that to say: the kinkiest Shane has ever really gotten is to do it with the lights on, or on the couch, or to let his partner sit on his face if she wants. Maybe a little gentle hair tugging here and there, a few light scratches down his back, the occasional sext. Doggie style, once.</p><p>Sara has a few fresh and funky things that she likes that Shane is perfectly happy to do for her, to her, to let her do to him. She likes to cover him in hickeys all over, and she likes for him to manhandle her and hold her a little too tight, and she likes to take pictures of him right after he’s come. And that stuff was a little bit like a sexy knock over the head at first, but it never really pushed the boundaries of what sex is like in Shane’s head.</p><p>Enter one Ryan Bergara.</p><blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/26359285" target="_blank">Read More ⟶</a></b></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Between that fateful war meeting and the Day of Black Sun, Zuko earns the loyalty of his people.</p></blockquote><p>Ping brings the message to Trinh to send out to the county supervisors via her messenger hawks. Trinh’s hawks are the best trained in the city - in the country, if you ask her, and Ping tends to agree. They are the fastest and (more importantly, in Ping's… experienced opinion) the sweetest. There are a lot of small counties in Caldera. Though the city is geographically small, the population of the Nation’s Capital is dense and has to be split up into tiny chunks for efficiency’s sake. Because of that, there are a dozen different county supervisors that the hawks will have to deal with all with their own disposition, so Trinh’s hawks are the best choice.</p><p>That’s what Ping told xemself when xe chose her to pass the next part of the job onto. Xe can’t quite think of any other reason, but Trinh just feels like the right choice. The officer that had told Ping, whom Ping had never had dealings with before, had stressed that the mission required the utmost discretion. Of course, an evacuation doesn’t really seem like spy business… But Ping isn’t the type to pick around at things. Xe’s just trying to live a full life and keep xer owlcats fed.</p><p>Ping finds Trinh in the mews, spending quality time with her birds like she does whenever she can. Trinh had told Ping a long time ago that she only took her first promotion so that she could have a chance at raising the hawks. She talks about them like they’re her babies, and the way her golden eyes light up makes Ping feel warm just like sunshine. The smell and the dimness in the mews is not to Ping’s taste, but Trinh is sitting right on the floor surrounded by fresh dropped feathers and straw totally unbothered with one of the hawks perched on her shoulder and tucked under her chin, dozing.</p><p>“Hey, Ping,” she greets quietly, looking up when Ping knocks lightly at the doorway. “Social call?”</p><p>“Afraid not,” Ping answers. Xe keeps xer voice low for the sake of the hawks, and for the smile Trinh gives xem in reward for xer thoughtfulness. “I was assigned to some major Black Sun prep by Captain Jee, and I’ve come to delegate on his behalf.”</p><blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/24770512/chapters/64081090" target="_blank"><b>Read More ⟶</b></a></p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/24770512/chapters/59893996" target="_blank">Start at the Beginning</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>During a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is… something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.<br/></p><blockquote><p>Ryan backs right out of the building without a word to anyone. He calls in sick from the parking lot. He’s breathless and shaky, cold sweat on the back of his neck, so he doesn’t even have to fake it. He sits there, breathing in and out through pursed lips with his eyes closed, for almost fifteen minutes before he feels like he can safely drive home.</p><p>Traffic makes Ryan feel normal for just long enough to make it through. But the second he gets home he’s confronted with the windchimes he put up practically as a joke. That they might actually do something to Shane seems so much realer now, and less funny. Ryan reaches out and sets them to chiming in a daze. The gentle metallic tinkles seem to echo around inside his brain hauntingly, and he wonders as if from a distance if it would feel similar to Shane.</p><p>Ryan spends the rest of his day and his weekend in the same weird out-of-body space. Every now and then the image of Shane - changing from a breathtaking and delicate beauty into a terrible frozen monster in the blink of an eye - will float, blurred around the edges and half formless, like it’s ready and willing to be forgotten at any moment, in Ryan’s mind’s eye. The windchimes keep up their quiet music from the windows, but they only make Ryan feel even more confused and detached.</p><p>He debates calling in sick again on Monday, but ultimately decides against it. Ryan has been many things in his life but a coward isn’t one of them - and neither is a quitter or a bad friend. Shane might be something out of Ryan’s worst nightmares, but they have a connection and Ryan can’t imagine just cutting and running even if Shane is dangerous and has to be… dealt with, somehow (Ryan subconsciously begs, in the back of his mind where he still believes in the benevolent God he was raised with, for that not to be the case).</p><p>It seems to get colder and colder in the office the closer Ryan gets to their floor, to Shane, but maybe that’s all in his head.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>The full moon makes Katara feel strong. She keeps watch. The full moon makes Zuko feel weak. He has a nightmare.</p><blockquote><p>The full moon comes and Katara can’t sleep. Even sequestered away from the moonlight inside the Western Air Temple, the energy of it flows under her skin like white rapids. She’d be surprised that Aang can obviously sleep just fine, his soft snores sending up tiny whirlwinds, but no doubt he’s tired from firebending training with Zuko. Zuko, who no longer slinks away to his room alone at night ever since he and Sokka came back from their little field trip and Sokka wouldn’t stop fawning all over him until they both dropped where they sat. It seems like Katara is the only one left he hasn’t gotten to yet. It’s not that Katara isn’t grateful to have her father back. Of course she is. But one good deed can’t measure up to a lifetime of evil.</p><p>Dad is sleeping around the embers with them again tonight, along with Suki snuggled up to Sokka’s side, while the Fire Nation prisoner they had broken out had chosen a room for himself instead. Under the power of the moon Katara can feel the warmth of their blood; its quiet, contained flow through their bodies allows her to be aware of their presence more viscerally than she could have in the day, or on any other night.</p><p>She can feel the blood in Zuko’s body too, a little warmer than everyone else’s.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>As a prank on Crowley for napping too long, Aziraphale invites American paranormal investigation show Buzzfeed Unsolved: Supernatural into the bookshop.</p></blockquote><p>The proprietor of A. Z. Fell &amp; Co. Book Sellers is unexpectedly intimidating. He’d seemed like a nice old man, a little spacey, over the phone. Ryan had imagined… well, probably someone who looks just like Mr. Fell, but… The man just has a weird presence. He seems somehow powerful, bigger than himself. Standing next to him feels the same way Ryan would guess it feels to stand next to a Nobel Peace Prize winner and know that you can never be as good as them and that they know it too. It’s in the way he carries himself, Ryan supposes. Like absolutely nothing can touch him, or would even dare to try. Ryan certainly wouldn’t, that’s for sure. He wonders, briefly, why Mr. Fell would even feel the need to call them. But he puts it out of his mind, forcibly orienting himself to the job, regardless of how unaccountably nervous he is.</p><p>“Please do sit down,” Mr. Fell says. His voice is just as kind and friendly as it was over the phone, and Ryan does his best to let it relax him. “Would you boys like some tea? Biscuits?”</p><p>“Um, no thank you,” Ryan refuses, thinking for one hysterical second about fairies and how you should never take food from them - not that he believes in fairies, obviously, but most legends are based on some truth somewhere.</p><p>“I’ll take some!” Shane accepts easily. He’s all but lounging, just shy of rudeness, in one of Mr. Fell’s plush little armchairs in the window of the bookshop.</p><p>“Oh!” says Mr. Fell, and he seems absolutely thrilled about it. “Lovely! I’ll just nip to the back and bring some up, shall I? Make yourselves comfortable, won’t be but a moment.”</p><p>“You truly have no soul,” Ryan hisses at Shane as soon as Mr. Fell is out of earshot. Shane gives him a half-startled, half-amused double blink. “You seriously don’t feel that?” Shane blinks again, and then his eyebrows jump and he grins.</p><p>“Don’t tell me you’re gettin’ the vibes off of Mister Vintage Dandy,” he teases. Ryan glares, and Shane huffs a quiet laugh, at least being careful not to alert Mr. Fell that they’re gossiping about him. “C'mon, Ry, he’s like someone’s sweet old grandpa. Betcha five bucks he’s gonna offer us caramel candy next.”</p><p>“Who even says ‘dandy’? It’s twenty-twenty, Shane,” Ryan mutters, but he can’t respond any further than that because he can feel Mr. Fell approaching them again from behind what seems like endless dark shelves. Mr. Fell sets down a plate piled high with cookies and pastries and settles himself with a little wiggle into the third armchair, his thighs pressing out the perfect crease in the legs of his beige pants. Ryan drags his eyes away from Mr. Fell’s lap, wondering uncomfortably why he noticed that. Shane catches his eye with a subtle gesture and when Ryan glances over at him Shane smugly holds up what is undeniably a caramel flavored salt water taffy. Shane unwraps the candy and pops it into his mouth, leaning back in his chair like he’s won something. He hasn’t won shit.</p><p>“So, Mr. Fell,” Ryan starts.</p><p>“Yes, my dear boy?” Mr. Fell says, and Ryan stutters to a halt with red cheeks. He squirms a little, clears his throat.</p><p>“Uh,” he tries again. “So, you requested that we come investigate your bookshop. Would you please restate for the cameras why you did that?”</p><p>“Oh, of course, yes!” Mr. Fell sets down his tea. He sits up straight with his hands flat on his knees. “I believe that my bookshop is infested with a demon.”</p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Loki’s first instinct upon learning something new has always been to show Thor.</p><blockquote><p>Loki’s first instinct upon learning something new has always been to show Thor.</p><p>Or, more accurately, Loki’s first instinct upon learning something new has always been to use it on Thor. Thor has fallen for it every time before, and he will fall for it again now. It’s not that he’s stupid, or even foolish, really. But he is a child, and he trusts everything that he loves.</p><p>Tyr can tell that Loki has a new trick to play by the way he came swaggering onto the training ground this morning. He’s never exactly reluctant, to show that would earn him too much disapproval from his father and his friends, but his enthusiasm is usually muted unless he has some script where he wins in the end playing in his mind. All morning the younger Prince did his best to behave as if nothing was different as Tyr ran the heirs through their drills. Now it is nearing afternoon and the only thing left before it’s time for lunch is to spar. Loki is visibly struggling not to grin like the Wolf he is - taken more after his father than either of them care to notice.</p><p>“Places,” Tyr instructs, pretending to be as oblivious to whatever is imminent as Thor seems to be. Tyr doesn’t disapprove of the use of magic in battle, nor does he scorn the mixing of gendered skills. In a real battle one does what one must, and the enemy will do the same. Tyr may be retired from war but he remembers that.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Thor has learned that the past and the present and the future are three strands in a string, woven together.</p><p><small>I used accusations similar to blood libel to demonstrate that the justifications for violence against a specific being were falsified for a political agenda. It’s vague and brief but might be triggering.</small></p><blockquote><p>Thor is making merry after a grand adventure. He is too drunken already to tell the tale anymore. Around him, Thor’s friends are loud and raucous and warm. Volstagg has his shirt torn from his shoulders and falling about his waist, still tucked into his pants, arm wrestling a maiden who seems taken with him with one hand and feeding himself roast boar with the other. Fandral’s back, still tacky through his shirt with blood (someone else’s) and sweat (his own), is pressed against Thor’s side, his laughter bright in Thor’s ear, each of his arms wrapped round the shoulders of a breathtaking woman. Sif is drinking men under the table, them lining up orderly before her for the privilege. Loki has taken up the mantle of recounting their victory, standing on top of the table with softly glowing fingers as illusions dance around him. His rhymes are steadily declining in quality as he continues to drink as well, though even still his voice never breaks and he never stutters.</p><p>There is something not quite right, but Thor cannot place it.</p><p>The hot sun beats down through a clear blue sky. The earth underneath Thor’s boots is hard-packed and flat. He’s braced on the balls of his feet with a sword in each hand, a layer of sweat building underneath his leather and plate armor. Steve is on his left, Loki on his right, and ahead of them, charging, is a seemingly unending herd of beasts. The beasts are like hairless, blind dogs with thick mottled grey skin.</p><p>The blood of the dog-beasts smells foul in the heat of the day, twice as much so underscored with the bright ozone scent of Thor’s lightning. They are loud as they attack, and loud as they die, and loud as they continue and continue and continue to charge. Thor is slick with gore. Some has gotten into his mouth, tasting of rot. He has lost track of Loki on the battlefield. He wonders if he will ever see his brother again.</p><p>The snowy air at the topmost open arched stone window of the All-Mother’s favorite palace tower stings pleasantly in Thor’s lungs as he looks out from it across the glittering landscape below. He feels strange, as if he hasn’t yet earned the right to stand here, despite that he was born in this palace. Some of the roofs below are gilded in gold. Thor thinks they are beautiful and familiar and majestic, and also hideous and sickening and garish. He feels powerful, righteous. He feels betrayed, guilty. Huginn sits at his left hand. Muninn is absent. Thor can’t remember ever being able to tell the difference between them without being told before. His mother stands at his right shoulder, leaning comfortably in the window on her elbow, smiling gently, patiently. She was always so patient with him.</p><p>“I’m afraid it won’t ever get less confusing,” she tells him. Her mouth is twisted in a wry humor that she has only ever allowed Thor to see once or twice before, but her eyes are clear and lit with a soft happiness. “It’s an art.”</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/><strike>The day Taako made Thirty Garlic Clove Chicken for the first time was a day like any other, Taako and Lup together in some caravan’s dining tent.</strike></p><p>The day Taako made Thirty Garlic Clove Chicken for the first time was a day like any other, Taako all alone in some caravan’s dining tent.</p><blockquote><p>The Thirty Garlic Clove Chicken recipe was born, originally, out of that semi-playful sort of spite that fills you all the way up to the very brim of your soul when your sibling tells you that you can’t do something.</p><p>At the time, Taako and Lup had been something like fourteen, and they had been out on the road for something like six years, which to them had seemed like basically their whole entire lives, the past being an ephemeral thing for children in general and for wily children in particular.</p><p>“There’s no such thing as too much garlic, Taako,” Lup had said. It was anything but an innocent comment. Her grin as she made her claim was sharp. The challenge was issued.</p><p>Unfortunately, Taako simply couldn’t bring himself to purposefully make bad food. Besides which, where, truly, would be the challenge in that. Anyone can make something that doesn’t taste good. Only Taako could use objectively too much garlic and still end up with an edible dish. And so Taako did.</p><p>The day Taako finally made Thirty Garlic Clove Chicken successfully for the first time was a regular day like any other day, Taako and Lup together under the thin eaves of some caravan’s dining tent. The adults had gone off to the after-after-after show (Taako and Lup had snuck in once and realized very quickly that they were extremely not interested) and left them to their own devices. They had kept the lights off in an effort to bring down their chances at getting caught wasting food, and Taako could only see Lup by the fire of the stove. She had sat up on the counter to watch him cook from above and he had obligingly, gleefully made a little show of it.</p><p>In memory, Taako’s attention is split evenly between his sister and the food. Each clove of garlic was the shape of her smile, so every time she laughed Taako finely diced another one.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/17937344" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>After defeating Thanos, Loki covets Bruce’s attention.</p><blockquote><p>Loki and Bruce are the only two… well, they’re not Avengers, but teammates, at least for the battle that they’ve just all won together. They’re the only two teammates that don’t have their own rooms inside Avengers Compound, and thus they are the only two left in the common area. They will both probably retire eventually to Thor’s apartments. Or perhaps Bruce will follow Romanov or Stark to bed instead; Loki doesn’t know what either of those situations is like, but both seemed to watch him mournfully all night and Loki feels greedy and smug to have Bruce still here with him for however long that lasts. It is Idunn only knows what time in the morning, Thor and Loki and Valkyrie having led the rest in a victory revel the likes of which surely had only been seen on Old Asgard previously. Loki is warm and loose with drink, and judging by the way Bruce is letting him sprawl all over him when there is a whole empty couch worth of space - not to mention all the other furniture in the room - the other man is just as inebriated. Bruce runs a hand through Loki’s hair and Loki hums happily and presses even closer.</p><p>“So,” Bruce murmurs. Loki can feel his voice vibrate between them, chest to chest as they are, and shivers. “Things are going not too bad for you, huh?” Loki hums again, this time in acknowledgement. He’s not particularly interested in talking, for all that Bruce always manages to make himself interesting. He’d rather continue to drink, and ply Bruce with drink too, and bask in the excuse to get closer, closer, closer. As close as he can get before it’s time to pull away again, to return to his brother’s side while Bruce goes to whomever it is that holds his true loyalty - be that Thor as a member of Asgard like it seems he wants, or maybe Valkyrie if their connection is more than camaraderie, or Romanov or Stark; he could have a place with any of them without effort. But for now he’s here, with Loki, and Loki, proudly selfish, will take as much of him as he can. He throws a leg over Bruce’s lap and tucks his face in so tight to Bruce’s neck that when his lips touch it could have been an accident.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/20441309" target="_blank">Keep Reading</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Leave Me a Tip</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Loki gives the Avengers holiday gifts. Entirely altruistically, of course.</p><blockquote><p>The body of the sweater is a hectic geometric pattern in phosphorescently vibrant shades of orange and lavender. On the front of it is a hauntingly realistic depiction of a reindeer, complete with antlers that branch out over the shoulders and beady, shining black eyes that Steve is steadfastly choosing to believe are buttons but which almost definitely are not. As he steps closer to it where it sits on top of the dresser in his room at Avengers Compound (which he had definitely locked up when he’d left it yesterday), Steve is uncomfortably aware of the power the sweater exudes. It doesn’t seem overtly hostile, headache inducing pattern and possibly sentient illustration aside, but Steve is still hesitant to touch it. Steve might not be known for his sense of caution, but he hasn’t suffered any strange and unthinkable consequences from thoughtlessly picking up something magical yet and he’d like to keep it that way as long as possible.</p><p>Sitting on the dresser just to the right of the sweater is a small Christmas gift tag shaped like a sprig of holly. Steve quickly flicks it over and leaps backwards, just in case. When nothing happens, he creeps forward again to read it. In sparkly lavender gel ink that matches the shade in the sweater perfectly, the tag simply says ‘Happy Holidays, Captain’ in carefully neat print. Well, that answers exactly zero questions.</p><p>It’s obviously magical, so chances are good it came from a magical person. It’s probably not from Wanda. Steve doesn’t think she could dream up something this aesthetically painful if she tried. And though anything is possible, a cursed ugly holiday sweater seems a little silly to be a nefarious plot device from a real villain.</p><p>That leaves only one culprit. Loki.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16861012" target="_blank">Read More</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Taako misses Magic Day. Angus investigates why.</p><p>This fic contains internalized ableism in the form of a depressed character interpreting their emotional dysfunction as them being a bad person. No other characters believe this.</p><blockquote><p>Angus waits patiently in the training room for Taako. It’s not the first time that Taako has been late to a Magic Day lesson, so Angus is not that worried. In fact, Taako being late is a routine thing. Agnus thinks that maybe it is a test. He knows most little boys like him are not prone to being patient, but he is not like most little boys and he can wait for a very long time if necessary. Either that or maybe Taako just isn’t very good at keeping track of time, or he doesn’t want to give Angus high expectations. Angus - being the World’s Greatest Detective, and now also the Greatest Detective on The Moon - is very observant, and not very easily tricked, and he has noticed after a few months on board the moon base that Taako can sometimes purposefully express himself in a contrary way. Angus hasn’t yet figured out the purpose of that behavior, but he most certainly will (and that is both a threat and a promise, Angus would say, if anyone asked).</p><p>Angus waits for a very long time. He’s good at waiting, but this is a very very long time. Every time that Angus considers going to look for Taako it takes a little bit more effort to convince himself not to, to keep waiting, to be patient and pass the test. Of course Taako is taking longer this time, right? If it is a test it probably has to get harder before you can pass it for good. (But if it’s not a test… But it’s probably a test, probably. Maybe. But maybe not…)</p><p>Angus is very patient and waits for a very long time, and definitively would have passed this test if it had been a test. He has his mind pretty much made up for him that it wasn’t when Carey, Killian, and Magnus come in to the training room. The three of them all share teasing trash talk, including Magnus even thought Angus knows that Magnus has never once beat either Carey or Killian in a sparring match.</p><p>“Hey, Ango!” Magnus calls to Angus when he notices him. Angus waves, a little sullenly. “Hanging around for the show after your magic lessons, huh?” He flexes. Angus holds his chin high and tries to make sure his lip doesn’t wobble so that Magnus doesn’t notice that he’s upset (hopefully). Taako might be embarrassed if everyone knew he forgot. Angus would probably be embarrassed if he was Taako (Angus is embarrassed as Angus too, that he waited around so long for nothing, but he’s the only detective around here so he’s the only one that has to know that).</p><p>“I was going to, Sir,” he lies. “But I think it will be a little boring with you here too.” Magnus’s mouth drops open in genuine surprise before he plays it up and gasps theatrically. Meanwhile, Carey and Killian are both ooh ing and laughing, and even though he’s still upset Angus can’t help a small proud smile.</p><p>“Tch, wizards ,” Magnus mutters disparagingly, but he’s grinning at Angus as he says it, and he seems pretty proud too. Also, Angus is very happy to be called a wizard, even if he didn’t have a lesson today ( yet , and that is also a threat and a promise). “No appreciation for the rest of us.” Angus quietly leaves while Carey and Killian are pointing out to Magnus that ‘wizards’ seem to appreciate the two of them just fine and Magnus protests that he has Rustic Hospitality and everyone with any taste likes him automatically.</p><p>Angus makes his way towards the suite that Tres Horny Boys share. His feelings are hurt and he’s angry too, even as he tries to come up with excuses for Taako in his head. There could be all sorts of reasons that Taako forgot it was Magic Day. He almost certainly didn’t stand Angus up on purpose, so Angus shouldn’t be mad, right?</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19983226" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Crowley has a kink. The kink is Aziraphale.</p><p><small>This fic contains a masochist discovering his kink during the course of exploring his demisexuality without understanding it yet. That could be triggering, and is the main reason I chose the ambiguous warning tag. Other reasons include but may not be limited to the same character and his partner neglecting to negotiate a scene until it has already begun, which is unsafe to do irl. Proceed at your own discretion.</small></p><blockquote><p>It’s Aziraphale’s fault. It’s Aziraphale’s fault, and Crowley will defend that hill until such time as he ceases completely to exist. If Aziraphale ever tries to say that it was Crowley who tempted or corrupted him, in this specific particular case Crowley has a defense prepared.</p><p>It all happens because the books are dusty. That’s just how they are, always, even the ones that get regularly handled. Aziraphale likes them that way, not just because it tends to put off customers, but also because he likes to pull one out and blow the dust off of it in a dramatic little cloud. He does this with every single book, every single time, and he bounces on his toes with a besotted little grin at the simple joy it gives him. It’s adorable, and deeply irritating.</p><p>Crowley can’t help but turn to look and watch every time Aziraphale goes through this ridiculous little ritual. It’s like watching a bunny flop over to show its belly, or like a train wreck.2 Crowley is following Aziraphale around, getting in the angel’s way when he can like a needy pet cat. Aziraphale pays him no particular mind except to occasionally glance up at him and give him a look that if it is attempting to be stern is failing. He’s looking around for something in particular; he’d said something about something or other before they’d left the back room but Crowley was only half listening and he can hardly be expected to remember anything when he has thus far endured already two dust cloud shuffles. It’s taking quite a while to find whatever book, in part because Aziraphale doesn’t remember the title or the author, and in part because the shop is poorly organized. Aziraphale likes it that way, not just because it tends to put off customers, but also because he likes to rediscover his own books like they’re new to him and making sure he doesn’t know where any of them are is the best way to get that feeling.</p><p>“Maybe this one,” Aziraphale mutters lowly to himself, squinting at a spine. Crowley leans in a little closer to look at the little wrinkle Aziraphale gets in between his eyebrows when he concentrates hard on something, trying to be subtle when subtlety is really not his strong suit and he knows it. As he moves he runs his fingers along the other books on the shelf, leaving trails in the dust that will be gone by tomorrow (when he’s around Aziraphale sometimes Crowley just gets this inexplicable, insatiable need to touch things). Aziraphale pulls out the book and turns from the shelf, coincidentally in Crowley’s direction, and blows up the dust nearly right into Crowley’s face. Either he doesn’t notice or does a truly bang up job at pretending not to, because he only does his little dance and opens the book with the quiet creak of old binding. Crowley blows some dust out of his lashes with a glare at Aziraphale’s creased forehead, but he’s too- he’s too bewitched by that blessed two-step nonsense that he can’t muster up enough peevishness to mention it. And then he sneezes.</p><p>“G'bless you,” Aziraphale says absently, reflexively. All the dust puffs off of Crowley’s face and it sparkles in the shitty lighting of the shop as if it were something grander, but more importantly an arc of electricity races down Crowley’s back from the base of his skull down to his tailbone. Crowley takes in a sharp breath through his teeth and shivers violently. It’s not… It’s not all bad. It stings, but it’s warm and tingly too. Never has any feeling befit more perfectly the word <i>zing</i>.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19852921" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Aziraphale possesses Crowley. He was right; they do indeed explode. Euphemistically, that is.</p><blockquote><p>Crowley is <i>quite </i>sloshed when Aziraphale’s ethereal form manifests opposite him in the bar. For long seconds, before Aziraphale speaks, Crowley thinks he’s only imagining him, the particularly torturous offspring of fantasy and inebriation. Oh, how he aches when he sees Aziraphale, the outline of him all wibbly-wobbly. But then the apparition speaks, and it doesn’t say anything particularly out of character for Aziraphale - nothing too… <i>fanciful</i>, nothing too similar to the things Aziraphale says in Crowley’s dreams - and after six thousand years of incredulously watching him Crowley finds it easy enough to accept that Aziraphale did something so wildly outside the approved angelic playbook. He explains what happened to him, and Crowley explains- too much (too <i>fast</i>). Aziraphale’s spirit shifts uncomfortably, and continues on quickly, something about finding a body. He says, “Pity I can’t inhabit yours,” and laughs it off.</p><p><a></a>Here is where it is especially relevant that Crowley is so piss drunk. There he is, sloshing around in his all but fermented brain, still aching, and also only vaguely listening, and he thinks to himself, ‘I am so tired of this’. He’s tired of acting like he doesn’t <i>want</i>. He’s a demon; it’s against his nature.</p><p>“Well, why couldn’t you then?” he asks belligerently, plopping his chin into his hand with a harrumph. Or rather, that’s what he means to do. Instead his words come out slurred and whiny and his movement gives off the impression that one half of him is losing its structural integrity.</p><p><a></a>“Ah- well,” Aziraphale splutters. &quot;I’m an angel and you’re a demon! We’d probably explode.“ He sounds sad about it and Crowley rolls his eyes so hard he has to miracle away the strain. Typical angel to be so heartbroken over some random harm that hasn’t even come to pass.</p><p>“Only one way to find out, angel,” Crowley points out, and it does actually manage to be a little pointy. His attempt to wiggle his eyebrows, less so.</p><p>“I hardly think we have the time to be experimenting with our metaphysicality right now, darling,” Aziraphale scoffs. The sound has a strange formless echo to it, given that he’s not actually moving any air around. But Crowley is drunk, and he’s achy and tired, and he’s been so full of this damnable yearning for so long, and there’s hardly any chance that they’ll succeed anyway. He would rather die than not have this, something, just one more chance to know that no one has been closer to Aziraphale than him, one more chance to just- ask the question. Just one more question, just one more time, and go out with a boom before the answer befalls him.</p><p><a></a>“You hardly have time to find someone else,” he insists, and his voice is so quiet it must be so obvious what he really means. But, in typical angel fashion, Aziraphale shows him mercy and pretends to take those words at face value.<sup><small><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19783825#three-two" title="footnote 3" target="_blank">3</a></small></sup> He shifts again, squirming along with his inconsistent edges, and sighs deeply.</p><p>“Yes,” he says. “Yes, I suppose you’re right. But…” He lifts his imaginary hand to nervously rub along the bridge of his imaginary nose. “Well… Are you quite sure?” Crowley doesn’t so much shrug as undulate his entire body starting at the shoulders.</p><p>“I’m a being of self-interest, angel,” he jibes. Silly that he has to say it. Even without the rest of their history together, this alone would make them both deeply aware. “I wouldn’t offer something if I wasn’t willing to give it.” He attempts to tap his wrist. He misses. “C'mon, then! The time bomb’s a-ticking.” Aziraphale gives every appearance of taking a deep breath, of closing his eyes, of leaning in as if for a kiss.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19783825" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Thor and Valkyrie use the opportunity of vacation to take the next step in their relationship.</p><blockquote><p>Valkyrie starts the conversion on a total non sequitur, as she does most conversations that are uncomfortably important or intimate (and this one is some of both). The two of them are relaxing together, pressed up close in a hammock on the balcony of a room given to them in King T'Challa’s palace, on a brief vacation. The anxiety of leaving Asgard in the hands of Loki and Heimdall has faded (as much as that anxiety can fade) and they have enjoyed a very busy day of walking through the Wakandan National Botanical Gardens and eating a dozen different street foods. In their hammock, gently rocking in a lazy evening breeze, they share candied papaya and a pitcher of ginger beer.</p><p>Valkyrie squeezes Thor around his middle, kisses him on his scratchy jaw, and then maneuvers herself out of the hammock with some effort. She grabs up the pitcher of beer and takes it halfway across the balcony with her.</p><p>“I don’t like to be vulnerable,” she tells Thor firmly after taking a sizable gulp. Thor simply nods. He knows better than to expect elaboration by now, but it’s only polite to leave the option. Valkyrie watches him watch her for long moments, and then smiles and shakes her head in a small kind of awe. “You really don’t judge anyone for anything, do you?”</p><p>“I think I did more than my fair share of holding court on others in my youth,” Thor admits. He’s not shame-faced about it. He did his wrongs and now he does better, and she is the same. They both owe each other the respect of owning and acknowledging their failures. Valkyrie snorts.</p><p>“Your ‘youth’,” she repeats laughingly. “And how old are you now, Your Majesty?”</p><p>“Age is only a number,” Thor claims with a roguish grin and a wink. Valkyrie laughs aloud then, just as he intended. Silence descends between them again, less fraught than a moment ago but less easy than moments before that. Thor tucks his arms behind his head, lifting and lowering one bent knee to make the hammock rock, as he waits.</p><p>“I don’t like to be vulnerable,” Valkyrie repeats when she can’t wait him out anymore. “Ever.” Thor hums thoughtfully, but doesn’t adjust his position or stop rocking. There’s no reason to weigh the conversation down and make it more uncomfortable than it has to be.</p><p>“I feel like we already talked about this,” he says, a third cautious, a third teasing her, a third self-deprecating. “But you don’t seem the type to repeat yourself much, so surely this must be about something different.” She gives him a wry smirk and takes another drink.</p><p>“Tangential,” she says. “That was about feelings. This is about sex.”</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19217590" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Leave Me a Tip</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Merle, Magnus, and Lup beg Taako to let them invite Lucretia to Candlenights. Merle posits that Taako should try to forgive for his own good, Magnus invokes the spirit of familial togetherness, and Lup just says please. So Taako agrees, even though he’s not ready.</p><p>

<small>Taako’s views in this fic on himself and Lucretia do not reflect my views on either character or on their relationship. Taako is traumatized and blames Lucretia disproportionately to her actions because he hasn’t been able to adjust yet. Some of his thoughts on this might be upsetting.</small>

<br/></p><blockquote><p>After everything, Taako buys a house. Taako fills his house with things. Mostly cooking things, but also books and art and bedding and cute little knick knacks that have absolutely no conceivable practical use. He has more than one walk in closet. No room is empty, and there are many many rooms. He has rugs and curtains and armchairs and eight pairs of sandals. He has a collection of nail polish that takes up a whole cabinet by itself. He owns lots of things that are heavy, unwieldy, loud. He plants himself right in the middle of Neverwinter and declares, silently and to himself, that he won’t be budged. Never ever.</p><p>That’s not the only thing Taako swears to never ever do. And Taako may have changed a lot over the past hundred and ten years - sometimes by choice, sometimes organically, sometimes against his will - but stubbornness? Nothing ever managed to take that away from him. So he swears he’ll never be on the run again, and he’ll never forgive Lucretia.</p><p>He’s not an asshole about it or anything, not that he couldn’t or that the urge to doesn’t ever hit him, stab him right between the ribs and stir up his guts until he gets ill. But given everything she took from him, Taako can’t bear to deprive himself even further by causing rifts or whatever. He did threaten to kill her while furiously weeping though, so he thinks his stance on hanging out is pretty clear. Sure, sometimes he can’t sleep because of cyclical inexpressible rage. And sometimes when he does sleep he’s woken by the same gut-wrenching night terrors that he had during those ten years, the ones where he’s searching and searching for something undefined and he knows somehow that if he doesn’t find it he’ll disappear too, but now when he wakes up instead of aimlessly trying to fill that void with food or attention or hats or other bullshit Taako knows to think of Lup. And of Barry, and Merle, and Magnus, and Davenport - and Lucretia. He was looking for her and she was right there , watching him search and fail and decompose. But whatever. She gets it, everyone gets it, no need to drag it out again. Taako can deal with his icky feelings all by himself like a big boy.</p><p>So life goes on and everything is a little weird and mostly good. Angus goes to school. Kravitz sleeps over at Taako’s a lot even though he doesn’t, strictly speaking, need to sleep, being dead and all, which is very sweet and nice and gives Taako feelings that are gooey but very much not icky at all. Carey and Killian go on a honeymoon that’s supposed to last for one week but actually lasts for three because no one has the heart and/or guts to tell them they have to come back. Davenport goes to sea and sends them all postcards. Merle lives on the beach and spends all his time with kids, and Magnus lives in the boonies and spends all his time with dogs. Lup and Barry renew their vows, again, and everyone they know is there, and Taako and Lucretia sit on opposite sides of the aisle, and it’s fine. Everything is fine.</p><p>One Candlenights passes, and then Midsummer, and the four birds left in between them go to Lucretia’s on one day and to Taako’s on another day for the celebrations, and it’s all perfectly fine. Taako feels mostly okay most of the time, and for the times when he’s doing shitty he has a Cleric who is not Merle that he visits sometimes and she kind of helps usually even though Taako doesn’t actually take her advice very often. Sooner than it seems it should, Candlenights is coming again.</p><p>Merle, Magnus, and Lup, in that order, all beg Taako to invite - or to let them invite - Lucretia to Candlenights at his place this year. Davenport is still at sea and won’t be attending, just as it was last year and for Midsummer. Barry says it’s Taako’s choice and refuses to express any opinion beyond that. Merle posits that Taako should let go of his anger for his own good (which would be fine and Taako figures he could wrestle his stubbornness into compliance to get it done, if only this gods-awful feeling was as simple as ‘anger’), Magnus invokes the spirit of familial togetherness, and Lup just says please. So, reluctantly and not very charitably, Taako agrees.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19478245" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p>Summary:<br/>
Taako stands in front of a display of seasonal berries, the elderberries right up front.</p><blockquote><p>
 Routinely, Taako avoids the produce section of the Fantasy 
Costco. It’s not difficult, the section is small in comparison to the 
endless others, and usually he’s here with Magnus and Merle and they’re 
either equipping for a mission or simply making a nuisance of 
themselves. But sometimes when Taako can’t sleep - which is often - he 
comes here and shops until he’s ready to drop. Most of the time he 
doesn’t even buy anything, he just looks and imagines a thousand 
different lives for himself based on the items that grab his interest.
</p><p>
 Every now and then though, like now, he’ll find himself in the 
dread produce section and he’ll see something in particular, some 
completely mundane ingredient, and he won’t be able to leave. Once, he 
saw a long row of gigantic frozen turkeys and inexplicably burst into 
tears; once, a pile of innocent avocados captured him in a spiral of 
dead-end confusion for hours. Now, Taako stands in front of a display of
 seasonal berries, the elderberries right up front. At least this time 
he knows what his ish is.
</p><p>
 (The Glamour Springs show was in early summer and elderberries 
wouldn’t be naturally ripe for several months still. Taako made them 
extra dark and juicy, even better than any you could’ve picked yourself.
 That was the trick. The impossibility.)
</p><p>
 Taako doesn’t know how long it is that he stares at the berries,
 mentally redoing the mechanics of his spell over and over again, and in
 between every calculation and every pronunciation echo the results. 
Five dry twigs to one live berry, forty people dead. Short vowels and 
long consonants, forty people dead.
</p><p>
 “Those are fresh, just in!” Garfield pops up behind Taako. Taako
 doesn’t jump, and his thoughts don’t stop cycling either. “They’re to 
die for!”
</p><p>
 “I can’t argue with that, my man,” Taako says. Forty people dead. “How much?”</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19288966" target="_blank">Read More</a><br/></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Loki is happy to deliver his reparations to Earth. He just doesn’t want Thor to see him do it.</p><blockquote><p>Loki and Thor stand together on the flat expanse of a frozen tundra. There are politicians and press (mostly press) at their backs in a crowded half circle. The humans are dressed formally, but their suits and dresses are hidden away under ugly coats, their hair and makeup obscured from view by hats and scarves. Loki and Thor on the other hand still cut impressive silhouettes, metallic highlights catching the glaring sun, since Aesir formal wear includes all the covering and warmth they could need.</p><p>Not, of course, that Loki in fact needs it, after all.</p><p>The Iron Man and the Black Panther are also here, witnesses and the first line of defense in case Loki is a big liar. (Loki is a big liar, but he doesn’t currently bear any ill will or megalomaniacal designs, so it doesn’t particularly matter or pose any threat. But it’s always better safe than sorry, so he doesn’t begrudge them their security measures, feeble as him might find them.)</p><p>Loki and Thor continue forward, up a negligible slope, and the rest remain slightly behind and below. When he and his brother reach the crest of this snowy little hill, Loki looks into the horizon. There is mirth in this. He finds it preferable to any of the alternative feelings that might be present in him. It’ll be easier to focus on when he brings it to Thor’s attention.</p><p>“What are you waiting for?” Thor asks, right on cue. He doesn’t even sound impatient though. Curious, perhaps just a touch long-suffering. But though he can - within reason - predict Loki’s behavior, he seems not to immediately judge it any longer. He truly has changed. Loki knew that, vaguely. But now he finds himself… eager to get to know Thor. As if he is an intriguingly familiar stranger. But that can wait for later. Now… just a little bit more of the same.</p><p>“Oh, I just want us to take a brief second to appreciate the irony of this moment.”</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16537637" target="_blank">Keep Reading</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><blockquote><p><b>Rating:</b> Explicit<br/><b>Warnings:</b> No Archive Warnings Apply<br/><b>Relationships:</b> Hulk/Loki, En Dwi Gast | Grandmaster/Loki, Loki/others<br/><b>Characters:</b> Hulk (Marvel), Loki (Marvel), En Dwi Gast | Grandmaster</p><p><b>Additional Tags:</b> Thor (mentioned), Exhibitionism, Extreme exhibitionism, Performance Sex, sex on stage, Marathon Sex, Group Sex, Multiple Partners, Voyeurism, Polyamory, Barebacking, Enthusiastic Consent, Consensual But Not Safe Or Sane, Consensual Sex, Dom/sub, Intersex Character, Intersex Jotunn (Marvel), Intersex Loki (Marvel), Alien Gender/Sexuality, Rough Sex, Multiple Orgasms, Anal Fingering, Vaginal Fingering, Vaginal Sex, Praise Kink, Name-Calling, Under-negotiated Kink, Aftercare, Obedience, BDSM, 24/7 BDSM elements, Sexual Fantasy, Scared And Horny, Size Difference, Size Kink, Large Cock</p></blockquote><p><i>“What do you think?” Grandmaster purrs wetly into Loki’s ear as Hulk roars gleefully after ‘defeating’ Thor. Grandmaster slips a firm hand up in between Loki’s legs. “You think you could- you could take him, hmm? I think you could take him.”</i></p><p>Combat isn’t the only thing Grandmaster likes to host in his arena, and Loki is his most popular non-gladiatorial contender. What else is there to do but match him up with the other Champion?</p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16470341" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p>Are you a Clairvoyant, a Composer, a Naturalist, or a Rook? Don’t forget to share your answer!</p></blockquote>
What Category of Witch from Calico Jack's "Witch Noir" Series Are You?
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<blockquote><p>Are you a Clairvoyant, a Composer, a Naturalist, or a Rook? Don’t forget to share your answer!</p></blockquote>
What Category of Witch from Calico Jack's "Witch Noir" Series Are You?
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<p>I got Rook lmao. Hoisted on my own petard.</p>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Sara remembers exactly what it feels like to be desperately in love with her best friend and to not realize it until too late. She’s not going to let her boyfriends go through that.<br/></p>
<blockquote>
<p>Sara wouldn’t necessarily say she knows Shane and Ryan better than they know themselves, just because that’s kind of belittling and not really her style. That being said, Sara does have a… unique perspective - on the two of them, specifically, and on the world they are all living in, generally. Sara has known them both for half a dozen years, been dating one of them for five, and the other for soon to be two. She can navigate all of their quirks by habit and she knows all the trivia of their lives without her.</p>
<p>Sara knows that Ryan has been in love with almost every single one of his girlfriends, just as she knows that Shane’s heart is a little more selective. She knows that Ryan had sex for the first time in his junior year of high school with his steady girlfriend and that they stayed together after that until well past graduation. She knows that Shane had sex for the first time as a college freshman in his stinky dorm room with an older woman that he’d met less than a week before and was just friends with after with no regrets. She knows that despite what those experiences might imply, Ryan is vastly more sexually adventurous than Shane - if only because he happens to have a wilder imagination.</p>
<p>Sara knows that Ryan loves roller coasters and Shane really, really doesn’t. She knows that Ryan thinks mint chip ice cream is an abomination, that Shane’s favorite flavor is Neapolitan. She knows how both of them take their coffee, what each of them likes for breakfast on a lazy weekend morning. She knows which side of the bed they each prefer to sleep on, how hot they take their showers, what their hangovers are like. She knows their clothing sizes and all of their important dates to remember (or at least, she has those written down… somewhere). She knows their types - in movies, in shows, in fictional characters, celebrities, women.</p>
<p>Except, no, not women, because Sara knows, actually, Shane’s and Ryan’s types in <i>people</i>.</p>
<p>Neither of them has ever been with another man (or anyone of any other gender), never considered asking any non-woman person out on a date. This is another thing that Sara knows about them both. But then again, Sara herself has only been with another woman once and only for one night and not exactly stone cold sober, and she’ll probably never be with a woman again, because she’s with Shane and Ryan now and that’s really shaping up to be that. But that doesn’t make her straight.</p>
<p>It’s like she said. She has a unique perspective.</p>
</blockquote>
<p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/26404729" target="_blank">Read More →</a>
</b><br/></p>
<p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p>
</blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/190718739805/big-as-the-ocean-and-equally-hard-to-control" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Of course you can be happy without being with your soulmate, and Ryan doesn’t judge different kinds of relationships, he just thinks that your soulmate is like the pinnacle of what you can achieve, romantically.</p><p>“You sound like a Nicholas Sparks movie,” Shane tells him, because Shane doesn’t believe in soulmates.</p><p><small>inspired by <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mtG__5dw9g8mH0ybLGI6UfA" target="_blank">@kaya4114</a>‘s <a href="https://kaya4114.tumblr.com/post/185371136445/soulmate-au" target="_blank">text post</a></small></p><blockquote><p>Ryan seems a little jittery when he settles in at their desk on set to film this next episode of Unsolved. He taps the bottom of his folder on the desk between his hands and blows a breath out between loose lips. Shane is intrigued. The last time Ryan was this nervous before filming off location it was the alien abduction episode. Obviously, Shane thought that whole deal was absolutely ridiculous, but the banter was especially juicy that day because of it. He folds himself down into the chair next to Ryan eagerly. Ryan gives him a semi-suspicious glare out of the corner of his eye while they wait for setup to finish, and Shane grins back cheekily just to make Ryan huff. They get the count down from TJ, and Ryan sits up straighter.</p><p>“Today on Unsolved: Supernatural,” he introduces on cue. “We discuss soulmarks as part of our ongoing investigation into the question ‘Is the Paranormal real?’” Shane almost laughs this time as he shakes his head at the camera. He never knows ahead of time about the subjects of the episodes to keep his reactions as genuine as possible. He gets why Ryan is so jumpy now though. For most people, soulmarks are a pretty touchy subject. Ryan makes his way with determination through his notes, citing pseudo-scientific research, testimonials, and ancient writings. He summarizes; light brown for inert, yellow when you meet, green when you become friends, red when you’re in love. There’s a lot of ‘we’ve all heard’ this and ‘everyone knows’ that, but Shane patiently waits it out. “So, do y-”</p><p>“Nope,” Shane interrupts the question with relish, popping his p to be obnoxious. Ryan glares at him, pressing his lips tightly together so that he doesn’t ruin his stern look by laughing.</p><p>“You didn’t even let me finish,” he complains. “How could you not believe in soulmates?”</p><p>“I mean, it’s not supernatural,” Shane explains. He leans back in his seat with a shrug, and takes a negligent sip of his coffee. “It’s some kind of biological thing, obviously. It’s chemical or something, hormonal. It has nothing to do with love.”</p><p>“Hormonal,” Ryan repeats, making his voice deliberately flat. “Do you even believe in love?”</p><p>“Of course I do!” Shane says. He doesn’t take offense at the question; he knows it’s part of the bit. “I just don’t think it’s magic.”</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/620938119230963712/a-little-ocean-katara-zuko-nightmare" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>The full moon makes Katara feel strong. She keeps watch. The full moon makes Zuko feel weak. He has a nightmare.</p><blockquote><p>The full moon comes and Katara can’t sleep. Even sequestered away from the moonlight inside the Western Air Temple, the energy of it flows under her skin like white rapids. She’d be surprised that Aang can obviously sleep just fine, his soft snores sending up tiny whirlwinds, but no doubt he’s tired from firebending training with Zuko. Zuko, who no longer slinks away to his room alone at night ever since he and Sokka came back from their little field trip and Sokka wouldn’t stop fawning all over him until they both dropped where they sat. It seems like Katara is the only one left he hasn’t gotten to yet. It’s not that Katara isn’t grateful to have her father back. Of course she is. But one good deed can’t measure up to a lifetime of evil.</p><p>Dad is sleeping around the embers with them again tonight, along with Suki snuggled up to Sokka’s side, while the Fire Nation prisoner they had broken out had chosen a room for himself instead. Under the power of the moon Katara can feel the warmth of their blood; its quiet, contained flow through their bodies allows her to be aware of their presence more viscerally than she could have in the day, or on any other night.</p><p>She can feel the blood in Zuko’s body too, a little warmer than everyone else’s.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/620938119230963712/a-little-ocean-katara-zuko-nightmare" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>The full moon makes Katara feel strong. She keeps watch. The full moon makes Zuko feel weak. He has a nightmare.</p><blockquote><p>The full moon comes and Katara can’t sleep. Even sequestered away from the moonlight inside the Western Air Temple, the energy of it flows under her skin like white rapids. She’d be surprised that Aang can obviously sleep just fine, his soft snores sending up tiny whirlwinds, but no doubt he’s tired from firebending training with Zuko. Zuko, who no longer slinks away to his room alone at night ever since he and Sokka came back from their little field trip and Sokka wouldn’t stop fawning all over him until they both dropped where they sat. It seems like Katara is the only one left he hasn’t gotten to yet. It’s not that Katara isn’t grateful to have her father back. Of course she is. But one good deed can’t measure up to a lifetime of evil.</p><p>Dad is sleeping around the embers with them again tonight, along with Suki snuggled up to Sokka’s side, while the Fire Nation prisoner they had broken out had chosen a room for himself instead. Under the power of the moon Katara can feel the warmth of their blood; its quiet, contained flow through their bodies allows her to be aware of their presence more viscerally than she could have in the day, or on any other night.</p><p>She can feel the blood in Zuko’s body too, a little warmer than everyone else’s.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<p><a class="tumblr_blog" href="http://redblooded-disadvantage.tumblr.com/post/140738871670" target="_blank">redblooded-disadvantage</a>:</p>
<blockquote><p>hey i updated my fic after over a year and it’s the filthiest porn i’ve ever written in my life happy birthday to me lmao</p></blockquote>
<p>hey it only took me three months this time and also it’s complete now</p>
</blockquote>
<p>so…………………. i updated the companion work to this after THREE years lmfaooooo. if anyone wants to know the magic of leaving comments on old fics, here is the proof baby!</p><p><a href="https://tmblr.co/mEe7CRVpsLjFgKMKhNDvHqg" target="_blank">@the-rat-wins</a> you are the ONLY person i know still in the shameless fandom so i’m making this your business specifically. i don’t even remember if you were reading any of this.</p><p>also <a href="https://tmblr.co/mzuzMUQG-UMVM9paphsIoNQ" target="_blank">@loldinson</a> is… not me. they have a url i used to have and tumblr is fundamentally broken i guess.</p><p>anyway, the companion: 5 Times Ian Drops And Mickey Doesn’t Get It +1 Time They Do It Right (Silly Dom, drop isn’t just for subs.)</p><p>1. <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/12735408/chapters/29041329" target="_blank">That Time With the Tire Iron</a></p><p>2. <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/12735408/chapters/67319083#workskin" target="_blank">That Time Ian Takes It Too Fast</a></p></blockquote>
5 Times Mickey Subdrops And Ian Doesn't Get It +1 Time They Do It Right
http://archiveofourown.org/works/2201169
Body: 
Tags: 

Post id: 635972304169484288
Date: 2020-11-27 20:54:12 GMT
Post url: https://calicojackofficial.tumblr.com/post/635972304169484288/green-light-go-shanesararyan-sexual
Slug: green-light-go-shanesararyan-sexual
Reblog key: YObDZ0zi
Reblog url: https://calicojackofficial.tumblr.com/post/635282282972839936/green-light-go-shanesararyan-sexual
Reblog name: calicojackofficial
Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/628705607354089472/green-light-go-shanesararyan-discovery" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>It’s less momentous, figuring out that he’s into men too, than Shane would have expected if he’d ever thought it could happen to him. It’s no revelation or epiphany. It’s just Ryan.<br/></p></blockquote><p>Shane really thought he was straight. He really, really did. And the thing about thinking you’re straight, right, is that the way things are set up kind of lends itself to you never questioning it. Never questioning anything, in fact. So as a man who thinks he’s straight and has an easygoing long term relationship with one woman, Shane has sex like he’s straight too. He thinks about sex and love like he’s straight. Everything is clear-cut, has few steps and iterations, and it’s all just done the way it’s done, and that’s that. It’s not that he’s prudish or inexperienced, he’s not either. It’s just that he’s never quite had the tip-off to get creative. Tough to find interesting new answers when you don’t even know there are questions.</p><p>All that to say: the kinkiest Shane has ever really gotten is to do it with the lights on, or on the couch, or to let his partner sit on his face if she wants. Maybe a little gentle hair tugging here and there, a few light scratches down his back, the occasional sext. Doggie style, once.</p><p>Sara has a few fresh and funky things that she likes that Shane is perfectly happy to do for her, to her, to let her do to him. She likes to cover him in hickeys all over, and she likes for him to manhandle her and hold her a little too tight, and she likes to take pictures of him right after he’s come. And that stuff was a little bit like a sexy knock over the head at first, but it never really pushed the boundaries of what sex is like in Shane’s head.</p><p>Enter one Ryan Bergara.</p><blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/26359285" target="_blank">Read More ⟶</a></b></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/620938119230963712/a-little-ocean-katara-zuko-nightmare" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>The full moon makes Katara feel strong. She keeps watch. The full moon makes Zuko feel weak. He has a nightmare.</p><blockquote><p>The full moon comes and Katara can’t sleep. Even sequestered away from the moonlight inside the Western Air Temple, the energy of it flows under her skin like white rapids. She’d be surprised that Aang can obviously sleep just fine, his soft snores sending up tiny whirlwinds, but no doubt he’s tired from firebending training with Zuko. Zuko, who no longer slinks away to his room alone at night ever since he and Sokka came back from their little field trip and Sokka wouldn’t stop fawning all over him until they both dropped where they sat. It seems like Katara is the only one left he hasn’t gotten to yet. It’s not that Katara isn’t grateful to have her father back. Of course she is. But one good deed can’t measure up to a lifetime of evil.</p><p>Dad is sleeping around the embers with them again tonight, along with Suki snuggled up to Sokka’s side, while the Fire Nation prisoner they had broken out had chosen a room for himself instead. Under the power of the moon Katara can feel the warmth of their blood; its quiet, contained flow through their bodies allows her to be aware of their presence more viscerally than she could have in the day, or on any other night.</p><p>She can feel the blood in Zuko’s body too, a little warmer than everyone else’s.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/190718739805/big-as-the-ocean-and-equally-hard-to-control" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Of course you can be happy without being with your soulmate, and Ryan doesn’t judge different kinds of relationships, he just thinks that your soulmate is like the pinnacle of what you can achieve, romantically.</p><p>“You sound like a Nicholas Sparks movie,” Shane tells him, because Shane doesn’t believe in soulmates.</p><p><small>inspired by <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mtG__5dw9g8mH0ybLGI6UfA" target="_blank">@kaya4114</a>‘s <a href="https://kaya4114.tumblr.com/post/185371136445/soulmate-au" target="_blank">text post</a></small></p><blockquote><p>Ryan seems a little jittery when he settles in at their desk on set to film this next episode of Unsolved. He taps the bottom of his folder on the desk between his hands and blows a breath out between loose lips. Shane is intrigued. The last time Ryan was this nervous before filming off location it was the alien abduction episode. Obviously, Shane thought that whole deal was absolutely ridiculous, but the banter was especially juicy that day because of it. He folds himself down into the chair next to Ryan eagerly. Ryan gives him a semi-suspicious glare out of the corner of his eye while they wait for setup to finish, and Shane grins back cheekily just to make Ryan huff. They get the count down from TJ, and Ryan sits up straighter.</p><p>“Today on Unsolved: Supernatural,” he introduces on cue. “We discuss soulmarks as part of our ongoing investigation into the question ‘Is the Paranormal real?’” Shane almost laughs this time as he shakes his head at the camera. He never knows ahead of time about the subjects of the episodes to keep his reactions as genuine as possible. He gets why Ryan is so jumpy now though. For most people, soulmarks are a pretty touchy subject. Ryan makes his way with determination through his notes, citing pseudo-scientific research, testimonials, and ancient writings. He summarizes; light brown for inert, yellow when you meet, green when you become friends, red when you’re in love. There’s a lot of ‘we’ve all heard’ this and &lsquo;everyone knows’ that, but Shane patiently waits it out. “So, do y-”</p><p>“Nope,” Shane interrupts the question with relish, popping his p to be obnoxious. Ryan glares at him, pressing his lips tightly together so that he doesn’t ruin his stern look by laughing.</p><p>“You didn’t even let me finish,” he complains. “How could you not believe in soulmates?”</p><p>“I mean, it’s not supernatural,” Shane explains. He leans back in his seat with a shrug, and takes a negligent sip of his coffee. “It’s some kind of biological thing, obviously. It’s chemical or something, hormonal. It has nothing to do with love.”</p><p>“Hormonal,” Ryan repeats, making his voice deliberately flat. “Do you even believe in love?”</p><p>“Of course I do!” Shane says. He doesn’t take offense at the question; he knows it’s part of the bit. “I just don’t think it’s magic.”</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Sara remembers exactly what it feels like to be desperately in love with her best friend and to not realize it until too late. She’s not going to let her boyfriends go through that.<br/></p>
<blockquote>
<p>Sara wouldn’t necessarily say she knows Shane and Ryan better than they know themselves, just because that’s kind of belittling and not really her style. That being said, Sara does have a… unique perspective - on the two of them, specifically, and on the world they are all living in, generally. Sara has known them both for half a dozen years, been dating one of them for five, and the other for soon to be two. She can navigate all of their quirks by habit and she knows all the trivia of their lives without her.</p>
<p>Sara knows that Ryan has been in love with almost every single one of his girlfriends, just as she knows that Shane’s heart is a little more selective. She knows that Ryan had sex for the first time in his junior year of high school with his steady girlfriend and that they stayed together after that until well past graduation. She knows that Shane had sex for the first time as a college freshman in his stinky dorm room with an older woman that he’d met less than a week before and was just friends with after with no regrets. She knows that despite what those experiences might imply, Ryan is vastly more sexually adventurous than Shane - if only because he happens to have a wilder imagination.</p>
<p>Sara knows that Ryan loves roller coasters and Shane really, really doesn’t. She knows that Ryan thinks mint chip ice cream is an abomination, that Shane’s favorite flavor is Neapolitan. She knows how both of them take their coffee, what each of them likes for breakfast on a lazy weekend morning. She knows which side of the bed they each prefer to sleep on, how hot they take their showers, what their hangovers are like. She knows their clothing sizes and all of their important dates to remember (or at least, she has those written down… somewhere). She knows their types - in movies, in shows, in fictional characters, celebrities, women.</p>
<p>Except, no, not women, because Sara knows, actually, Shane’s and Ryan’s types in <i>people</i>.</p>
<p>Neither of them has ever been with another man (or anyone of any other gender), never considered asking any non-woman person out on a date. This is another thing that Sara knows about them both. But then again, Sara herself has only been with another woman once and only for one night and not exactly stone cold sober, and she’ll probably never be with a woman again, because she’s with Shane and Ryan now and that’s really shaping up to be that. But that doesn’t make her straight.</p>
<p>It’s like she said. She has a unique perspective.</p>
</blockquote>
<p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/26404729" target="_blank">Read More →</a>
</b><br/></p>
<p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p>
</blockquote>
Break Out Performance: Ryan/Shane/Sara + orchestrated feelings realization
https://archiveofourown.org/works/26404729
Body: 
Tags: 

Post id: 635357437766107136
Date: 2020-11-21 02:01:10 GMT
Post url: https://calicojackofficial.tumblr.com/post/635357437766107136/break-out-performance-ryanshanesara
Slug: break-out-performance-ryanshanesara
Reblog key: t2tLYzrQ
Reblog url: https://calicojackofficial.tumblr.com/post/633077419398643712/break-out-performance-ryanshanesara
Reblog name: calicojackofficial
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Sara remembers exactly what it feels like to be desperately in love with her best friend and to not realize it until too late. She’s not going to let her boyfriends go through that.<br/></p>
<blockquote>
<p>Sara wouldn’t necessarily say she knows Shane and Ryan better than they know themselves, just because that’s kind of belittling and not really her style. That being said, Sara does have a… unique perspective - on the two of them, specifically, and on the world they are all living in, generally. Sara has known them both for half a dozen years, been dating one of them for five, and the other for soon to be two. She can navigate all of their quirks by habit and she knows all the trivia of their lives without her.</p>
<p>Sara knows that Ryan has been in love with almost every single one of his girlfriends, just as she knows that Shane’s heart is a little more selective. She knows that Ryan had sex for the first time in his junior year of high school with his steady girlfriend and that they stayed together after that until well past graduation. She knows that Shane had sex for the first time as a college freshman in his stinky dorm room with an older woman that he’d met less than a week before and was just friends with after with no regrets. She knows that despite what those experiences might imply, Ryan is vastly more sexually adventurous than Shane - if only because he happens to have a wilder imagination.</p>
<p>Sara knows that Ryan loves roller coasters and Shane really, really doesn’t. She knows that Ryan thinks mint chip ice cream is an abomination, that Shane’s favorite flavor is Neapolitan. She knows how both of them take their coffee, what each of them likes for breakfast on a lazy weekend morning. She knows which side of the bed they each prefer to sleep on, how hot they take their showers, what their hangovers are like. She knows their clothing sizes and all of their important dates to remember (or at least, she has those written down… somewhere). She knows their types - in movies, in shows, in fictional characters, celebrities, women.</p>
<p>Except, no, not women, because Sara knows, actually, Shane’s and Ryan’s types in <i>people</i>.</p>
<p>Neither of them has ever been with another man (or anyone of any other gender), never considered asking any non-woman person out on a date. This is another thing that Sara knows about them both. But then again, Sara herself has only been with another woman once and only for one night and not exactly stone cold sober, and she’ll probably never be with a woman again, because she’s with Shane and Ryan now and that’s really shaping up to be that. But that doesn’t make her straight.</p>
<p>It’s like she said. She has a unique perspective.</p>
</blockquote>
<p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/26404729" target="_blank">Read More →</a>
</b><br/></p>
<p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p>
</blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Of course you can be happy without being with your soulmate, and Ryan doesn’t judge different kinds of relationships, he just thinks that your soulmate is like the pinnacle of what you can achieve, romantically.</p><p>“You sound like a Nicholas Sparks movie,” Shane tells him, because Shane doesn’t believe in soulmates.</p><p><small>inspired by <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mtG__5dw9g8mH0ybLGI6UfA" target="_blank">@kaya4114</a>‘s <a href="https://kaya4114.tumblr.com/post/185371136445/soulmate-au" target="_blank">text post</a></small></p><blockquote><p>Ryan seems a little jittery when he settles in at their desk on set to film this next episode of Unsolved. He taps the bottom of his folder on the desk between his hands and blows a breath out between loose lips. Shane is intrigued. The last time Ryan was this nervous before filming off location it was the alien abduction episode. Obviously, Shane thought that whole deal was absolutely ridiculous, but the banter was especially juicy that day because of it. He folds himself down into the chair next to Ryan eagerly. Ryan gives him a semi-suspicious glare out of the corner of his eye while they wait for setup to finish, and Shane grins back cheekily just to make Ryan huff. They get the count down from TJ, and Ryan sits up straighter.</p><p>“Today on Unsolved: Supernatural,” he introduces on cue. “We discuss soulmarks as part of our ongoing investigation into the question ‘Is the Paranormal real?’” Shane almost laughs this time as he shakes his head at the camera. He never knows ahead of time about the subjects of the episodes to keep his reactions as genuine as possible. He gets why Ryan is so jumpy now though. For most people, soulmarks are a pretty touchy subject. Ryan makes his way with determination through his notes, citing pseudo-scientific research, testimonials, and ancient writings. He summarizes; light brown for inert, yellow when you meet, green when you become friends, red when you’re in love. There’s a lot of &lsquo;we’ve all heard’ this and 'everyone knows’ that, but Shane patiently waits it out. “So, do y-”</p><p>“Nope,” Shane interrupts the question with relish, popping his p to be obnoxious. Ryan glares at him, pressing his lips tightly together so that he doesn’t ruin his stern look by laughing.</p><p>“You didn’t even let me finish,” he complains. “How could you not believe in soulmates?”</p><p>“I mean, it’s not supernatural,” Shane explains. He leans back in his seat with a shrug, and takes a negligent sip of his coffee. “It’s some kind of biological thing, obviously. It’s chemical or something, hormonal. It has nothing to do with love.”</p><p>“Hormonal,” Ryan repeats, making his voice deliberately flat. “Do you even believe in love?”</p><p>“Of course I do!” Shane says. He doesn’t take offense at the question; he knows it’s part of the bit. “I just don’t think it’s magic.”</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>The full moon makes Katara feel strong. She keeps watch. The full moon makes Zuko feel weak. He has a nightmare.</p><blockquote><p>The full moon comes and Katara can’t sleep. Even sequestered away from the moonlight inside the Western Air Temple, the energy of it flows under her skin like white rapids. She’d be surprised that Aang can obviously sleep just fine, his soft snores sending up tiny whirlwinds, but no doubt he’s tired from firebending training with Zuko. Zuko, who no longer slinks away to his room alone at night ever since he and Sokka came back from their little field trip and Sokka wouldn’t stop fawning all over him until they both dropped where they sat. It seems like Katara is the only one left he hasn’t gotten to yet. It’s not that Katara isn’t grateful to have her father back. Of course she is. But one good deed can’t measure up to a lifetime of evil.</p><p>Dad is sleeping around the embers with them again tonight, along with Suki snuggled up to Sokka’s side, while the Fire Nation prisoner they had broken out had chosen a room for himself instead. Under the power of the moon Katara can feel the warmth of their blood; its quiet, contained flow through their bodies allows her to be aware of their presence more viscerally than she could have in the day, or on any other night.</p><p>She can feel the blood in Zuko’s body too, a little warmer than everyone else’s.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>It’s less momentous, figuring out that he’s into men too, than Shane would have expected if he’d ever thought it could happen to him. It’s no revelation or epiphany. It’s just Ryan.<br/></p></blockquote><p>Shane really thought he was straight. He really, really did. And the thing about thinking you’re straight, right, is that the way things are set up kind of lends itself to you never questioning it. Never questioning anything, in fact. So as a man who thinks he’s straight and has an easygoing long term relationship with one woman, Shane has sex like he’s straight too. He thinks about sex and love like he’s straight. Everything is clear-cut, has few steps and iterations, and it’s all just done the way it’s done, and that’s that. It’s not that he’s prudish or inexperienced, he’s not either. It’s just that he’s never quite had the tip-off to get creative. Tough to find interesting new answers when you don’t even know there are questions.</p><p>All that to say: the kinkiest Shane has ever really gotten is to do it with the lights on, or on the couch, or to let his partner sit on his face if she wants. Maybe a little gentle hair tugging here and there, a few light scratches down his back, the occasional sext. Doggie style, once.</p><p>Sara has a few fresh and funky things that she likes that Shane is perfectly happy to do for her, to her, to let her do to him. She likes to cover him in hickeys all over, and she likes for him to manhandle her and hold her a little too tight, and she likes to take pictures of him right after he’s come. And that stuff was a little bit like a sexy knock over the head at first, but it never really pushed the boundaries of what sex is like in Shane’s head.</p><p>Enter one Ryan Bergara.</p><blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/26359285" target="_blank">Read More ⟶</a></b></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Sara remembers exactly what it feels like to be desperately in love with her best friend and to not realize it until too late. She’s not going to let her boyfriends go through that.<br/></p><blockquote><p>Sara wouldn’t necessarily say she knows Shane and Ryan better than they know themselves, just because that’s kind of belittling and not really her style. That being said, Sara does have a… unique perspective - on the two of them, specifically, and on the world they are all living in, generally. Sara has known them both for half a dozen years, been dating one of them for five, and the other for soon to be two. She can navigate all of their quirks by habit and she knows all the trivia of their lives without her.</p><p>Sara knows that Ryan has been in love with almost every single one of his girlfriends, just as she knows that Shane’s heart is a little more selective. She knows that Ryan had sex for the first time in his junior year of high school with his steady girlfriend and that they stayed together after that until well past graduation. She knows that Shane had sex for the first time as a college freshman in his stinky dorm room with an older woman that he’d met less than a week before and was just friends with after with no regrets. She knows that despite what those experiences might imply, Ryan is vastly more sexually adventurous than Shane - if only because he happens to have a wilder imagination.</p><p>Sara knows that Ryan loves roller coasters and Shane really, really doesn’t. She knows that Ryan thinks mint chip ice cream is an abomination, that Shane’s favorite flavor is Neapolitan. She knows how both of them take their coffee, what each of them likes for breakfast on a lazy weekend morning. She knows which side of the bed they each prefer to sleep on, how hot they take their showers, what their hangovers are like. She knows their clothing sizes and all of their important dates to remember (or at least, she has those written down… somewhere). She knows their types - in movies, in shows, in fictional characters, celebrities, women.</p><p>Except, no, not women, because Sara knows, actually, Shane’s and Ryan’s types in <i>people</i>.</p><p>Neither of them has ever been with another man (or anyone of any other gender), never considered asking any non-woman person out on a date. This is another thing that Sara knows about them both. But then again, Sara herself has only been with another woman once and only for one night and not exactly stone cold sober, and she’ll probably never be with a woman again, because she’s with Shane and Ryan now and that’s really shaping up to be that. But that doesn’t make her straight.</p><p>It’s like she said. She has a unique perspective.</p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/26404729" target="_blank">Read More →</a>
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<blockquote><blockquote><p><b>Rating:</b> Explicit<br/><b>Warnings:</b> No Archive Warnings Apply<br/><b>Relationships:</b> Hulk/Loki, En Dwi Gast | Grandmaster/Loki, Loki/others<br/><b>Characters:</b> Hulk (Marvel), Loki (Marvel), En Dwi Gast | Grandmaster</p><p><b>Additional Tags:</b> Thor (mentioned), Exhibitionism, Extreme exhibitionism, Performance Sex, sex on stage, Marathon Sex, Group Sex, Multiple Partners, Voyeurism, Polyamory, Barebacking, Enthusiastic Consent, Consensual But Not Safe Or Sane, Consensual Sex, Dom/sub, Intersex Character, Intersex Jotunn (Marvel), Intersex Loki (Marvel), Alien Gender/Sexuality, Rough Sex, Multiple Orgasms, Anal Fingering, Vaginal Fingering, Vaginal Sex, Praise Kink, Name-Calling, Under-negotiated Kink, Aftercare, Obedience, BDSM, 24/7 BDSM elements, Sexual Fantasy, Scared And Horny, Size Difference, Size Kink, Large Cock</p></blockquote><p><i>“What do you think?” Grandmaster purrs wetly into Loki’s ear as Hulk roars gleefully after ‘defeating’ Thor. Grandmaster slips a firm hand up in between Loki’s legs. “You think you could- you could take him, hmm? I think you could take him.”</i></p><p>Combat isn’t the only thing Grandmaster likes to host in his arena, and Loki is his most popular non-gladiatorial contender. What else is there to do but match him up with the other Champion?</p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16470341" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Thor and Valkyrie use the opportunity of vacation to take the next step in their relationship.</p><blockquote><p>Valkyrie starts the conversion on a total non sequitur, as she does most conversations that are uncomfortably important or intimate (and this one is some of both). The two of them are relaxing together, pressed up close in a hammock on the balcony of a room given to them in King T'Challa’s palace, on a brief vacation. The anxiety of leaving Asgard in the hands of Loki and Heimdall has faded (as much as that anxiety can fade) and they have enjoyed a very busy day of walking through the Wakandan National Botanical Gardens and eating a dozen different street foods. In their hammock, gently rocking in a lazy evening breeze, they share candied papaya and a pitcher of ginger beer.</p><p>Valkyrie squeezes Thor around his middle, kisses him on his scratchy jaw, and then maneuvers herself out of the hammock with some effort. She grabs up the pitcher of beer and takes it halfway across the balcony with her.</p><p>“I don’t like to be vulnerable,” she tells Thor firmly after taking a sizable gulp. Thor simply nods. He knows better than to expect elaboration by now, but it’s only polite to leave the option. Valkyrie watches him watch her for long moments, and then smiles and shakes her head in a small kind of awe. “You really don’t judge anyone for anything, do you?”</p><p>“I think I did more than my fair share of holding court on others in my youth,” Thor admits. He’s not shame-faced about it. He did his wrongs and now he does better, and she is the same. They both owe each other the respect of owning and acknowledging their failures. Valkyrie snorts.</p><p>“Your ‘youth’,” she repeats laughingly. “And how old are you now, Your Majesty?”</p><p>“Age is only a number,” Thor claims with a roguish grin and a wink. Valkyrie laughs aloud then, just as he intended. Silence descends between them again, less fraught than a moment ago but less easy than moments before that. Thor tucks his arms behind his head, lifting and lowering one bent knee to make the hammock rock, as he waits.</p><p>“I don’t like to be vulnerable,” Valkyrie repeats when she can’t wait him out anymore. “Ever.” Thor hums thoughtfully, but doesn’t adjust his position or stop rocking. There’s no reason to weigh the conversation down and make it more uncomfortable than it has to be.</p><p>“I feel like we already talked about this,” he says, a third cautious, a third teasing her, a third self-deprecating. “But you don’t seem the type to repeat yourself much, so surely this must be about something different.” She gives him a wry smirk and takes another drink.</p><p>“Tangential,” she says. “That was about feelings. This is about sex.”</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19217590" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Leave Me a Tip</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Aziraphale possesses Crowley. He was right; they do indeed explode. Euphemistically, that is.</p><blockquote><p>Crowley is <i>quite </i>sloshed when Aziraphale’s ethereal form manifests opposite him in the bar. For long seconds, before Aziraphale speaks, Crowley thinks he’s only imagining him, the particularly torturous offspring of fantasy and inebriation. Oh, how he aches when he sees Aziraphale, the outline of him all wibbly-wobbly. But then the apparition speaks, and it doesn’t say anything particularly out of character for Aziraphale - nothing too… <i>fanciful</i>, nothing too similar to the things Aziraphale says in Crowley’s dreams - and after six thousand years of incredulously watching him Crowley finds it easy enough to accept that Aziraphale did something so wildly outside the approved angelic playbook. He explains what happened to him, and Crowley explains- too much (too <i>fast</i>). Aziraphale’s spirit shifts uncomfortably, and continues on quickly, something about finding a body. He says, “Pity I can’t inhabit yours,” and laughs it off.</p><p><a></a>Here is where it is especially relevant that Crowley is so piss drunk. There he is, sloshing around in his all but fermented brain, still aching, and also only vaguely listening, and he thinks to himself, ‘I am so tired of this’. He’s tired of acting like he doesn’t <i>want</i>. He’s a demon; it’s against his nature.</p><p>“Well, why couldn’t you then?” he asks belligerently, plopping his chin into his hand with a harrumph. Or rather, that’s what he means to do. Instead his words come out slurred and whiny and his movement gives off the impression that one half of him is losing its structural integrity.</p><p><a></a>“Ah- well,” Aziraphale splutters. &quot;I’m an angel and you’re a demon! We’d probably explode.“ He sounds sad about it and Crowley rolls his eyes so hard he has to miracle away the strain. Typical angel to be so heartbroken over some random harm that hasn’t even come to pass.</p><p>&ldquo;Only one way to find out, angel,” Crowley points out, and it does actually manage to be a little pointy. His attempt to wiggle his eyebrows, less so.</p><p>“I hardly think we have the time to be experimenting with our metaphysicality right now, darling,” Aziraphale scoffs. The sound has a strange formless echo to it, given that he’s not actually moving any air around. But Crowley is drunk, and he’s achy and tired, and he’s been so full of this damnable yearning for so long, and there’s hardly any chance that they’ll succeed anyway. He would rather die than not have this, something, just one more chance to know that no one has been closer to Aziraphale than him, one more chance to just- ask the question. Just one more question, just one more time, and go out with a boom before the answer befalls him.</p><p><a></a>“You hardly have time to find someone else,” he insists, and his voice is so quiet it must be so obvious what he really means. But, in typical angel fashion, Aziraphale shows him mercy and pretends to take those words at face value.<sup><small><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19783825#three-two" title="footnote 3" target="_blank">3</a></small></sup> He shifts again, squirming along with his inconsistent edges, and sighs deeply.</p><p>“Yes,” he says. “Yes, I suppose you’re right. But…” He lifts his imaginary hand to nervously rub along the bridge of his imaginary nose. “Well… Are you quite sure?” Crowley doesn’t so much shrug as undulate his entire body starting at the shoulders.</p><p>“I’m a being of self-interest, angel,” he jibes. Silly that he has to say it. Even without the rest of their history together, this alone would make them both deeply aware. “I wouldn’t offer something if I wasn’t willing to give it.” He attempts to tap his wrist. He misses. “C'mon, then! The time bomb’s a-ticking.” Aziraphale gives every appearance of taking a deep breath, of closing his eyes, of leaning in as if for a kiss.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19783825" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Crowley has a kink. The kink is Aziraphale.</p><p><small>This fic contains a masochist discovering his kink during the course of exploring his demisexuality without understanding it yet. That could be triggering, and is the main reason I chose the ambiguous warning tag. Other reasons include but may not be limited to the same character and his partner neglecting to negotiate a scene until it has already begun, which is unsafe to do irl. Proceed at your own discretion.</small></p><blockquote><p>It’s Aziraphale’s fault. It’s Aziraphale’s fault, and Crowley will defend that hill until such time as he ceases completely to exist. If Aziraphale ever tries to say that it was Crowley who tempted or corrupted him, in this specific particular case Crowley has a defense prepared.</p><p>It all happens because the books are dusty. That’s just how they are, always, even the ones that get regularly handled. Aziraphale likes them that way, not just because it tends to put off customers, but also because he likes to pull one out and blow the dust off of it in a dramatic little cloud. He does this with every single book, every single time, and he bounces on his toes with a besotted little grin at the simple joy it gives him. It’s adorable, and deeply irritating.</p><p>Crowley can’t help but turn to look and watch every time Aziraphale goes through this ridiculous little ritual. It’s like watching a bunny flop over to show its belly, or like a train wreck.2 Crowley is following Aziraphale around, getting in the angel’s way when he can like a needy pet cat. Aziraphale pays him no particular mind except to occasionally glance up at him and give him a look that if it is attempting to be stern is failing. He’s looking around for something in particular; he’d said something about something or other before they’d left the back room but Crowley was only half listening and he can hardly be expected to remember anything when he has thus far endured already two dust cloud shuffles. It’s taking quite a while to find whatever book, in part because Aziraphale doesn’t remember the title or the author, and in part because the shop is poorly organized. Aziraphale likes it that way, not just because it tends to put off customers, but also because he likes to rediscover his own books like they’re new to him and making sure he doesn’t know where any of them are is the best way to get that feeling.</p><p>“Maybe this one,” Aziraphale mutters lowly to himself, squinting at a spine. Crowley leans in a little closer to look at the little wrinkle Aziraphale gets in between his eyebrows when he concentrates hard on something, trying to be subtle when subtlety is really not his strong suit and he knows it. As he moves he runs his fingers along the other books on the shelf, leaving trails in the dust that will be gone by tomorrow (when he’s around Aziraphale sometimes Crowley just gets this inexplicable, insatiable need to touch things). Aziraphale pulls out the book and turns from the shelf, coincidentally in Crowley’s direction, and blows up the dust nearly right into Crowley’s face. Either he doesn’t notice or does a truly bang up job at pretending not to, because he only does his little dance and opens the book with the quiet creak of old binding. Crowley blows some dust out of his lashes with a glare at Aziraphale’s creased forehead, but he’s too- he’s too bewitched by that blessed two-step nonsense that he can’t muster up enough peevishness to mention it. And then he sneezes.</p><p>“G'bless you,” Aziraphale says absently, reflexively. All the dust puffs off of Crowley’s face and it sparkles in the shitty lighting of the shop as if it were something grander, but more importantly an arc of electricity races down Crowley’s back from the base of his skull down to his tailbone. Crowley takes in a sharp breath through his teeth and shivers violently. It’s not… It’s not all bad. It stings, but it’s warm and tingly too. Never has any feeling befit more perfectly the word <i>zing</i>.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19852921" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/190718739805/big-as-the-ocean-and-equally-hard-to-control" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Of course you can be happy without being with your soulmate, and Ryan doesn’t judge different kinds of relationships, he just thinks that your soulmate is like the pinnacle of what you can achieve, romantically.</p><p>“You sound like a Nicholas Sparks movie,” Shane tells him, because Shane doesn’t believe in soulmates.</p><p><small>inspired by <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mtG__5dw9g8mH0ybLGI6UfA" target="_blank">@kaya4114</a>‘s <a href="https://kaya4114.tumblr.com/post/185371136445/soulmate-au" target="_blank">text post</a></small></p><blockquote><p>Ryan seems a little jittery when he settles in at their desk on set to film this next episode of Unsolved. He taps the bottom of his folder on the desk between his hands and blows a breath out between loose lips. Shane is intrigued. The last time Ryan was this nervous before filming off location it was the alien abduction episode. Obviously, Shane thought that whole deal was absolutely ridiculous, but the banter was especially juicy that day because of it. He folds himself down into the chair next to Ryan eagerly. Ryan gives him a semi-suspicious glare out of the corner of his eye while they wait for setup to finish, and Shane grins back cheekily just to make Ryan huff. They get the count down from TJ, and Ryan sits up straighter.</p><p>“Today on Unsolved: Supernatural,” he introduces on cue. “We discuss soulmarks as part of our ongoing investigation into the question ‘Is the Paranormal real?’” Shane almost laughs this time as he shakes his head at the camera. He never knows ahead of time about the subjects of the episodes to keep his reactions as genuine as possible. He gets why Ryan is so jumpy now though. For most people, soulmarks are a pretty touchy subject. Ryan makes his way with determination through his notes, citing pseudo-scientific research, testimonials, and ancient writings. He summarizes; light brown for inert, yellow when you meet, green when you become friends, red when you’re in love. There’s a lot of &lsquo;we’ve all heard’ this and 'everyone knows’ that, but Shane patiently waits it out. “So, do y-”</p><p>“Nope,” Shane interrupts the question with relish, popping his p to be obnoxious. Ryan glares at him, pressing his lips tightly together so that he doesn’t ruin his stern look by laughing.</p><p>“You didn’t even let me finish,” he complains. “How could you not believe in soulmates?”</p><p>“I mean, it’s not supernatural,” Shane explains. He leans back in his seat with a shrug, and takes a negligent sip of his coffee. “It’s some kind of biological thing, obviously. It’s chemical or something, hormonal. It has nothing to do with love.”</p><p>“Hormonal,” Ryan repeats, making his voice deliberately flat. “Do you even believe in love?”</p><p>“Of course I do!” Shane says. He doesn’t take offense at the question; he knows it’s part of the bit. “I just don’t think it’s magic.”</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>As a prank on Crowley for napping too long, Aziraphale invites American paranormal investigation show Buzzfeed Unsolved: Supernatural into the bookshop.</p></blockquote><p>The proprietor of A. Z. Fell &amp; Co. Book Sellers is unexpectedly intimidating. He’d seemed like a nice old man, a little spacey, over the phone. Ryan had imagined… well, probably someone who looks just like Mr. Fell, but… The man just has a weird presence. He seems somehow powerful, bigger than himself. Standing next to him feels the same way Ryan would guess it feels to stand next to a Nobel Peace Prize winner and know that you can never be as good as them and that they know it too. It’s in the way he carries himself, Ryan supposes. Like absolutely nothing can touch him, or would even dare to try. Ryan certainly wouldn’t, that’s for sure. He wonders, briefly, why Mr. Fell would even feel the need to call them. But he puts it out of his mind, forcibly orienting himself to the job, regardless of how unaccountably nervous he is.</p><p>“Please do sit down,” Mr. Fell says. His voice is just as kind and friendly as it was over the phone, and Ryan does his best to let it relax him. “Would you boys like some tea? Biscuits?”</p><p>“Um, no thank you,” Ryan refuses, thinking for one hysterical second about fairies and how you should never take food from them - not that he believes in fairies, obviously, but most legends are based on some truth somewhere.</p><p>“I’ll take some!” Shane accepts easily. He’s all but lounging, just shy of rudeness, in one of Mr. Fell’s plush little armchairs in the window of the bookshop.</p><p>“Oh!” says Mr. Fell, and he seems absolutely thrilled about it. “Lovely! I’ll just nip to the back and bring some up, shall I? Make yourselves comfortable, won’t be but a moment.”</p><p>“You truly have no soul,” Ryan hisses at Shane as soon as Mr. Fell is out of earshot. Shane gives him a half-startled, half-amused double blink. “You seriously don’t feel that?” Shane blinks again, and then his eyebrows jump and he grins.</p><p>“Don’t tell me you’re gettin’ the vibes off of Mister Vintage Dandy,” he teases. Ryan glares, and Shane huffs a quiet laugh, at least being careful not to alert Mr. Fell that they’re gossiping about him. “C'mon, Ry, he’s like someone’s sweet old grandpa. Betcha five bucks he’s gonna offer us caramel candy next.”</p><p>“Who even says ‘dandy’? It’s twenty-twenty, Shane,” Ryan mutters, but he can’t respond any further than that because he can feel Mr. Fell approaching them again from behind what seems like endless dark shelves. Mr. Fell sets down a plate piled high with cookies and pastries and settles himself with a little wiggle into the third armchair, his thighs pressing out the perfect crease in the legs of his beige pants. Ryan drags his eyes away from Mr. Fell’s lap, wondering uncomfortably why he noticed that. Shane catches his eye with a subtle gesture and when Ryan glances over at him Shane smugly holds up what is undeniably a caramel flavored salt water taffy. Shane unwraps the candy and pops it into his mouth, leaning back in his chair like he’s won something. He hasn’t won shit.</p><p>“So, Mr. Fell,” Ryan starts.</p><p>“Yes, my dear boy?” Mr. Fell says, and Ryan stutters to a halt with red cheeks. He squirms a little, clears his throat.</p><p>“Uh,” he tries again. “So, you requested that we come investigate your bookshop. Would you please restate for the cameras why you did that?”</p><p>“Oh, of course, yes!” Mr. Fell sets down his tea. He sits up straight with his hands flat on his knees. “I believe that my bookshop is infested with a demon.”</p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>It’s less momentous, figuring out that he’s into men too, than Shane would have expected if he’d ever thought it could happen to him. It’s no revelation or epiphany. It’s just Ryan.<br/></p></blockquote><p>Shane really thought he was straight. He really, really did. And the thing about thinking you’re straight, right, is that the way things are set up kind of lends itself to you never questioning it. Never questioning anything, in fact. So as a man who thinks he’s straight and has an easygoing long term relationship with one woman, Shane has sex like he’s straight too. He thinks about sex and love like he’s straight. Everything is clear-cut, has few steps and iterations, and it’s all just done the way it’s done, and that’s that. It’s not that he’s prudish or inexperienced, he’s not either. It’s just that he’s never quite had the tip-off to get creative. Tough to find interesting new answers when you don’t even know there are questions.</p><p>All that to say: the kinkiest Shane has ever really gotten is to do it with the lights on, or on the couch, or to let his partner sit on his face if she wants. Maybe a little gentle hair tugging here and there, a few light scratches down his back, the occasional sext. Doggie style, once.</p><p>Sara has a few fresh and funky things that she likes that Shane is perfectly happy to do for her, to her, to let her do to him. She likes to cover him in hickeys all over, and she likes for him to manhandle her and hold her a little too tight, and she likes to take pictures of him right after he’s come. And that stuff was a little bit like a sexy knock over the head at first, but it never really pushed the boundaries of what sex is like in Shane’s head.</p><p>Enter one Ryan Bergara.</p><blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/26359285" target="_blank">Read More ⟶</a></b></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Sara remembers exactly what it feels like to be desperately in love with her best friend and to not realize it until too late. She’s not going to let her boyfriends go through that.<br/></p><blockquote><p>Sara wouldn’t necessarily say she knows Shane and Ryan better than they know themselves, just because that’s kind of belittling and not really her style. That being said, Sara does have a… unique perspective - on the two of them, specifically, and on the world they are all living in, generally. Sara has known them both for half a dozen years, been dating one of them for five, and the other for soon to be two. She can navigate all of their quirks by habit and she knows all the trivia of their lives without her.</p><p>Sara knows that Ryan has been in love with almost every single one of his girlfriends, just as she knows that Shane’s heart is a little more selective. She knows that Ryan had sex for the first time in his junior year of high school with his steady girlfriend and that they stayed together after that until well past graduation. She knows that Shane had sex for the first time as a college freshman in his stinky dorm room with an older woman that he’d met less than a week before and was just friends with after with no regrets. She knows that despite what those experiences might imply, Ryan is vastly more sexually adventurous than Shane - if only because he happens to have a wilder imagination.</p><p>Sara knows that Ryan loves roller coasters and Shane really, really doesn’t. She knows that Ryan thinks mint chip ice cream is an abomination, that Shane’s favorite flavor is Neapolitan. She knows how both of them take their coffee, what each of them likes for breakfast on a lazy weekend morning. She knows which side of the bed they each prefer to sleep on, how hot they take their showers, what their hangovers are like. She knows their clothing sizes and all of their important dates to remember (or at least, she has those written down… somewhere). She knows their types - in movies, in shows, in fictional characters, celebrities, women.</p><p>Except, no, not women, because Sara knows, actually, Shane’s and Ryan’s types in <i>people</i>.</p><p>Neither of them has ever been with another man (or anyone of any other gender), never considered asking any non-woman person out on a date. This is another thing that Sara knows about them both. But then again, Sara herself has only been with another woman once and only for one night and not exactly stone cold sober, and she’ll probably never be with a woman again, because she’s with Shane and Ryan now and that’s really shaping up to be that. But that doesn’t make her straight.</p><p>It’s like she said. She has a unique perspective.</p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/26404729" target="_blank">Read More →</a>
</b><br/></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>As a prank on Crowley for napping too long, Aziraphale invites American paranormal investigation show Buzzfeed Unsolved: Supernatural into the bookshop.</p></blockquote>
<p>The proprietor of A. Z. Fell &amp; Co. Book Sellers is unexpectedly intimidating. He’d seemed like a nice old man, a little spacey, over the phone. Ryan had imagined… well, probably someone who looks just like Mr. Fell, but… The man just has a weird presence. He seems somehow powerful, bigger than himself. Standing next to him feels the same way Ryan would guess it feels to stand next to a Nobel Peace Prize winner and know that you can never be as good as them and that they know it too. It’s in the way he carries himself, Ryan supposes. Like absolutely nothing can touch him, or would even dare to try. Ryan certainly wouldn’t, that’s for sure. He wonders, briefly, why Mr. Fell would even feel the need to call them. But he puts it out of his mind, forcibly orienting himself to the job, regardless of how unaccountably nervous he is.</p>
<p>“Please do sit down,” Mr. Fell says. His voice is just as kind and friendly as it was over the phone, and Ryan does his best to let it relax him. “Would you boys like some tea? Biscuits?”</p>
<p>“Um, no thank you,” Ryan refuses, thinking for one hysterical second about fairies and how you should never take food from them - not that he believes in fairies, obviously, but most legends are based on some truth somewhere.</p>
<p>“I’ll take some!” Shane accepts easily. He’s all but lounging, just shy of rudeness, in one of Mr. Fell’s plush little armchairs in the window of the bookshop.</p>
<p>“Oh!” says Mr. Fell, and he seems absolutely thrilled about it. “Lovely! I’ll just nip to the back and bring some up, shall I? Make yourselves comfortable, won’t be but a moment.”</p>
<p>“You truly have no soul,” Ryan hisses at Shane as soon as Mr. Fell is out of earshot. Shane gives him a half-startled, half-amused double blink. “You seriously don’t feel that?” Shane blinks again, and then his eyebrows jump and he grins.</p>
<p>“Don’t tell me you’re gettin’ the vibes off of Mister Vintage Dandy,” he teases. Ryan glares, and Shane huffs a quiet laugh, at least being careful not to alert Mr. Fell that they’re gossiping about him. “C'mon, Ry, he’s like someone’s sweet old grandpa. Betcha five bucks he’s gonna offer us caramel candy next.”</p>
<p>“Who even says ‘dandy’? It’s twenty-twenty, Shane,” Ryan mutters, but he can’t respond any further than that because he can feel Mr. Fell approaching them again from behind what seems like endless dark shelves. Mr. Fell sets down a plate piled high with cookies and pastries and settles himself with a little wiggle into the third armchair, his thighs pressing out the perfect crease in the legs of his beige pants. Ryan drags his eyes away from Mr. Fell’s lap, wondering uncomfortably why he noticed that. Shane catches his eye with a subtle gesture and when Ryan glances over at him Shane smugly holds up what is undeniably a caramel flavored salt water taffy. Shane unwraps the candy and pops it into his mouth, leaning back in his chair like he’s won something. He hasn’t won shit.</p>
<p>“So, Mr. Fell,” Ryan starts.</p>
<p>“Yes, my dear boy?” Mr. Fell says, and Ryan stutters to a halt with red cheeks. He squirms a little, clears his throat.</p>
<p>“Uh,” he tries again. “So, you requested that we come investigate your bookshop. Would you please restate for the cameras why you did that?”</p>
<p>“Oh, of course, yes!” Mr. Fell sets down his tea. He sits up straight with his hands flat on his knees. “I believe that my bookshop is infested with a demon.”</p>
</blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Sara remembers exactly what it feels like to be desperately in love with her best friend and to not realize it until too late. She’s not going to let her boyfriends go through that.<br/></p><blockquote><p>Sara wouldn’t necessarily say she knows Shane and Ryan better than they know themselves, just because that’s kind of belittling and not really her style. That being said, Sara does have a… unique perspective - on the two of them, specifically, and on the world they are all living in, generally. Sara has known them both for half a dozen years, been dating one of them for five, and the other for soon to be two. She can navigate all of their quirks by habit and she knows all the trivia of their lives without her.</p><p>Sara knows that Ryan has been in love with almost every single one of his girlfriends, just as she knows that Shane’s heart is a little more selective. She knows that Ryan had sex for the first time in his junior year of high school with his steady girlfriend and that they stayed together after that until well past graduation. She knows that Shane had sex for the first time as a college freshman in his stinky dorm room with an older woman that he’d met less than a week before and was just friends with after with no regrets. She knows that despite what those experiences might imply, Ryan is vastly more sexually adventurous than Shane - if only because he happens to have a wilder imagination.</p><p>Sara knows that Ryan loves roller coasters and Shane really, really doesn’t. She knows that Ryan thinks mint chip ice cream is an abomination, that Shane’s favorite flavor is Neapolitan. She knows how both of them take their coffee, what each of them likes for breakfast on a lazy weekend morning. She knows which side of the bed they each prefer to sleep on, how hot they take their showers, what their hangovers are like. She knows their clothing sizes and all of their important dates to remember (or at least, she has those written down… somewhere). She knows their types - in movies, in shows, in fictional characters, celebrities, women.</p><p>Except, no, not women, because Sara knows, actually, Shane’s and Ryan’s types in <i>people</i>.</p><p>Neither of them has ever been with another man (or anyone of any other gender), never considered asking any non-woman person out on a date. This is another thing that Sara knows about them both. But then again, Sara herself has only been with another woman once and only for one night and not exactly stone cold sober, and she’ll probably never be with a woman again, because she’s with Shane and Ryan now and that’s really shaping up to be that. But that doesn’t make her straight.</p><p>It’s like she said. She has a unique perspective.</p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/26404729" target="_blank">Read More →</a>
</b><br/></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><blockquote><p><b>Rating:</b> Explicit<br/><b>Warnings:</b> No Archive Warnings Apply<br/><b>Relationships:</b> Hulk/Loki, En Dwi Gast | Grandmaster/Loki, Loki/others<br/><b>Characters:</b> Hulk (Marvel), Loki (Marvel), En Dwi Gast | Grandmaster</p><p><b>Additional Tags:</b> Thor (mentioned), Exhibitionism, Extreme exhibitionism, Performance Sex, sex on stage, Marathon Sex, Group Sex, Multiple Partners, Voyeurism, Polyamory, Barebacking, Enthusiastic Consent, Consensual But Not Safe Or Sane, Consensual Sex, Dom/sub, Intersex Character, Intersex Jotunn (Marvel), Intersex Loki (Marvel), Alien Gender/Sexuality, Rough Sex, Multiple Orgasms, Anal Fingering, Vaginal Fingering, Vaginal Sex, Praise Kink, Name-Calling, Under-negotiated Kink, Aftercare, Obedience, BDSM, 24/7 BDSM elements, Sexual Fantasy, Scared And Horny, Size Difference, Size Kink, Large Cock</p></blockquote><p><i>“What do you think?” Grandmaster purrs wetly into Loki’s ear as Hulk roars gleefully after ‘defeating’ Thor. Grandmaster slips a firm hand up in between Loki’s legs. “You think you could- you could take him, hmm? I think you could take him.”</i></p><p>Combat isn’t the only thing Grandmaster likes to host in his arena, and Loki is his most popular non-gladiatorial contender. What else is there to do but match him up with the other Champion?</p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16470341" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Loki is happy to deliver his reparations to Earth. He just doesn’t want Thor to see him do it.</p><blockquote><p>Loki and Thor stand together on the flat expanse of a frozen tundra. There are politicians and press (mostly press) at their backs in a crowded half circle. The humans are dressed formally, but their suits and dresses are hidden away under ugly coats, their hair and makeup obscured from view by hats and scarves. Loki and Thor on the other hand still cut impressive silhouettes, metallic highlights catching the glaring sun, since Aesir formal wear includes all the covering and warmth they could need.</p><p>Not, of course, that Loki in fact needs it, after all.</p><p>The Iron Man and the Black Panther are also here, witnesses and the first line of defense in case Loki is a big liar. (Loki is a big liar, but he doesn’t currently bear any ill will or megalomaniacal designs, so it doesn’t particularly matter or pose any threat. But it’s always better safe than sorry, so he doesn’t begrudge them their security measures, feeble as him might find them.)</p><p>Loki and Thor continue forward, up a negligible slope, and the rest remain slightly behind and below. When he and his brother reach the crest of this snowy little hill, Loki looks into the horizon. There is mirth in this. He finds it preferable to any of the alternative feelings that might be present in him. It’ll be easier to focus on when he brings it to Thor’s attention.</p><p>“What are you waiting for?” Thor asks, right on cue. He doesn’t even sound impatient though. Curious, perhaps just a touch long-suffering. But though he can - within reason - predict Loki’s behavior, he seems not to immediately judge it any longer. He truly has changed. Loki knew that, vaguely. But now he finds himself… eager to get to know Thor. As if he is an intriguingly familiar stranger. But that can wait for later. Now… just a little bit more of the same.</p><p>“Oh, I just want us to take a brief second to appreciate the irony of this moment.”</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16537637" target="_blank">Keep Reading</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p>Summary:<br/>
Taako stands in front of a display of seasonal berries, the elderberries right up front.</p><blockquote><p>
 Routinely, Taako avoids the produce section of the Fantasy 
Costco. It’s not difficult, the section is small in comparison to the 
endless others, and usually he’s here with Magnus and Merle and they’re 
either equipping for a mission or simply making a nuisance of 
themselves. But sometimes when Taako can’t sleep - which is often - he 
comes here and shops until he’s ready to drop. Most of the time he 
doesn’t even buy anything, he just looks and imagines a thousand 
different lives for himself based on the items that grab his interest.
</p><p>
 Every now and then though, like now, he’ll find himself in the 
dread produce section and he’ll see something in particular, some 
completely mundane ingredient, and he won’t be able to leave. Once, he 
saw a long row of gigantic frozen turkeys and inexplicably burst into 
tears; once, a pile of innocent avocados captured him in a spiral of 
dead-end confusion for hours. Now, Taako stands in front of a display of
 seasonal berries, the elderberries right up front. At least this time 
he knows what his ish is.
</p><p>
 (The Glamour Springs show was in early summer and elderberries 
wouldn’t be naturally ripe for several months still. Taako made them 
extra dark and juicy, even better than any you could’ve picked yourself.
 That was the trick. The impossibility.)
</p><p>
 Taako doesn’t know how long it is that he stares at the berries,
 mentally redoing the mechanics of his spell over and over again, and in
 between every calculation and every pronunciation echo the results. 
Five dry twigs to one live berry, forty people dead. Short vowels and 
long consonants, forty people dead.
</p><p>
 “Those are fresh, just in!” Garfield pops up behind Taako. Taako
 doesn’t jump, and his thoughts don’t stop cycling either. “They’re to 
die for!”
</p><p>
 “I can’t argue with that, my man,” Taako says. Forty people dead. “How much?”</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19288966" target="_blank">Read More</a><br/></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Merle, Magnus, and Lup beg Taako to let them invite Lucretia to Candlenights. Merle posits that Taako should try to forgive for his own good, Magnus invokes the spirit of familial togetherness, and Lup just says please. So Taako agrees, even though he’s not ready.</p><p>

<small>Taako’s views in this fic on himself and Lucretia do not reflect my views on either character or on their relationship. Taako is traumatized and blames Lucretia disproportionately to her actions because he hasn’t been able to adjust yet. Some of his thoughts on this might be upsetting.</small>

<br/></p><blockquote><p>After everything, Taako buys a house. Taako fills his house with things. Mostly cooking things, but also books and art and bedding and cute little knick knacks that have absolutely no conceivable practical use. He has more than one walk in closet. No room is empty, and there are many many rooms. He has rugs and curtains and armchairs and eight pairs of sandals. He has a collection of nail polish that takes up a whole cabinet by itself. He owns lots of things that are heavy, unwieldy, loud. He plants himself right in the middle of Neverwinter and declares, silently and to himself, that he won’t be budged. Never ever.</p><p>That’s not the only thing Taako swears to never ever do. And Taako may have changed a lot over the past hundred and ten years - sometimes by choice, sometimes organically, sometimes against his will - but stubbornness? Nothing ever managed to take that away from him. So he swears he’ll never be on the run again, and he’ll never forgive Lucretia.</p><p>He’s not an asshole about it or anything, not that he couldn’t or that the urge to doesn’t ever hit him, stab him right between the ribs and stir up his guts until he gets ill. But given everything she took from him, Taako can’t bear to deprive himself even further by causing rifts or whatever. He did threaten to kill her while furiously weeping though, so he thinks his stance on hanging out is pretty clear. Sure, sometimes he can’t sleep because of cyclical inexpressible rage. And sometimes when he does sleep he’s woken by the same gut-wrenching night terrors that he had during those ten years, the ones where he’s searching and searching for something undefined and he knows somehow that if he doesn’t find it he’ll disappear too, but now when he wakes up instead of aimlessly trying to fill that void with food or attention or hats or other bullshit Taako knows to think of Lup. And of Barry, and Merle, and Magnus, and Davenport - and Lucretia. He was looking for her and she was right there , watching him search and fail and decompose. But whatever. She gets it, everyone gets it, no need to drag it out again. Taako can deal with his icky feelings all by himself like a big boy.</p><p>So life goes on and everything is a little weird and mostly good. Angus goes to school. Kravitz sleeps over at Taako’s a lot even though he doesn’t, strictly speaking, need to sleep, being dead and all, which is very sweet and nice and gives Taako feelings that are gooey but very much not icky at all. Carey and Killian go on a honeymoon that’s supposed to last for one week but actually lasts for three because no one has the heart and/or guts to tell them they have to come back. Davenport goes to sea and sends them all postcards. Merle lives on the beach and spends all his time with kids, and Magnus lives in the boonies and spends all his time with dogs. Lup and Barry renew their vows, again, and everyone they know is there, and Taako and Lucretia sit on opposite sides of the aisle, and it’s fine. Everything is fine.</p><p>One Candlenights passes, and then Midsummer, and the four birds left in between them go to Lucretia’s on one day and to Taako’s on another day for the celebrations, and it’s all perfectly fine. Taako feels mostly okay most of the time, and for the times when he’s doing shitty he has a Cleric who is not Merle that he visits sometimes and she kind of helps usually even though Taako doesn’t actually take her advice very often. Sooner than it seems it should, Candlenights is coming again.</p><p>Merle, Magnus, and Lup, in that order, all beg Taako to invite - or to let them invite - Lucretia to Candlenights at his place this year. Davenport is still at sea and won’t be attending, just as it was last year and for Midsummer. Barry says it’s Taako’s choice and refuses to express any opinion beyond that. Merle posits that Taako should let go of his anger for his own good (which would be fine and Taako figures he could wrestle his stubbornness into compliance to get it done, if only this gods-awful feeling was as simple as ‘anger’), Magnus invokes the spirit of familial togetherness, and Lup just says please. So, reluctantly and not very charitably, Taako agrees.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19478245" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Thor and Valkyrie use the opportunity of vacation to take the next step in their relationship.</p><blockquote><p>Valkyrie starts the conversion on a total non sequitur, as she does most conversations that are uncomfortably important or intimate (and this one is some of both). The two of them are relaxing together, pressed up close in a hammock on the balcony of a room given to them in King T'Challa’s palace, on a brief vacation. The anxiety of leaving Asgard in the hands of Loki and Heimdall has faded (as much as that anxiety can fade) and they have enjoyed a very busy day of walking through the Wakandan National Botanical Gardens and eating a dozen different street foods. In their hammock, gently rocking in a lazy evening breeze, they share candied papaya and a pitcher of ginger beer.</p><p>Valkyrie squeezes Thor around his middle, kisses him on his scratchy jaw, and then maneuvers herself out of the hammock with some effort. She grabs up the pitcher of beer and takes it halfway across the balcony with her.</p><p>“I don’t like to be vulnerable,” she tells Thor firmly after taking a sizable gulp. Thor simply nods. He knows better than to expect elaboration by now, but it’s only polite to leave the option. Valkyrie watches him watch her for long moments, and then smiles and shakes her head in a small kind of awe. “You really don’t judge anyone for anything, do you?”</p><p>“I think I did more than my fair share of holding court on others in my youth,” Thor admits. He’s not shame-faced about it. He did his wrongs and now he does better, and she is the same. They both owe each other the respect of owning and acknowledging their failures. Valkyrie snorts.</p><p>“Your ‘youth’,” she repeats laughingly. “And how old are you now, Your Majesty?”</p><p>“Age is only a number,” Thor claims with a roguish grin and a wink. Valkyrie laughs aloud then, just as he intended. Silence descends between them again, less fraught than a moment ago but less easy than moments before that. Thor tucks his arms behind his head, lifting and lowering one bent knee to make the hammock rock, as he waits.</p><p>“I don’t like to be vulnerable,” Valkyrie repeats when she can’t wait him out anymore. “Ever.” Thor hums thoughtfully, but doesn’t adjust his position or stop rocking. There’s no reason to weigh the conversation down and make it more uncomfortable than it has to be.</p><p>“I feel like we already talked about this,” he says, a third cautious, a third teasing her, a third self-deprecating. “But you don’t seem the type to repeat yourself much, so surely this must be about something different.” She gives him a wry smirk and takes another drink.</p><p>“Tangential,” she says. “That was about feelings. This is about sex.”</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19217590" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Leave Me a Tip</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Aziraphale possesses Crowley. He was right; they do indeed explode. Euphemistically, that is.</p><blockquote><p>Crowley is <i>quite </i>sloshed when Aziraphale’s ethereal form manifests opposite him in the bar. For long seconds, before Aziraphale speaks, Crowley thinks he’s only imagining him, the particularly torturous offspring of fantasy and inebriation. Oh, how he aches when he sees Aziraphale, the outline of him all wibbly-wobbly. But then the apparition speaks, and it doesn’t say anything particularly out of character for Aziraphale - nothing too… <i>fanciful</i>, nothing too similar to the things Aziraphale says in Crowley’s dreams - and after six thousand years of incredulously watching him Crowley finds it easy enough to accept that Aziraphale did something so wildly outside the approved angelic playbook. He explains what happened to him, and Crowley explains- too much (too <i>fast</i>). Aziraphale’s spirit shifts uncomfortably, and continues on quickly, something about finding a body. He says, “Pity I can’t inhabit yours,” and laughs it off.</p><p><a></a>Here is where it is especially relevant that Crowley is so piss drunk. There he is, sloshing around in his all but fermented brain, still aching, and also only vaguely listening, and he thinks to himself, ‘I am so tired of this’. He’s tired of acting like he doesn’t <i>want</i>. He’s a demon; it’s against his nature.</p><p>“Well, why couldn’t you then?” he asks belligerently, plopping his chin into his hand with a harrumph. Or rather, that’s what he means to do. Instead his words come out slurred and whiny and his movement gives off the impression that one half of him is losing its structural integrity.</p><p><a></a>“Ah- well,” Aziraphale splutters. &quot;I’m an angel and you’re a demon! We’d probably explode.“ He sounds sad about it and Crowley rolls his eyes so hard he has to miracle away the strain. Typical angel to be so heartbroken over some random harm that hasn’t even come to pass.</p><p>&ldquo;Only one way to find out, angel,” Crowley points out, and it does actually manage to be a little pointy. His attempt to wiggle his eyebrows, less so.</p><p>“I hardly think we have the time to be experimenting with our metaphysicality right now, darling,” Aziraphale scoffs. The sound has a strange formless echo to it, given that he’s not actually moving any air around. But Crowley is drunk, and he’s achy and tired, and he’s been so full of this damnable yearning for so long, and there’s hardly any chance that they’ll succeed anyway. He would rather die than not have this, something, just one more chance to know that no one has been closer to Aziraphale than him, one more chance to just- ask the question. Just one more question, just one more time, and go out with a boom before the answer befalls him.</p><p><a></a>“You hardly have time to find someone else,” he insists, and his voice is so quiet it must be so obvious what he really means. But, in typical angel fashion, Aziraphale shows him mercy and pretends to take those words at face value.<sup><small><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19783825#three-two" title="footnote 3" target="_blank">3</a></small></sup> He shifts again, squirming along with his inconsistent edges, and sighs deeply.</p><p>“Yes,” he says. “Yes, I suppose you’re right. But…” He lifts his imaginary hand to nervously rub along the bridge of his imaginary nose. “Well… Are you quite sure?” Crowley doesn’t so much shrug as undulate his entire body starting at the shoulders.</p><p>“I’m a being of self-interest, angel,” he jibes. Silly that he has to say it. Even without the rest of their history together, this alone would make them both deeply aware. “I wouldn’t offer something if I wasn’t willing to give it.” He attempts to tap his wrist. He misses. “C'mon, then! The time bomb’s a-ticking.” Aziraphale gives every appearance of taking a deep breath, of closing his eyes, of leaning in as if for a kiss.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19783825" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Crowley has a kink. The kink is Aziraphale.</p><p><small>This fic contains a masochist discovering his kink during the course of exploring his demisexuality without understanding it yet. That could be triggering, and is the main reason I chose the ambiguous warning tag. Other reasons include but may not be limited to the same character and his partner neglecting to negotiate a scene until it has already begun, which is unsafe to do irl. Proceed at your own discretion.</small></p><blockquote><p>It’s Aziraphale’s fault. It’s Aziraphale’s fault, and Crowley will defend that hill until such time as he ceases completely to exist. If Aziraphale ever tries to say that it was Crowley who tempted or corrupted him, in this specific particular case Crowley has a defense prepared.</p><p>It all happens because the books are dusty. That’s just how they are, always, even the ones that get regularly handled. Aziraphale likes them that way, not just because it tends to put off customers, but also because he likes to pull one out and blow the dust off of it in a dramatic little cloud. He does this with every single book, every single time, and he bounces on his toes with a besotted little grin at the simple joy it gives him. It’s adorable, and deeply irritating.</p><p>Crowley can’t help but turn to look and watch every time Aziraphale goes through this ridiculous little ritual. It’s like watching a bunny flop over to show its belly, or like a train wreck.2 Crowley is following Aziraphale around, getting in the angel’s way when he can like a needy pet cat. Aziraphale pays him no particular mind except to occasionally glance up at him and give him a look that if it is attempting to be stern is failing. He’s looking around for something in particular; he’d said something about something or other before they’d left the back room but Crowley was only half listening and he can hardly be expected to remember anything when he has thus far endured already two dust cloud shuffles. It’s taking quite a while to find whatever book, in part because Aziraphale doesn’t remember the title or the author, and in part because the shop is poorly organized. Aziraphale likes it that way, not just because it tends to put off customers, but also because he likes to rediscover his own books like they’re new to him and making sure he doesn’t know where any of them are is the best way to get that feeling.</p><p>“Maybe this one,” Aziraphale mutters lowly to himself, squinting at a spine. Crowley leans in a little closer to look at the little wrinkle Aziraphale gets in between his eyebrows when he concentrates hard on something, trying to be subtle when subtlety is really not his strong suit and he knows it. As he moves he runs his fingers along the other books on the shelf, leaving trails in the dust that will be gone by tomorrow (when he’s around Aziraphale sometimes Crowley just gets this inexplicable, insatiable need to touch things). Aziraphale pulls out the book and turns from the shelf, coincidentally in Crowley’s direction, and blows up the dust nearly right into Crowley’s face. Either he doesn’t notice or does a truly bang up job at pretending not to, because he only does his little dance and opens the book with the quiet creak of old binding. Crowley blows some dust out of his lashes with a glare at Aziraphale’s creased forehead, but he’s too- he’s too bewitched by that blessed two-step nonsense that he can’t muster up enough peevishness to mention it. And then he sneezes.</p><p>“G'bless you,” Aziraphale says absently, reflexively. All the dust puffs off of Crowley’s face and it sparkles in the shitty lighting of the shop as if it were something grander, but more importantly an arc of electricity races down Crowley’s back from the base of his skull down to his tailbone. Crowley takes in a sharp breath through his teeth and shivers violently. It’s not… It’s not all bad. It stings, but it’s warm and tingly too. Never has any feeling befit more perfectly the word <i>zing</i>.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19852921" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Taako misses Magic Day. Angus investigates why.</p><p>This fic contains internalized ableism in the form of a depressed character interpreting their emotional dysfunction as them being a bad person. No other characters believe this.</p><blockquote><p>Angus waits patiently in the training room for Taako. It’s not the first time that Taako has been late to a Magic Day lesson, so Angus is not that worried. In fact, Taako being late is a routine thing. Agnus thinks that maybe it is a test. He knows most little boys like him are not prone to being patient, but he is not like most little boys and he can wait for a very long time if necessary. Either that or maybe Taako just isn’t very good at keeping track of time, or he doesn’t want to give Angus high expectations. Angus - being the World’s Greatest Detective, and now also the Greatest Detective on The Moon - is very observant, and not very easily tricked, and he has noticed after a few months on board the moon base that Taako can sometimes purposefully express himself in a contrary way. Angus hasn’t yet figured out the purpose of that behavior, but he most certainly will (and that is both a threat and a promise, Angus would say, if anyone asked).</p><p>Angus waits for a very long time. He’s good at waiting, but this is a very very long time. Every time that Angus considers going to look for Taako it takes a little bit more effort to convince himself not to, to keep waiting, to be patient and pass the test. Of course Taako is taking longer this time, right? If it is a test it probably has to get harder before you can pass it for good. (But if it’s not a test… But it’s probably a test, probably. Maybe. But maybe not…)</p><p>Angus is very patient and waits for a very long time, and definitively would have passed this test if it had been a test. He has his mind pretty much made up for him that it wasn’t when Carey, Killian, and Magnus come in to the training room. The three of them all share teasing trash talk, including Magnus even thought Angus knows that Magnus has never once beat either Carey or Killian in a sparring match.</p><p>“Hey, Ango!” Magnus calls to Angus when he notices him. Angus waves, a little sullenly. “Hanging around for the show after your magic lessons, huh?” He flexes. Angus holds his chin high and tries to make sure his lip doesn’t wobble so that Magnus doesn’t notice that he’s upset (hopefully). Taako might be embarrassed if everyone knew he forgot. Angus would probably be embarrassed if he was Taako (Angus is embarrassed as Angus too, that he waited around so long for nothing, but he’s the only detective around here so he’s the only one that has to know that).</p><p>“I was going to, Sir,” he lies. “But I think it will be a little boring with you here too.” Magnus’s mouth drops open in genuine surprise before he plays it up and gasps theatrically. Meanwhile, Carey and Killian are both ooh ing and laughing, and even though he’s still upset Angus can’t help a small proud smile.</p><p>“Tch, wizards ,” Magnus mutters disparagingly, but he’s grinning at Angus as he says it, and he seems pretty proud too. Also, Angus is very happy to be called a wizard, even if he didn’t have a lesson today ( yet , and that is also a threat and a promise). “No appreciation for the rest of us.” Angus quietly leaves while Carey and Killian are pointing out to Magnus that ‘wizards’ seem to appreciate the two of them just fine and Magnus protests that he has Rustic Hospitality and everyone with any taste likes him automatically.</p><p>Angus makes his way towards the suite that Tres Horny Boys share. His feelings are hurt and he’s angry too, even as he tries to come up with excuses for Taako in his head. There could be all sorts of reasons that Taako forgot it was Magic Day. He almost certainly didn’t stand Angus up on purpose, so Angus shouldn’t be mad, right?</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19983226" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>After defeating Thanos, Loki covets Bruce’s attention.</p><blockquote><p>Loki and Bruce are the only two… well, they’re not Avengers, but teammates, at least for the battle that they’ve just all won together. They’re the only two teammates that don’t have their own rooms inside Avengers Compound, and thus they are the only two left in the common area. They will both probably retire eventually to Thor’s apartments. Or perhaps Bruce will follow Romanov or Stark to bed instead; Loki doesn’t know what either of those situations is like, but both seemed to watch him mournfully all night and Loki feels greedy and smug to have Bruce still here with him for however long that lasts. It is Idunn only knows what time in the morning, Thor and Loki and Valkyrie having led the rest in a victory revel the likes of which surely had only been seen on Old Asgard previously. Loki is warm and loose with drink, and judging by the way Bruce is letting him sprawl all over him when there is a whole empty couch worth of space - not to mention all the other furniture in the room - the other man is just as inebriated. Bruce runs a hand through Loki’s hair and Loki hums happily and presses even closer.</p><p>“So,” Bruce murmurs. Loki can feel his voice vibrate between them, chest to chest as they are, and shivers. “Things are going not too bad for you, huh?” Loki hums again, this time in acknowledgement. He’s not particularly interested in talking, for all that Bruce always manages to make himself interesting. He’d rather continue to drink, and ply Bruce with drink too, and bask in the excuse to get closer, closer, closer. As close as he can get before it’s time to pull away again, to return to his brother’s side while Bruce goes to whomever it is that holds his true loyalty - be that Thor as a member of Asgard like it seems he wants, or maybe Valkyrie if their connection is more than camaraderie, or Romanov or Stark; he could have a place with any of them without effort. But for now he’s here, with Loki, and Loki, proudly selfish, will take as much of him as he can. He throws a leg over Bruce’s lap and tucks his face in so tight to Bruce’s neck that when his lips touch it could have been an accident.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/20441309" target="_blank">Keep Reading</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Leave Me a Tip</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/><strike>The day Taako made Thirty Garlic Clove Chicken for the first time was a day like any other, Taako and Lup together in some caravan’s dining tent.</strike></p><p>The day Taako made Thirty Garlic Clove Chicken for the first time was a day like any other, Taako all alone in some caravan’s dining tent.</p><blockquote><p>The Thirty Garlic Clove Chicken recipe was born, originally, out of that semi-playful sort of spite that fills you all the way up to the very brim of your soul when your sibling tells you that you can’t do something.</p><p>At the time, Taako and Lup had been something like fourteen, and they had been out on the road for something like six years, which to them had seemed like basically their whole entire lives, the past being an ephemeral thing for children in general and for wily children in particular.</p><p>“There’s no such thing as too much garlic, Taako,” Lup had said. It was anything but an innocent comment. Her grin as she made her claim was sharp. The challenge was issued.</p><p>Unfortunately, Taako simply couldn’t bring himself to purposefully make bad food. Besides which, where, truly, would be the challenge in that. Anyone can make something that doesn’t taste good. Only Taako could use objectively too much garlic and still end up with an edible dish. And so Taako did.</p><p>The day Taako finally made Thirty Garlic Clove Chicken successfully for the first time was a regular day like any other day, Taako and Lup together under the thin eaves of some caravan’s dining tent. The adults had gone off to the after-after-after show (Taako and Lup had snuck in once and realized very quickly that they were extremely not interested) and left them to their own devices. They had kept the lights off in an effort to bring down their chances at getting caught wasting food, and Taako could only see Lup by the fire of the stove. She had sat up on the counter to watch him cook from above and he had obligingly, gleefully made a little show of it.</p><p>In memory, Taako’s attention is split evenly between his sister and the food. Each clove of garlic was the shape of her smile, so every time she laughed Taako finely diced another one.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/17937344" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Thor has learned that the past and the present and the future are three strands in a string, woven together.</p><p><small>I used accusations similar to blood libel to demonstrate that the justifications for violence against a specific being were falsified for a political agenda. It’s vague and brief but might be triggering.</small></p><blockquote><p>Thor is making merry after a grand adventure. He is too drunken already to tell the tale anymore. Around him, Thor’s friends are loud and raucous and warm. Volstagg has his shirt torn from his shoulders and falling about his waist, still tucked into his pants, arm wrestling a maiden who seems taken with him with one hand and feeding himself roast boar with the other. Fandral’s back, still tacky through his shirt with blood (someone else’s) and sweat (his own), is pressed against Thor’s side, his laughter bright in Thor’s ear, each of his arms wrapped round the shoulders of a breathtaking woman. Sif is drinking men under the table, them lining up orderly before her for the privilege. Loki has taken up the mantle of recounting their victory, standing on top of the table with softly glowing fingers as illusions dance around him. His rhymes are steadily declining in quality as he continues to drink as well, though even still his voice never breaks and he never stutters.</p><p>There is something not quite right, but Thor cannot place it.</p><p>The hot sun beats down through a clear blue sky. The earth underneath Thor’s boots is hard-packed and flat. He’s braced on the balls of his feet with a sword in each hand, a layer of sweat building underneath his leather and plate armor. Steve is on his left, Loki on his right, and ahead of them, charging, is a seemingly unending herd of beasts. The beasts are like hairless, blind dogs with thick mottled grey skin.</p><p>The blood of the dog-beasts smells foul in the heat of the day, twice as much so underscored with the bright ozone scent of Thor’s lightning. They are loud as they attack, and loud as they die, and loud as they continue and continue and continue to charge. Thor is slick with gore. Some has gotten into his mouth, tasting of rot. He has lost track of Loki on the battlefield. He wonders if he will ever see his brother again.</p><p>The snowy air at the topmost open arched stone window of the All-Mother’s favorite palace tower stings pleasantly in Thor’s lungs as he looks out from it across the glittering landscape below. He feels strange, as if he hasn’t yet earned the right to stand here, despite that he was born in this palace. Some of the roofs below are gilded in gold. Thor thinks they are beautiful and familiar and majestic, and also hideous and sickening and garish. He feels powerful, righteous. He feels betrayed, guilty. Huginn sits at his left hand. Muninn is absent. Thor can’t remember ever being able to tell the difference between them without being told before. His mother stands at his right shoulder, leaning comfortably in the window on her elbow, smiling gently, patiently. She was always so patient with him.</p><p>“I’m afraid it won’t ever get less confusing,” she tells him. Her mouth is twisted in a wry humor that she has only ever allowed Thor to see once or twice before, but her eyes are clear and lit with a soft happiness. “It’s an art.”</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Loki’s first instinct upon learning something new has always been to show Thor.</p><blockquote><p>Loki’s first instinct upon learning something new has always been to show Thor.</p><p>Or, more accurately, Loki’s first instinct upon learning something new has always been to use it on Thor. Thor has fallen for it every time before, and he will fall for it again now. It’s not that he’s stupid, or even foolish, really. But he is a child, and he trusts everything that he loves.</p><p>Tyr can tell that Loki has a new trick to play by the way he came swaggering onto the training ground this morning. He’s never exactly reluctant, to show that would earn him too much disapproval from his father and his friends, but his enthusiasm is usually muted unless he has some script where he wins in the end playing in his mind. All morning the younger Prince did his best to behave as if nothing was different as Tyr ran the heirs through their drills. Now it is nearing afternoon and the only thing left before it’s time for lunch is to spar. Loki is visibly struggling not to grin like the Wolf he is - taken more after his father than either of them care to notice.</p><p>“Places,” Tyr instructs, pretending to be as oblivious to whatever is imminent as Thor seems to be. Tyr doesn’t disapprove of the use of magic in battle, nor does he scorn the mixing of gendered skills. In a real battle one does what one must, and the enemy will do the same. Tyr may be retired from war but he remembers that.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
Old Dog: Loki & Thor + the first time Thor fell for that
https://archiveofourown.org/works/22185748
Body: 
Tags: 

Post id: 633925722677886976
Date: 2020-11-05 06:44:40 GMT
Post url: https://calicojackofficial.tumblr.com/post/633925722677886976/the-emperor-wanes-thorvalkyrie-trust
Slug: the-emperor-wanes-thorvalkyrie-trust
Reblog key: VrVpUYlx
Reblog url: https://calicojackofficial.tumblr.com/post/190290090715/the-emperor-wanes-thorvalkyrie-trust
Reblog name: calicojackofficial
Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/190290090715/the-emperor-wanes-thorvalkyrie-trust" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p>

<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Thor is not Odin’s son right now. Right now he is King. And Valkyrie thinks, maybe, she could trust him.</p><blockquote><p>The room on the ship that has become their de facto strategy room, a small circular offshoot of the bridge that must have once been where the captain could take private hails, is barren and chilly. It’s small and closed up so the recycled air is even more stale here than everywhere else on board. There is nothing inside it but a circular table, no chairs. The last Valkyrie still remembers what it was like inside Odin’s strategy rooms and this is jarring in comparison. It makes her mind spin almost as much as a really good shot.</p><p>Odin’s strategy rooms were filled with low ambient light and shiny dark wood and blood red accents, and long rectangular tables for Odin to sit at the head of. The Valkyrior, if they were even invited, were expected to line the walls in uniform like heroic statues. Here and now, the wood of the round table is unpolished and scuffed underneath Thor’s equally roughened hands where he leans on it heavily, the flaws of both thrown into stark relief by the harsh fluorescents along the upper walls. The skin visible around Thor’s eye patch is still red and swollen and his hair is sticking up in a thousand directions, full of static either from a recent sonic shower or else self-inflicted. He’s wearing a clingy but soft-looking shirt, lounge pants, and canvas shoes. Genetic resemblance aside, he couldn’t look less like Odin if he tried with all his (allegedly considerable) might.</p><p>Valkyrie herself has shown up in basically her pajamas too, though the decision to do so had been belligerent and she’d thought she’d be under-dressed. She also brought a bottle of something golden brown and pungent she found in a closet, but the urge to pointedly drink from it is a little bit lessened now that she sees The Great King Of Asgard looking just like any other tired refugee - just like all the rest of them. Maybe her bullshit isn’t necessary (yet). Loki and Heimdall are here too, and Bruce. Bruce’s outfit is almost identical to Thor’s, though he wears his shirt a little less fitted and has his arms folded self-consciously across his chest. Heimdall wears a sleeveless robe over a leather vest and Loki is in a black suit. He’s so fucking obnoxious. The four of them gather, with varying degrees of closeness, around the new All-Father. Valkyrie places herself directly across from him. Whatever this is about, she wants to watch him as close as she can when he tells them, and she wants him to have to look her in the eye. Just in case.</p><p>Thor breathes deeply once they all go still. He stands up, straightens his shoulders, lifts his chin. He looks like a teenager playing grown-up for a school presentation. Valkyrie feels a twinge of sympathy and takes a sip from her pilfered bottle of stuff to make it go away. The taste is foul but it burns in the back of her throat the same as any other liquor, and what more can she ask than that.</p><p>“What would you guys say if I said I wanted to change how Asgard’s governing body is structured?” Thor asks.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Of course you can be happy without being with your soulmate, and Ryan doesn’t judge different kinds of relationships, he just thinks that your soulmate is like the pinnacle of what you can achieve, romantically.</p><p>“You sound like a Nicholas Sparks movie,” Shane tells him, because Shane doesn’t believe in soulmates.</p><p><small>inspired by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mtG__5dw9g8mH0ybLGI6UfA" target="_blank">@kaya4114</a>‘s <a href="https://kaya4114.tumblr.com/post/185371136445/soulmate-au" target="_blank">text post</a></small></p><blockquote><p>Obviously it doesn’t last.</p><p>Sure, for weeks Ryan is there when Sara and Shane try out new face masks or when they go to the botanical gardens or when the art museum has a visiting exhibit on ancient Chinese erotic poetry or when they play hooky to go to Disneyland. For weeks Ryan makes them watch movie musicals and brings them to a dozen vastly different food trucks they’ve never been to before and takes what feels like hundreds of pictures of them on his phone.</p><p>And then, after those weeks, Ryan has a little business trip. It’s one of the increasingly rare businessy things that Shane isn’t involved in. There’s a loose NDA and everything. Ryan heads out of town on Thursday, grumbling and griping without heat about his imminent work weekend. Everything seems normal.</p><p>At five in the morning Saturday, Ryan calls Shane. Shane is pulled out of sleep by the buzz of his phone on the bedside table. He glares blearily at it but grabs it to check the caller, and when he sees that it’s Ryan he answers. He answers with a short grunt and nothing else, but it is five in the morning on a Saturday after all so Shane doesn’t care if Ryan was expecting more decorum.</p><p>“Uh,” says Ryan over the line. His voice swings up in pitch sharply. “Nevermind.” And then he hangs up. Shane is a little pissed off about being woken up for apparently no reason, but the call was short enough that it’s a simple matter for him to go right back to sleep. He wakes up thinking it was a weirdly mundane dream until he sees the call log on his phone. But it doesn’t really seem that significant. Ryan does weird stuff all the time. Shane has all but forgotten about it by the time lunch rolls around that day.</p><p>So when Shane picks Ryan up from the airport late Sunday night and Ryan clumsily lets Shane know he wants to go to his own house without saying those words, Shane doesn’t think to connect it to that weird seconds-long phone call. He just figures Ryan is tired, maybe homesick for his own space. No big deal, and he needn’t have been worried about- about hurting Shane’s and Sara’s feelings or whatever it is that made him too nervous to just say ‘hey, take me to my place, please’. Shane takes Ryan to Ryan’s place, and he doesn’t worry about it.</p><p>That is until Monday and Tuesday and Wednesday and Thursday and Friday all pass without Ryan coming over to theirs. Shane feels Ryan watching him at work all week, staring for long minutes at the side of his face across the short distance between them, but every time he looks over Ryan makes like he’s completely absorbed in his work.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>As a prank on Crowley for napping too long, Aziraphale invites American paranormal investigation show Buzzfeed Unsolved: Supernatural into the bookshop.</p></blockquote><p>The proprietor of A. Z. Fell &amp; Co. Book Sellers is unexpectedly intimidating. He’d seemed like a nice old man, a little spacey, over the phone. Ryan had imagined… well, probably someone who looks just like Mr. Fell, but… The man just has a weird presence. He seems somehow powerful, bigger than himself. Standing next to him feels the same way Ryan would guess it feels to stand next to a Nobel Peace Prize winner and know that you can never be as good as them and that they know it too. It’s in the way he carries himself, Ryan supposes. Like absolutely nothing can touch him, or would even dare to try. Ryan certainly wouldn’t, that’s for sure. He wonders, briefly, why Mr. Fell would even feel the need to call them. But he puts it out of his mind, forcibly orienting himself to the job, regardless of how unaccountably nervous he is.</p><p>“Please do sit down,” Mr. Fell says. His voice is just as kind and friendly as it was over the phone, and Ryan does his best to let it relax him. “Would you boys like some tea? Biscuits?”</p><p>“Um, no thank you,” Ryan refuses, thinking for one hysterical second about fairies and how you should never take food from them - not that he believes in fairies, obviously, but most legends are based on some truth somewhere.</p><p>“I’ll take some!” Shane accepts easily. He’s all but lounging, just shy of rudeness, in one of Mr. Fell’s plush little armchairs in the window of the bookshop.</p><p>“Oh!” says Mr. Fell, and he seems absolutely thrilled about it. “Lovely! I’ll just nip to the back and bring some up, shall I? Make yourselves comfortable, won’t be but a moment.”</p><p>“You truly have no soul,” Ryan hisses at Shane as soon as Mr. Fell is out of earshot. Shane gives him a half-startled, half-amused double blink. “You seriously don’t feel that?” Shane blinks again, and then his eyebrows jump and he grins.</p><p>“Don’t tell me you’re gettin’ the vibes off of Mister Vintage Dandy,” he teases. Ryan glares, and Shane huffs a quiet laugh, at least being careful not to alert Mr. Fell that they’re gossiping about him. “C'mon, Ry, he’s like someone’s sweet old grandpa. Betcha five bucks he’s gonna offer us caramel candy next.”</p><p>“Who even says ‘dandy’? It’s twenty-twenty, Shane,” Ryan mutters, but he can’t respond any further than that because he can feel Mr. Fell approaching them again from behind what seems like endless dark shelves. Mr. Fell sets down a plate piled high with cookies and pastries and settles himself with a little wiggle into the third armchair, his thighs pressing out the perfect crease in the legs of his beige pants. Ryan drags his eyes away from Mr. Fell’s lap, wondering uncomfortably why he noticed that. Shane catches his eye with a subtle gesture and when Ryan glances over at him Shane smugly holds up what is undeniably a caramel flavored salt water taffy. Shane unwraps the candy and pops it into his mouth, leaning back in his chair like he’s won something. He hasn’t won shit.</p><p>“So, Mr. Fell,” Ryan starts.</p><p>“Yes, my dear boy?” Mr. Fell says, and Ryan stutters to a halt with red cheeks. He squirms a little, clears his throat.</p><p>“Uh,” he tries again. “So, you requested that we come investigate your bookshop. Would you please restate for the cameras why you did that?”</p><p>“Oh, of course, yes!” Mr. Fell sets down his tea. He sits up straight with his hands flat on his knees. “I believe that my bookshop is infested with a demon.”</p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>The full moon makes Katara feel strong. She keeps watch. The full moon makes Zuko feel weak. He has a nightmare.</p><blockquote><p>The full moon comes and Katara can’t sleep. Even sequestered away from the moonlight inside the Western Air Temple, the energy of it flows under her skin like white rapids. She’d be surprised that Aang can obviously sleep just fine, his soft snores sending up tiny whirlwinds, but no doubt he’s tired from firebending training with Zuko. Zuko, who no longer slinks away to his room alone at night ever since he and Sokka came back from their little field trip and Sokka wouldn’t stop fawning all over him until they both dropped where they sat. It seems like Katara is the only one left he hasn’t gotten to yet. It’s not that Katara isn’t grateful to have her father back. Of course she is. But one good deed can’t measure up to a lifetime of evil.</p><p>Dad is sleeping around the embers with them again tonight, along with Suki snuggled up to Sokka’s side, while the Fire Nation prisoner they had broken out had chosen a room for himself instead. Under the power of the moon Katara can feel the warmth of their blood; its quiet, contained flow through their bodies allows her to be aware of their presence more viscerally than she could have in the day, or on any other night.</p><p>She can feel the blood in Zuko’s body too, a little warmer than everyone else’s.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>During a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is… something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.<br/></p><blockquote><p>Ryan backs right out of the building without a word to anyone. He calls in sick from the parking lot. He’s breathless and shaky, cold sweat on the back of his neck, so he doesn’t even have to fake it. He sits there, breathing in and out through pursed lips with his eyes closed, for almost fifteen minutes before he feels like he can safely drive home.</p><p>Traffic makes Ryan feel normal for just long enough to make it through. But the second he gets home he’s confronted with the windchimes he put up practically as a joke. That they might actually do something to Shane seems so much realer now, and less funny. Ryan reaches out and sets them to chiming in a daze. The gentle metallic tinkles seem to echo around inside his brain hauntingly, and he wonders as if from a distance if it would feel similar to Shane.</p><p>Ryan spends the rest of his day and his weekend in the same weird out-of-body space. Every now and then the image of Shane - changing from a breathtaking and delicate beauty into a terrible frozen monster in the blink of an eye - will float, blurred around the edges and half formless, like it’s ready and willing to be forgotten at any moment, in Ryan’s mind’s eye. The windchimes keep up their quiet music from the windows, but they only make Ryan feel even more confused and detached.</p><p>He debates calling in sick again on Monday, but ultimately decides against it. Ryan has been many things in his life but a coward isn’t one of them - and neither is a quitter or a bad friend. Shane might be something out of Ryan’s worst nightmares, but they have a connection and Ryan can’t imagine just cutting and running even if Shane is dangerous and has to be… dealt with, somehow (Ryan subconsciously begs, in the back of his mind where he still believes in the benevolent God he was raised with, for that not to be the case).</p><p>It seems to get colder and colder in the office the closer Ryan gets to their floor, to Shane, but maybe that’s all in his head.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p>I’m jumping on the bandwagon (late, as usual). Here is a uquiz to find out which of my OCs from my “witch noir” urban fantasy horror series you are. There are fifteen questions, and a cute picrew image and short description for each of the seven results.</p><p>Don’t forget to tell me who you get!</p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Between that fateful war meeting and the Day of Black Sun, Zuko earns the loyalty of his people.</p></blockquote><p>Ping brings the message to Trinh to send out to the county supervisors via her messenger hawks. Trinh’s hawks are the best trained in the city - in the country, if you ask her, and Ping tends to agree. They are the fastest and (more importantly, in Ping's… experienced opinion) the sweetest. There are a lot of small counties in Caldera. Though the city is geographically small, the population of the Nation’s Capital is dense and has to be split up into tiny chunks for efficiency’s sake. Because of that, there are a dozen different county supervisors that the hawks will have to deal with all with their own disposition, so Trinh’s hawks are the best choice.</p><p>That’s what Ping told xemself when xe chose her to pass the next part of the job onto. Xe can’t quite think of any other reason, but Trinh just feels like the right choice. The officer that had told Ping, whom Ping had never had dealings with before, had stressed that the mission required the utmost discretion. Of course, an evacuation doesn’t really seem like spy business… But Ping isn’t the type to pick around at things. Xe’s just trying to live a full life and keep xer owlcats fed.</p><p>Ping finds Trinh in the mews, spending quality time with her birds like she does whenever she can. Trinh had told Ping a long time ago that she only took her first promotion so that she could have a chance at raising the hawks. She talks about them like they’re her babies, and the way her golden eyes light up makes Ping feel warm just like sunshine. The smell and the dimness in the mews is not to Ping’s taste, but Trinh is sitting right on the floor surrounded by fresh dropped feathers and straw totally unbothered with one of the hawks perched on her shoulder and tucked under her chin, dozing.</p><p>“Hey, Ping,” she greets quietly, looking up when Ping knocks lightly at the doorway. “Social call?”</p><p>“Afraid not,” Ping answers. Xe keeps xer voice low for the sake of the hawks, and for the smile Trinh gives xem in reward for xer thoughtfulness. “I was assigned to some major Black Sun prep by Captain Jee, and I’ve come to delegate on his behalf.”</p><blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/24770512/chapters/64081090" target="_blank"><b>Read More ⟶</b></a></p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/24770512/chapters/59893996" target="_blank">Start at the Beginning</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>It’s less momentous, figuring out that he’s into men too, than Shane would have expected if he’d ever thought it could happen to him. It’s no revelation or epiphany. It’s just Ryan.<br/></p></blockquote><p>Shane really thought he was straight. He really, really did. And the thing about thinking you’re straight, right, is that the way things are set up kind of lends itself to you never questioning it. Never questioning anything, in fact. So as a man who thinks he’s straight and has an easygoing long term relationship with one woman, Shane has sex like he’s straight too. He thinks about sex and love like he’s straight. Everything is clear-cut, has few steps and iterations, and it’s all just done the way it’s done, and that’s that. It’s not that he’s prudish or inexperienced, he’s not either. It’s just that he’s never quite had the tip-off to get creative. Tough to find interesting new answers when you don’t even know there are questions.</p><p>All that to say: the kinkiest Shane has ever really gotten is to do it with the lights on, or on the couch, or to let his partner sit on his face if she wants. Maybe a little gentle hair tugging here and there, a few light scratches down his back, the occasional sext. Doggie style, once.</p><p>Sara has a few fresh and funky things that she likes that Shane is perfectly happy to do for her, to her, to let her do to him. She likes to cover him in hickeys all over, and she likes for him to manhandle her and hold her a little too tight, and she likes to take pictures of him right after he’s come. And that stuff was a little bit like a sexy knock over the head at first, but it never really pushed the boundaries of what sex is like in Shane’s head.</p><p>Enter one Ryan Bergara.</p><blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/26359285" target="_blank">Read More ⟶</a></b></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Sara remembers exactly what it feels like to be desperately in love with her best friend and to not realize it until too late. She’s not going to let her boyfriends go through that.<br/></p><blockquote><p>Sara wouldn’t necessarily say she knows Shane and Ryan better than they know themselves, just because that’s kind of belittling and not really her style. That being said, Sara does have a… unique perspective - on the two of them, specifically, and on the world they are all living in, generally. Sara has known them both for half a dozen years, been dating one of them for five, and the other for soon to be two. She can navigate all of their quirks by habit and she knows all the trivia of their lives without her.</p><p>Sara knows that Ryan has been in love with almost every single one of his girlfriends, just as she knows that Shane’s heart is a little more selective. She knows that Ryan had sex for the first time in his junior year of high school with his steady girlfriend and that they stayed together after that until well past graduation. She knows that Shane had sex for the first time as a college freshman in his stinky dorm room with an older woman that he’d met less than a week before and was just friends with after with no regrets. She knows that despite what those experiences might imply, Ryan is vastly more sexually adventurous than Shane - if only because he happens to have a wilder imagination.</p><p>Sara knows that Ryan loves roller coasters and Shane really, really doesn’t. She knows that Ryan thinks mint chip ice cream is an abomination, that Shane’s favorite flavor is Neapolitan. She knows how both of them take their coffee, what each of them likes for breakfast on a lazy weekend morning. She knows which side of the bed they each prefer to sleep on, how hot they take their showers, what their hangovers are like. She knows their clothing sizes and all of their important dates to remember (or at least, she has those written down… somewhere). She knows their types - in movies, in shows, in fictional characters, celebrities, women.</p><p>Except, no, not women, because Sara knows, actually, Shane’s and Ryan’s types in <i>people</i>.</p><p>Neither of them has ever been with another man (or anyone of any other gender), never considered asking any non-woman person out on a date. This is another thing that Sara knows about them both. But then again, Sara herself has only been with another woman once and only for one night and not exactly stone cold sober, and she’ll probably never be with a woman again, because she’s with Shane and Ryan now and that’s really shaping up to be that. But that doesn’t make her straight.</p><p>It’s like she said. She has a unique perspective.</p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/26404729" target="_blank">Read More →</a>
</b><br/></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<p>I’m jumping on the bandwagon (late, as usual). Here is a uquiz to find out which of my OCs from my “witch noir” urban fantasy horror series you are. There are fifteen questions, and a cute picrew image and short description for each of the seven results.</p>
<p>Don’t forget to tell me who you get!</p>
</blockquote>
<h2><b><i>I EDITED THIS QUIZ AND ADDED ANOTHER RESULT &amp; A FEW MORE QUESTIONS BECAUSE A LOT OF PEOPLE WERE GETTING TIES</i></b></h2>
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<blockquote><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Between that fateful war meeting and the Day of Black Sun, Zuko earns the loyalty of his people.</p></blockquote><p>Ping brings the message to Trinh to send out to the county supervisors via her messenger hawks. Trinh’s hawks are the best trained in the city - in the country, if you ask her, and Ping tends to agree. They are the fastest and (more importantly, in Ping's… experienced opinion) the sweetest. There are a lot of small counties in Caldera. Though the city is geographically small, the population of the Nation’s Capital is dense and has to be split up into tiny chunks for efficiency’s sake. Because of that, there are a dozen different county supervisors that the hawks will have to deal with all with their own disposition, so Trinh’s hawks are the best choice.</p><p>That’s what Ping told xemself when xe chose her to pass the next part of the job onto. Xe can’t quite think of any other reason, but Trinh just feels like the right choice. The officer that had told Ping, whom Ping had never had dealings with before, had stressed that the mission required the utmost discretion. Of course, an evacuation doesn’t really seem like spy business… But Ping isn’t the type to pick around at things. Xe’s just trying to live a full life and keep xer owlcats fed.</p><p>Ping finds Trinh in the mews, spending quality time with her birds like she does whenever she can. Trinh had told Ping a long time ago that she only took her first promotion so that she could have a chance at raising the hawks. She talks about them like they’re her babies, and the way her golden eyes light up makes Ping feel warm just like sunshine. The smell and the dimness in the mews is not to Ping’s taste, but Trinh is sitting right on the floor surrounded by fresh dropped feathers and straw totally unbothered with one of the hawks perched on her shoulder and tucked under her chin, dozing.</p><p>“Hey, Ping,” she greets quietly, looking up when Ping knocks lightly at the doorway. “Social call?”</p><p>“Afraid not,” Ping answers. Xe keeps xer voice low for the sake of the hawks, and for the smile Trinh gives xem in reward for xer thoughtfulness. “I was assigned to some major Black Sun prep by Captain Jee, and I’ve come to delegate on his behalf.”</p><blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/24770512/chapters/64081090" target="_blank"><b>Read More ⟶</b></a></p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/24770512/chapters/59893996" target="_blank">Start at the Beginning</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Chapters: </b>1/1<br/><b>Fandom:</b> <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/tags/Buzzfeed%20Unsolved%20(Web%20Series)" target="_blank">Buzzfeed Unsolved (Web Series)</a>, <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/tags/Watcher%20Entertainment%20RPF" target="_blank">Watcher Entertainment RPF</a><br/><b>Rating:</b> Teen And Up Audiences<br/><b>Warnings: </b>No Archive Warnings Apply<br/><b>Relationships:</b> Ryan Bergara/Shane Madej<br/><b>Additional Tags: </b>Haunted Houses, Sharing a Bed, First Kiss<br/><br/></p><p><b>Summary: </b></p><p>“I wish I had a knife,” Shane announced suddenly.</p><p>“To…protect us from the sound?”</p><p>“No, dumbass, so we can carve pumpkins in a spooky castle. That would be peak Halloween. Or a Sharpie, that would work too.” He palmed a pumpkin and regarded it seriously, Hamlet from the Independent Shakespeare Company all over again. “We could draw some funny little faces on these guys.”</p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>The full moon makes Katara feel strong. She keeps watch. The full moon makes Zuko feel weak. He has a nightmare.</p><blockquote><p>The full moon comes and Katara can’t sleep. Even sequestered away from the moonlight inside the Western Air Temple, the energy of it flows under her skin like white rapids. She’d be surprised that Aang can obviously sleep just fine, his soft snores sending up tiny whirlwinds, but no doubt he’s tired from firebending training with Zuko. Zuko, who no longer slinks away to his room alone at night ever since he and Sokka came back from their little field trip and Sokka wouldn’t stop fawning all over him until they both dropped where they sat. It seems like Katara is the only one left he hasn’t gotten to yet. It’s not that Katara isn’t grateful to have her father back. Of course she is. But one good deed can’t measure up to a lifetime of evil.</p><p>Dad is sleeping around the embers with them again tonight, along with Suki snuggled up to Sokka’s side, while the Fire Nation prisoner they had broken out had chosen a room for himself instead. Under the power of the moon Katara can feel the warmth of their blood; its quiet, contained flow through their bodies allows her to be aware of their presence more viscerally than she could have in the day, or on any other night.</p><p>She can feel the blood in Zuko’s body too, a little warmer than everyone else’s.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
a little ocean: Katara & Zuko + nightmare
https://archiveofourown.org/works/24714580
Body: 
Tags: 

Post id: 633602084981407744
Date: 2020-11-01 17:00:35 GMT
Post url: https://calicojackofficial.tumblr.com/post/633602084981407744/a-little-ocean-katara-zuko-nightmare
Slug: a-little-ocean-katara-zuko-nightmare
Reblog key: k1lWoxLZ
Reblog url: https://calicojackofficial.tumblr.com/post/630476711072497664/a-little-ocean-katara-zuko-nightmare
Reblog name: calicojackofficial
Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/620938119230963712/a-little-ocean-katara-zuko-nightmare" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p>

<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>The full moon makes Katara feel strong. She keeps watch. The full moon makes Zuko feel weak. He has a nightmare.</p><blockquote><p>The full moon comes and Katara can’t sleep. Even sequestered away from the moonlight inside the Western Air Temple, the energy of it flows under her skin like white rapids. She’d be surprised that Aang can obviously sleep just fine, his soft snores sending up tiny whirlwinds, but no doubt he’s tired from firebending training with Zuko. Zuko, who no longer slinks away to his room alone at night ever since he and Sokka came back from their little field trip and Sokka wouldn’t stop fawning all over him until they both dropped where they sat. It seems like Katara is the only one left he hasn’t gotten to yet. It’s not that Katara isn’t grateful to have her father back. Of course she is. But one good deed can’t measure up to a lifetime of evil.</p><p>Dad is sleeping around the embers with them again tonight, along with Suki snuggled up to Sokka’s side, while the Fire Nation prisoner they had broken out had chosen a room for himself instead. Under the power of the moon Katara can feel the warmth of their blood; its quiet, contained flow through their bodies allows her to be aware of their presence more viscerally than she could have in the day, or on any other night.</p><p>She can feel the blood in Zuko’s body too, a little warmer than everyone else’s.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Between that fateful war meeting and the Day of Black Sun, Zuko earns the loyalty of his people.</p></blockquote>
<p>Ping brings the message to Trinh to send out to the county supervisors via her messenger hawks. Trinh’s hawks are the best trained in the city - in the country, if you ask her, and Ping tends to agree. They are the fastest and (more importantly, in Ping's… experienced opinion) the sweetest. There are a lot of small counties in Caldera. Though the city is geographically small, the population of the Nation’s Capital is dense and has to be split up into tiny chunks for efficiency’s sake. Because of that, there are a dozen different county supervisors that the hawks will have to deal with all with their own disposition, so Trinh’s hawks are the best choice.</p>
<p>That’s what Ping told xemself when xe chose her to pass the next part of the job onto. Xe can’t quite think of any other reason, but Trinh just feels like the right choice. The officer that had told Ping, whom Ping had never had dealings with before, had stressed that the mission required the utmost discretion. Of course, an evacuation doesn’t really seem like spy business… But Ping isn’t the type to pick around at things. Xe’s just trying to live a full life and keep xer owlcats fed.</p>
<p>Ping finds Trinh in the mews, spending quality time with her birds like she does whenever she can. Trinh had told Ping a long time ago that she only took her first promotion so that she could have a chance at raising the hawks. She talks about them like they’re her babies, and the way her golden eyes light up makes Ping feel warm just like sunshine. The smell and the dimness in the mews is not to Ping’s taste, but Trinh is sitting right on the floor surrounded by fresh dropped feathers and straw totally unbothered with one of the hawks perched on her shoulder and tucked under her chin, dozing.</p>
<p>“Hey, Ping,” she greets quietly, looking up when Ping knocks lightly at the doorway. “Social call?”</p>
<p>“Afraid not,” Ping answers. Xe keeps xer voice low for the sake of the hawks, and for the smile Trinh gives xem in reward for xer thoughtfulness. “I was assigned to some major Black Sun prep by Captain Jee, and I’ve come to delegate on his behalf.”</p>
<blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>During a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is… something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.<br/></p><blockquote><p>Ryan backs right out of the building without a word to anyone. He calls in sick from the parking lot. He’s breathless and shaky, cold sweat on the back of his neck, so he doesn’t even have to fake it. He sits there, breathing in and out through pursed lips with his eyes closed, for almost fifteen minutes before he feels like he can safely drive home.</p><p>Traffic makes Ryan feel normal for just long enough to make it through. But the second he gets home he’s confronted with the windchimes he put up practically as a joke. That they might actually do something to Shane seems so much realer now, and less funny. Ryan reaches out and sets them to chiming in a daze. The gentle metallic tinkles seem to echo around inside his brain hauntingly, and he wonders as if from a distance if it would feel similar to Shane.</p><p>Ryan spends the rest of his day and his weekend in the same weird out-of-body space. Every now and then the image of Shane - changing from a breathtaking and delicate beauty into a terrible frozen monster in the blink of an eye - will float, blurred around the edges and half formless, like it’s ready and willing to be forgotten at any moment, in Ryan’s mind’s eye. The windchimes keep up their quiet music from the windows, but they only make Ryan feel even more confused and detached.</p><p>He debates calling in sick again on Monday, but ultimately decides against it. Ryan has been many things in his life but a coward isn’t one of them - and neither is a quitter or a bad friend. Shane might be something out of Ryan’s worst nightmares, but they have a connection and Ryan can’t imagine just cutting and running even if Shane is dangerous and has to be… dealt with, somehow (Ryan subconsciously begs, in the back of his mind where he still believes in the benevolent God he was raised with, for that not to be the case).</p><p>It seems to get colder and colder in the office the closer Ryan gets to their floor, to Shane, but maybe that’s all in his head.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Sara remembers exactly what it feels like to be desperately in love with her best friend and to not realize it until too late. She’s not going to let her boyfriends go through that.<br/></p>
<blockquote>
<p>Sara wouldn’t necessarily say she knows Shane and Ryan better than they know themselves, just because that’s kind of belittling and not really her style. That being said, Sara does have a… unique perspective - on the two of them, specifically, and on the world they are all living in, generally. Sara has known them both for half a dozen years, been dating one of them for five, and the other for soon to be two. She can navigate all of their quirks by habit and she knows all the trivia of their lives without her.</p>
<p>Sara knows that Ryan has been in love with almost every single one of his girlfriends, just as she knows that Shane’s heart is a little more selective. She knows that Ryan had sex for the first time in his junior year of high school with his steady girlfriend and that they stayed together after that until well past graduation. She knows that Shane had sex for the first time as a college freshman in his stinky dorm room with an older woman that he’d met less than a week before and was just friends with after with no regrets. She knows that despite what those experiences might imply, Ryan is vastly more sexually adventurous than Shane - if only because he happens to have a wilder imagination.</p>
<p>Sara knows that Ryan loves roller coasters and Shane really, really doesn’t. She knows that Ryan thinks mint chip ice cream is an abomination, that Shane’s favorite flavor is Neapolitan. She knows how both of them take their coffee, what each of them likes for breakfast on a lazy weekend morning. She knows which side of the bed they each prefer to sleep on, how hot they take their showers, what their hangovers are like. She knows their clothing sizes and all of their important dates to remember (or at least, she has those written down… somewhere). She knows their types - in movies, in shows, in fictional characters, celebrities, women.</p>
<p>Except, no, not women, because Sara knows, actually, Shane’s and Ryan’s types in <i>people</i>.</p>
<p>Neither of them has ever been with another man (or anyone of any other gender), never considered asking any non-woman person out on a date. This is another thing that Sara knows about them both. But then again, Sara herself has only been with another woman once and only for one night and not exactly stone cold sober, and she’ll probably never be with a woman again, because she’s with Shane and Ryan now and that’s really shaping up to be that. But that doesn’t make her straight.</p>
<p>It’s like she said. She has a unique perspective.</p>
</blockquote>
<p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/26404729" target="_blank">Read More →</a>
</b><br/></p>
<p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p>
</blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Of course you can be happy without being with your soulmate, and Ryan doesn’t judge different kinds of relationships, he just thinks that your soulmate is like the pinnacle of what you can achieve, romantically.</p><p>“You sound like a Nicholas Sparks movie,” Shane tells him, because Shane doesn’t believe in soulmates.</p><p><small>inspired by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mtG__5dw9g8mH0ybLGI6UfA" target="_blank">@kaya4114</a>‘s <a href="https://kaya4114.tumblr.com/post/185371136445/soulmate-au" target="_blank">text post</a></small></p><blockquote><p>Obviously it doesn’t last.</p><p>Sure, for weeks Ryan is there when Sara and Shane try out new face masks or when they go to the botanical gardens or when the art museum has a visiting exhibit on ancient Chinese erotic poetry or when they play hooky to go to Disneyland. For weeks Ryan makes them watch movie musicals and brings them to a dozen vastly different food trucks they’ve never been to before and takes what feels like hundreds of pictures of them on his phone.</p><p>And then, after those weeks, Ryan has a little business trip. It’s one of the increasingly rare businessy things that Shane isn’t involved in. There’s a loose NDA and everything. Ryan heads out of town on Thursday, grumbling and griping without heat about his imminent work weekend. Everything seems normal.</p><p>At five in the morning Saturday, Ryan calls Shane. Shane is pulled out of sleep by the buzz of his phone on the bedside table. He glares blearily at it but grabs it to check the caller, and when he sees that it’s Ryan he answers. He answers with a short grunt and nothing else, but it is five in the morning on a Saturday after all so Shane doesn’t care if Ryan was expecting more decorum.</p><p>“Uh,” says Ryan over the line. His voice swings up in pitch sharply. “Nevermind.” And then he hangs up. Shane is a little pissed off about being woken up for apparently no reason, but the call was short enough that it’s a simple matter for him to go right back to sleep. He wakes up thinking it was a weirdly mundane dream until he sees the call log on his phone. But it doesn’t really seem that significant. Ryan does weird stuff all the time. Shane has all but forgotten about it by the time lunch rolls around that day.</p><p>So when Shane picks Ryan up from the airport late Sunday night and Ryan clumsily lets Shane know he wants to go to his own house without saying those words, Shane doesn’t think to connect it to that weird seconds-long phone call. He just figures Ryan is tired, maybe homesick for his own space. No big deal, and he needn’t have been worried about- about hurting Shane’s and Sara’s feelings or whatever it is that made him too nervous to just say ‘hey, take me to my place, please’. Shane takes Ryan to Ryan’s place, and he doesn’t worry about it.</p><p>That is until Monday and Tuesday and Wednesday and Thursday and Friday all pass without Ryan coming over to theirs. Shane feels Ryan watching him at work all week, staring for long minutes at the side of his face across the short distance between them, but every time he looks over Ryan makes like he’s completely absorbed in his work.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>It’s less momentous, figuring out that he’s into men too, than Shane would have expected if he’d ever thought it could happen to him. It’s no revelation or epiphany. It’s just Ryan.<br/></p></blockquote><p>Shane really thought he was straight. He really, really did. And the thing about thinking you’re straight, right, is that the way things are set up kind of lends itself to you never questioning it. Never questioning anything, in fact. So as a man who thinks he’s straight and has an easygoing long term relationship with one woman, Shane has sex like he’s straight too. He thinks about sex and love like he’s straight. Everything is clear-cut, has few steps and iterations, and it’s all just done the way it’s done, and that’s that. It’s not that he’s prudish or inexperienced, he’s not either. It’s just that he’s never quite had the tip-off to get creative. Tough to find interesting new answers when you don’t even know there are questions.</p><p>All that to say: the kinkiest Shane has ever really gotten is to do it with the lights on, or on the couch, or to let his partner sit on his face if she wants. Maybe a little gentle hair tugging here and there, a few light scratches down his back, the occasional sext. Doggie style, once.</p><p>Sara has a few fresh and funky things that she likes that Shane is perfectly happy to do for her, to her, to let her do to him. She likes to cover him in hickeys all over, and she likes for him to manhandle her and hold her a little too tight, and she likes to take pictures of him right after he’s come. And that stuff was a little bit like a sexy knock over the head at first, but it never really pushed the boundaries of what sex is like in Shane’s head.</p><p>Enter one Ryan Bergara.</p><blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/26359285" target="_blank">Read More ⟶</a></b></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote></blockquote>
Green Light, Go: Shane/Sara/Ryan + sexual discovery
https://archiveofourown.org/works/26359285
Body: 
Tags: 

Post id: 633013566871617536
Date: 2020-10-26 05:06:20 GMT
Post url: https://calicojackofficial.tumblr.com/post/633013566871617536/break-out-performance-ryanshanesara
Slug: break-out-performance-ryanshanesara
Reblog key: t2tLYzrQ
Reblog url: https://calicojackofficial.tumblr.com/post/628953076663025665/break-out-performance-ryanshanesara
Reblog name: calicojackofficial
Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/628953076663025665/break-out-performance-ryanshanesara" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p>

<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Sara remembers exactly what it feels like to be desperately in love with her best friend and to not realize it until too late. She’s not going to let her boyfriends go through that.<br/></p><blockquote><p>Sara wouldn’t necessarily say she knows Shane and Ryan better than they know themselves, just because that’s kind of belittling and not really her style. That being said, Sara does have a… unique perspective - on the two of them, specifically, and on the world they are all living in, generally. Sara has known them both for half a dozen years, been dating one of them for five, and the other for soon to be two. She can navigate all of their quirks by habit and she knows all the trivia of their lives without her.</p><p>Sara knows that Ryan has been in love with almost every single one of his girlfriends, just as she knows that Shane’s heart is a little more selective. She knows that Ryan had sex for the first time in his junior year of high school with his steady girlfriend and that they stayed together after that until well past graduation. She knows that Shane had sex for the first time as a college freshman in his stinky dorm room with an older woman that he’d met less than a week before and was just friends with after with no regrets. She knows that despite what those experiences might imply, Ryan is vastly more sexually adventurous than Shane - if only because he happens to have a wilder imagination.</p><p>Sara knows that Ryan loves roller coasters and Shane really, really doesn’t. She knows that Ryan thinks mint chip ice cream is an abomination, that Shane’s favorite flavor is Neapolitan. She knows how both of them take their coffee, what each of them likes for breakfast on a lazy weekend morning. She knows which side of the bed they each prefer to sleep on, how hot they take their showers, what their hangovers are like. She knows their clothing sizes and all of their important dates to remember (or at least, she has those written down… somewhere). She knows their types - in movies, in shows, in fictional characters, celebrities, women.</p><p>Except, no, not women, because Sara knows, actually, Shane’s and Ryan’s types in <i>people</i>.</p><p>Neither of them has ever been with another man (or anyone of any other gender), never considered asking any non-woman person out on a date. This is another thing that Sara knows about them both. But then again, Sara herself has only been with another woman once and only for one night and not exactly stone cold sober, and she’ll probably never be with a woman again, because she’s with Shane and Ryan now and that’s really shaping up to be that. But that doesn’t make her straight.</p><p>It’s like she said. She has a unique perspective.</p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/26404729" target="_blank">Read More →</a>
</b><br/></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>It’s less momentous, figuring out that he’s into men too, than Shane would have expected if he’d ever thought it could happen to him. It’s no revelation or epiphany. It’s just Ryan.<br/></p></blockquote>
<p>Shane really thought he was straight. He really, really did. And the thing about thinking you’re straight, right, is that the way things are set up kind of lends itself to you never questioning it. Never questioning anything, in fact. So as a man who thinks he’s straight and has an easygoing long term relationship with one woman, Shane has sex like he’s straight too. He thinks about sex and love like he’s straight. Everything is clear-cut, has few steps and iterations, and it’s all just done the way it’s done, and that’s that. It’s not that he’s prudish or inexperienced, he’s not either. It’s just that he’s never quite had the tip-off to get creative. Tough to find interesting new answers when you don’t even know there are questions.</p>
<p>All that to say: the kinkiest Shane has ever really gotten is to do it with the lights on, or on the couch, or to let his partner sit on his face if she wants. Maybe a little gentle hair tugging here and there, a few light scratches down his back, the occasional sext. Doggie style, once.</p>
<p>Sara has a few fresh and funky things that she likes that Shane is perfectly happy to do for her, to her, to let her do to him. She likes to cover him in hickeys all over, and she likes for him to manhandle her and hold her a little too tight, and she likes to take pictures of him right after he’s come. And that stuff was a little bit like a sexy knock over the head at first, but it never really pushed the boundaries of what sex is like in Shane’s head.</p>
<p>Enter one Ryan Bergara.</p>
<blockquote>
<p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/26359285" target="_blank">Read More ⟶</a></b></p>
<p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy me a Coffee</a></p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
Green Light, Go: Shane/Sara/Ryan + sexual discovery
https://archiveofourown.org/works/26359285
Body: 
Tags: i can queue you with my brain

Post id: 632099695234351106
Date: 2020-10-16 03:00:44 GMT
Post url: https://calicojackofficial.tumblr.com/post/632099695234351106/break-out-performance-ryanshanesara
Slug: break-out-performance-ryanshanesara
Reblog key: t2tLYzrQ
Reblog url: https://calicojackofficial.tumblr.com/post/631932409586302976/break-out-performance-ryanshanesara
Reblog name: calicojackofficial
Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/628953076663025665/break-out-performance-ryanshanesara" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote>
<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Sara remembers exactly what it feels like to be desperately in love with her best friend and to not realize it until too late. She’s not going to let her boyfriends go through that.<br/></p>
<blockquote>
<p>Sara wouldn’t necessarily say she knows Shane and Ryan better than they know themselves, just because that’s kind of belittling and not really her style. That being said, Sara does have a… unique perspective - on the two of them, specifically, and on the world they are all living in, generally. Sara has known them both for half a dozen years, been dating one of them for five, and the other for soon to be two. She can navigate all of their quirks by habit and she knows all the trivia of their lives without her.</p>
<p>Sara knows that Ryan has been in love with almost every single one of his girlfriends, just as she knows that Shane’s heart is a little more selective. She knows that Ryan had sex for the first time in his junior year of high school with his steady girlfriend and that they stayed together after that until well past graduation. She knows that Shane had sex for the first time as a college freshman in his stinky dorm room with an older woman that he’d met less than a week before and was just friends with after with no regrets. She knows that despite what those experiences might imply, Ryan is vastly more sexually adventurous than Shane - if only because he happens to have a wilder imagination.</p>
<p>Sara knows that Ryan loves roller coasters and Shane really, really doesn’t. She knows that Ryan thinks mint chip ice cream is an abomination, that Shane’s favorite flavor is Neapolitan. She knows how both of them take their coffee, what each of them likes for breakfast on a lazy weekend morning. She knows which side of the bed they each prefer to sleep on, how hot they take their showers, what their hangovers are like. She knows their clothing sizes and all of their important dates to remember (or at least, she has those written down… somewhere). She knows their types - in movies, in shows, in fictional characters, celebrities, women.</p>
<p>Except, no, not women, because Sara knows, actually, Shane’s and Ryan’s types in <i>people</i>.</p>
<p>Neither of them has ever been with another man (or anyone of any other gender), never considered asking any non-woman person out on a date. This is another thing that Sara knows about them both. But then again, Sara herself has only been with another woman once and only for one night and not exactly stone cold sober, and she’ll probably never be with a woman again, because she’s with Shane and Ryan now and that’s really shaping up to be that. But that doesn’t make her straight.</p>
<p>It’s like she said. She has a unique perspective.</p>
</blockquote>
<p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/26404729" target="_blank">Read More →</a>
</b><br/></p>
<p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p>
</blockquote>
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<blockquote>
<p><a href="https://sqoiler.tumblr.com/post/631965772684591104/who-are-your-babys-your-fucking-cinnamon-apples" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">sqoiler</a>:</p>
<blockquote><p>yesterday my fun little poll was <a href="https://forms.gle/pi5gHCEMSLfx2hgVA" target="_blank">star wars</a> well today it’s star TREK babey. another poll just for funzies </p></blockquote>
<h2>ALRIGHT! i got 200 responses so the poll is now <b>closed. </b>thanks to everyone who responded!</h2>
<ul><li>the character with the most votes, coming in at a shocking <b>130 votes</b> is <b>data</b>!</li>
<li>second place, with <b>122 votes</b>, is none other than <b>spock</b>!</li>
<li>third place, with <b>117 votes</b>, is technically <b>the enterprise!</b> but i feel that she doesn’t count, so third place is going to go to<b> uhura</b>, with <b>78 votes</b>!</li>
<li>the people have spoken! the favorite animal is the<b> tribble</b>, with <b>55 votes</b>, very narrowly upsetting <b>spot</b>, who got <b>54 votes</b>. </li>
<li>&amp; the favorite captain of gay people on tumblr everywhere is <b>kirk</b>, who got <b>76 votes</b>! nobody else came very close, but <b>sisko</b> was in second place with <b>49 votes!</b>
</li>
</ul><h2>thanks again to everyone who responded to my poll &amp; i hope you guys had fun!</h2>
</blockquote>
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<blockquote><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>As a prank on Crowley for napping too long, Aziraphale invites American paranormal investigation show Buzzfeed Unsolved: Supernatural into the bookshop.</p></blockquote><p>The proprietor of A. Z. Fell &amp; Co. Book Sellers is unexpectedly intimidating. He’d seemed like a nice old man, a little spacey, over the phone. Ryan had imagined… well, probably someone who looks just like Mr. Fell, but… The man just has a weird presence. He seems somehow powerful, bigger than himself. Standing next to him feels the same way Ryan would guess it feels to stand next to a Nobel Peace Prize winner and know that you can never be as good as them and that they know it too. It’s in the way he carries himself, Ryan supposes. Like absolutely nothing can touch him, or would even dare to try. Ryan certainly wouldn’t, that’s for sure. He wonders, briefly, why Mr. Fell would even feel the need to call them. But he puts it out of his mind, forcibly orienting himself to the job, regardless of how unaccountably nervous he is.</p><p>“Please do sit down,” Mr. Fell says. His voice is just as kind and friendly as it was over the phone, and Ryan does his best to let it relax him. “Would you boys like some tea? Biscuits?”</p><p>“Um, no thank you,” Ryan refuses, thinking for one hysterical second about fairies and how you should never take food from them - not that he believes in fairies, obviously, but most legends are based on some truth somewhere.</p><p>“I’ll take some!” Shane accepts easily. He’s all but lounging, just shy of rudeness, in one of Mr. Fell’s plush little armchairs in the window of the bookshop.</p><p>“Oh!” says Mr. Fell, and he seems absolutely thrilled about it. “Lovely! I’ll just nip to the back and bring some up, shall I? Make yourselves comfortable, won’t be but a moment.”</p><p>“You truly have no soul,” Ryan hisses at Shane as soon as Mr. Fell is out of earshot. Shane gives him a half-startled, half-amused double blink. “You seriously don’t feel that?” Shane blinks again, and then his eyebrows jump and he grins.</p><p>“Don’t tell me you’re gettin’ the vibes off of Mister Vintage Dandy,” he teases. Ryan glares, and Shane huffs a quiet laugh, at least being careful not to alert Mr. Fell that they’re gossiping about him. “C'mon, Ry, he’s like someone’s sweet old grandpa. Betcha five bucks he’s gonna offer us caramel candy next.”</p><p>“Who even says ‘dandy’? It’s twenty-twenty, Shane,” Ryan mutters, but he can’t respond any further than that because he can feel Mr. Fell approaching them again from behind what seems like endless dark shelves. Mr. Fell sets down a plate piled high with cookies and pastries and settles himself with a little wiggle into the third armchair, his thighs pressing out the perfect crease in the legs of his beige pants. Ryan drags his eyes away from Mr. Fell’s lap, wondering uncomfortably why he noticed that. Shane catches his eye with a subtle gesture and when Ryan glances over at him Shane smugly holds up what is undeniably a caramel flavored salt water taffy. Shane unwraps the candy and pops it into his mouth, leaning back in his chair like he’s won something. He hasn’t won shit.</p><p>“So, Mr. Fell,” Ryan starts.</p><p>“Yes, my dear boy?” Mr. Fell says, and Ryan stutters to a halt with red cheeks. He squirms a little, clears his throat.</p><p>“Uh,” he tries again. “So, you requested that we come investigate your bookshop. Would you please restate for the cameras why you did that?”</p><p>“Oh, of course, yes!” Mr. Fell sets down his tea. He sits up straight with his hands flat on his knees. “I believe that my bookshop is infested with a demon.”</p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/628033601023377408/which-of-calico-fictions-ocs-are-you" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote>
<p>I’m jumping on the bandwagon (late, as usual). Here is a uquiz to find out which of my OCs from my “witch noir” urban fantasy horror series you are. There are fifteen questions, and a cute picrew image and short description for each of the seven results.</p>
<p>Don’t forget to tell me who you get!</p>
</blockquote>
<h2><b><i>I EDITED THIS QUIZ AND ADDED ANOTHER RESULT &amp; A FEW MORE QUESTIONS BECAUSE A LOT OF PEOPLE WERE GETTING TIES</i></b></h2></blockquote>
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<blockquote><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Between that fateful war meeting and the Day of Black Sun, Zuko earns the loyalty of his people.</p></blockquote><p>Ping brings the message to Trinh to send out to the county supervisors via her messenger hawks. Trinh’s hawks are the best trained in the city - in the country, if you ask her, and Ping tends to agree. They are the fastest and (more importantly, in Ping's… experienced opinion) the sweetest. There are a lot of small counties in Caldera. Though the city is geographically small, the population of the Nation’s Capital is dense and has to be split up into tiny chunks for efficiency’s sake. Because of that, there are a dozen different county supervisors that the hawks will have to deal with all with their own disposition, so Trinh’s hawks are the best choice.</p><p>That’s what Ping told xemself when xe chose her to pass the next part of the job onto. Xe can’t quite think of any other reason, but Trinh just feels like the right choice. The officer that had told Ping, whom Ping had never had dealings with before, had stressed that the mission required the utmost discretion. Of course, an evacuation doesn’t really seem like spy business… But Ping isn’t the type to pick around at things. Xe’s just trying to live a full life and keep xer owlcats fed.</p><p>Ping finds Trinh in the mews, spending quality time with her birds like she does whenever she can. Trinh had told Ping a long time ago that she only took her first promotion so that she could have a chance at raising the hawks. She talks about them like they’re her babies, and the way her golden eyes light up makes Ping feel warm just like sunshine. The smell and the dimness in the mews is not to Ping’s taste, but Trinh is sitting right on the floor surrounded by fresh dropped feathers and straw totally unbothered with one of the hawks perched on her shoulder and tucked under her chin, dozing.</p><p>“Hey, Ping,” she greets quietly, looking up when Ping knocks lightly at the doorway. “Social call?”</p><p>“Afraid not,” Ping answers. Xe keeps xer voice low for the sake of the hawks, and for the smile Trinh gives xem in reward for xer thoughtfulness. “I was assigned to some major Black Sun prep by Captain Jee, and I’ve come to delegate on his behalf.”</p><blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/24770512/chapters/64081090" target="_blank"><b>Read More ⟶</b></a></p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/24770512/chapters/59893996" target="_blank">Start at the Beginning</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>It’s less momentous, figuring out that he’s into men too, than Shane would have expected if he’d ever thought it could happen to him. It’s no revelation or epiphany. It’s just Ryan.<br/></p></blockquote><p>Shane really thought he was straight. He really, really did. And the thing about thinking you’re straight, right, is that the way things are set up kind of lends itself to you never questioning it. Never questioning anything, in fact. So as a man who thinks he’s straight and has an easygoing long term relationship with one woman, Shane has sex like he’s straight too. He thinks about sex and love like he’s straight. Everything is clear-cut, has few steps and iterations, and it’s all just done the way it’s done, and that’s that. It’s not that he’s prudish or inexperienced, he’s not either. It’s just that he’s never quite had the tip-off to get creative. Tough to find interesting new answers when you don’t even know there are questions.</p><p>All that to say: the kinkiest Shane has ever really gotten is to do it with the lights on, or on the couch, or to let his partner sit on his face if she wants. Maybe a little gentle hair tugging here and there, a few light scratches down his back, the occasional sext. Doggie style, once.</p><p>Sara has a few fresh and funky things that she likes that Shane is perfectly happy to do for her, to her, to let her do to him. She likes to cover him in hickeys all over, and she likes for him to manhandle her and hold her a little too tight, and she likes to take pictures of him right after he’s come. And that stuff was a little bit like a sexy knock over the head at first, but it never really pushed the boundaries of what sex is like in Shane’s head.</p><p>Enter one Ryan Bergara.</p><blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/26359285" target="_blank">Read More ⟶</a></b></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Sara remembers exactly what it feels like to be desperately in love with her best friend and to not realize it until too late. She’s not going to let her boyfriends go through that.<br/></p><blockquote><p>Sara wouldn’t necessarily say she knows Shane and Ryan better than they know themselves, just because that’s kind of belittling and not really her style. That being said, Sara does have a… unique perspective - on the two of them, specifically, and on the world they are all living in, generally. Sara has known them both for half a dozen years, been dating one of them for five, and the other for soon to be two. She can navigate all of their quirks by habit and she knows all the trivia of their lives without her.</p><p>Sara knows that Ryan has been in love with almost every single one of his girlfriends, just as she knows that Shane’s heart is a little more selective. She knows that Ryan had sex for the first time in his junior year of high school with his steady girlfriend and that they stayed together after that until well past graduation. She knows that Shane had sex for the first time as a college freshman in his stinky dorm room with an older woman that he’d met less than a week before and was just friends with after with no regrets. She knows that despite what those experiences might imply, Ryan is vastly more sexually adventurous than Shane - if only because he happens to have a wilder imagination.</p><p>Sara knows that Ryan loves roller coasters and Shane really, really doesn’t. She knows that Ryan thinks mint chip ice cream is an abomination, that Shane’s favorite flavor is Neapolitan. She knows how both of them take their coffee, what each of them likes for breakfast on a lazy weekend morning. She knows which side of the bed they each prefer to sleep on, how hot they take their showers, what their hangovers are like. She knows their clothing sizes and all of their important dates to remember (or at least, she has those written down… somewhere). She knows their types - in movies, in shows, in fictional characters, celebrities, women.</p><p>Except, no, not women, because Sara knows, actually, Shane’s and Ryan’s types in <i>people</i>.</p><p>Neither of them has ever been with another man (or anyone of any other gender), never considered asking any non-woman person out on a date. This is another thing that Sara knows about them both. But then again, Sara herself has only been with another woman once and only for one night and not exactly stone cold sober, and she’ll probably never be with a woman again, because she’s with Shane and Ryan now and that’s really shaping up to be that. But that doesn’t make her straight.</p><p>It’s like she said. She has a unique perspective.</p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/26404729" target="_blank">Read More →</a>
</b><br/></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><blockquote><p>The door to the elevator opens and Shane’s stomach sinks. He’d know the breadth of those shoulders anywhere.</p><p>“Moneypenny!” Ryan crows, as he sweeps towards Shane’s desk. Shane thinks wistfully of the long rice noodles and sweet-spicy sauce he has been dreaming about all week. Mr Daeng’s Tom Yum would also have been such a nice addition to Shane’s fridge for the weekend.</p><p>“Don’t call me that,” Shane says, and regrets it immediately.</p></blockquote><p>OR: Shane’s a bit long-suffering, and Ryan’s a bit insufferable, but that’s just the show, isn’t it?

</p><p>—</p><p>A commission for <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mYnhvIw8bfAxo2uH1Z8Kgig" target="_blank">@crabsandlobsters</a> who longs, as I do, for neatly pressed men to become rumpled. </p><p>Thanks to <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mLliVgZ9BOqdAC3EheloJ-g" target="_blank">@mephsation</a> for the beta, <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mYnhvIw8bfAxo2uH1Z8Kgig" target="_blank">@crabsandlobsters</a> for the brit pick, and to the bridge club for inspiring the Shane-as-Moneypenny idea in the first place. </p><p>For more info on commissioning me to write you a fic, click <b><a href="https://sequencefairy.carrd.co/#" target="_blank">here.</a></b> </p></blockquote>
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<blockquote>
<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Sara remembers exactly what it feels like to be desperately in love with her best friend and to not realize it until too late. She’s not going to let her boyfriends go through that.<br/></p>
<blockquote>
<p>Sara wouldn’t necessarily say she knows Shane and Ryan better than they know themselves, just because that’s kind of belittling and not really her style. That being said, Sara does have a… unique perspective - on the two of them, specifically, and on the world they are all living in, generally. Sara has known them both for half a dozen years, been dating one of them for five, and the other for soon to be two. She can navigate all of their quirks by habit and she knows all the trivia of their lives without her.</p>
<p>Sara knows that Ryan has been in love with almost every single one of his girlfriends, just as she knows that Shane’s heart is a little more selective. She knows that Ryan had sex for the first time in his junior year of high school with his steady girlfriend and that they stayed together after that until well past graduation. She knows that Shane had sex for the first time as a college freshman in his stinky dorm room with an older woman that he’d met less than a week before and was just friends with after with no regrets. She knows that despite what those experiences might imply, Ryan is vastly more sexually adventurous than Shane - if only because he happens to have a wilder imagination.</p>
<p>Sara knows that Ryan loves roller coasters and Shane really, really doesn’t. She knows that Ryan thinks mint chip ice cream is an abomination, that Shane’s favorite flavor is Neapolitan. She knows how both of them take their coffee, what each of them likes for breakfast on a lazy weekend morning. She knows which side of the bed they each prefer to sleep on, how hot they take their showers, what their hangovers are like. She knows their clothing sizes and all of their important dates to remember (or at least, she has those written down… somewhere). She knows their types - in movies, in shows, in fictional characters, celebrities, women.</p>
<p>Except, no, not women, because Sara knows, actually, Shane’s and Ryan’s types in <i>people</i>.</p>
<p>Neither of them has ever been with another man (or anyone of any other gender), never considered asking any non-woman person out on a date. This is another thing that Sara knows about them both. But then again, Sara herself has only been with another woman once and only for one night and not exactly stone cold sober, and she’ll probably never be with a woman again, because she’s with Shane and Ryan now and that’s really shaping up to be that. But that doesn’t make her straight.</p>
<p>It’s like she said. She has a unique perspective.</p>
</blockquote>
<p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/26404729" target="_blank">Read More →</a>
</b><br/></p>
<p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Sara remembers exactly what it feels like to be desperately in love with her best friend and to not realize it until too late. She’s not going to let her boyfriends go through that.<br/></p>
<blockquote>
<p>Sara wouldn’t necessarily say she knows Shane and Ryan better than they know themselves, just because that’s kind of belittling and not really her style. That being said, Sara does have a… unique perspective - on the two of them, specifically, and on the world they are all living in, generally. Sara has known them both for half a dozen years, been dating one of them for five, and the other for soon to be two. She can navigate all of their quirks by habit and she knows all the trivia of their lives without her.</p>
<p>Sara knows that Ryan has been in love with almost every single one of his girlfriends, just as she knows that Shane’s heart is a little more selective. She knows that Ryan had sex for the first time in his junior year of high school with his steady girlfriend and that they stayed together after that until well past graduation. She knows that Shane had sex for the first time as a college freshman in his stinky dorm room with an older woman that he’d met less than a week before and was just friends with after with no regrets. She knows that despite what those experiences might imply, Ryan is vastly more sexually adventurous than Shane - if only because he happens to have a wilder imagination.</p>
<p>Sara knows that Ryan loves roller coasters and Shane really, really doesn’t. She knows that Ryan thinks mint chip ice cream is an abomination, that Shane’s favorite flavor is Neapolitan. She knows how both of them take their coffee, what each of them likes for breakfast on a lazy weekend morning. She knows which side of the bed they each prefer to sleep on, how hot they take their showers, what their hangovers are like. She knows their clothing sizes and all of their important dates to remember (or at least, she has those written down… somewhere). She knows their types - in movies, in shows, in fictional characters, celebrities, women.</p>
<p>Except, no, not women, because Sara knows, actually, Shane’s and Ryan’s types in <i>people</i>.</p>
<p>Neither of them has ever been with another man (or anyone of any other gender), never considered asking any non-woman person out on a date. This is another thing that Sara knows about them both. But then again, Sara herself has only been with another woman once and only for one night and not exactly stone cold sober, and she’ll probably never be with a woman again, because she’s with Shane and Ryan now and that’s really shaping up to be that. But that doesn’t make her straight.</p>
<p>It’s like she said. She has a unique perspective.</p>
</blockquote>
<p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/26404729" target="_blank">Read More →</a>
</b><br/></p>
<p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>It’s less momentous, figuring out that he’s into men too, than Shane would have expected if he’d ever thought it could happen to him. It’s no revelation or epiphany. It’s just Ryan.<br/></p></blockquote>
<p>Shane really thought he was straight. He really, really did. And the thing about thinking you’re straight, right, is that the way things are set up kind of lends itself to you never questioning it. Never questioning anything, in fact. So as a man who thinks he’s straight and has an easygoing long term relationship with one woman, Shane has sex like he’s straight too. He thinks about sex and love like he’s straight. Everything is clear-cut, has few steps and iterations, and it’s all just done the way it’s done, and that’s that. It’s not that he’s prudish or inexperienced, he’s not either. It’s just that he’s never quite had the tip-off to get creative. Tough to find interesting new answers when you don’t even know there are questions.</p>
<p>All that to say: the kinkiest Shane has ever really gotten is to do it with the lights on, or on the couch, or to let his partner sit on his face if she wants. Maybe a little gentle hair tugging here and there, a few light scratches down his back, the occasional sext. Doggie style, once.</p>
<p>Sara has a few fresh and funky things that she likes that Shane is perfectly happy to do for her, to her, to let her do to him. She likes to cover him in hickeys all over, and she likes for him to manhandle her and hold her a little too tight, and she likes to take pictures of him right after he’s come. And that stuff was a little bit like a sexy knock over the head at first, but it never really pushed the boundaries of what sex is like in Shane’s head.</p>
<p>Enter one Ryan Bergara.</p>
<blockquote>
<p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/26359285" target="_blank">Read More ⟶</a></b></p>
<p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy me a Coffee</a></p>
</blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Between that fateful war meeting and the Day of Black Sun, Zuko earns the loyalty of his people.</p></blockquote>
<p>Ping brings the message to Trinh to send out to the county supervisors via her messenger hawks. Trinh’s hawks are the best trained in the city - in the country, if you ask her, and Ping tends to agree. They are the fastest and (more importantly, in Ping's… experienced opinion) the sweetest. There are a lot of small counties in Caldera. Though the city is geographically small, the population of the Nation’s Capital is dense and has to be split up into tiny chunks for efficiency’s sake. Because of that, there are a dozen different county supervisors that the hawks will have to deal with all with their own disposition, so Trinh’s hawks are the best choice.</p>
<p>That’s what Ping told xemself when xe chose her to pass the next part of the job onto. Xe can’t quite think of any other reason, but Trinh just feels like the right choice. The officer that had told Ping, whom Ping had never had dealings with before, had stressed that the mission required the utmost discretion. Of course, an evacuation doesn’t really seem like spy business… But Ping isn’t the type to pick around at things. Xe’s just trying to live a full life and keep xer owlcats fed.</p>
<p>Ping finds Trinh in the mews, spending quality time with her birds like she does whenever she can. Trinh had told Ping a long time ago that she only took her first promotion so that she could have a chance at raising the hawks. She talks about them like they’re her babies, and the way her golden eyes light up makes Ping feel warm just like sunshine. The smell and the dimness in the mews is not to Ping’s taste, but Trinh is sitting right on the floor surrounded by fresh dropped feathers and straw totally unbothered with one of the hawks perched on her shoulder and tucked under her chin, dozing.</p>
<p>“Hey, Ping,” she greets quietly, looking up when Ping knocks lightly at the doorway. “Social call?”</p>
<p>“Afraid not,” Ping answers. Xe keeps xer voice low for the sake of the hawks, and for the smile Trinh gives xem in reward for xer thoughtfulness. “I was assigned to some major Black Sun prep by Captain Jee, and I’ve come to delegate on his behalf.”</p>
<blockquote>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/24770512/chapters/64081090" target="_blank"><b>Read More ⟶</b></a></p>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/24770512/chapters/59893996" target="_blank">Start at the Beginning</a></p>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Of course you can be happy without being with your soulmate, and Ryan doesn’t judge different kinds of relationships, he just thinks that your soulmate is like the pinnacle of what you can achieve, romantically.</p><p>“You sound like a Nicholas Sparks movie,” Shane tells him, because Shane doesn’t believe in soulmates.</p><p><small>inspired by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mtG__5dw9g8mH0ybLGI6UfA" target="_blank">@kaya4114</a>‘s <a href="https://kaya4114.tumblr.com/post/185371136445/soulmate-au" target="_blank">text post</a></small></p><blockquote><p>Obviously it doesn’t last.</p><p>Sure, for weeks Ryan is there when Sara and Shane try out new face masks or when they go to the botanical gardens or when the art museum has a visiting exhibit on ancient Chinese erotic poetry or when they play hooky to go to Disneyland. For weeks Ryan makes them watch movie musicals and brings them to a dozen vastly different food trucks they’ve never been to before and takes what feels like hundreds of pictures of them on his phone.</p><p>And then, after those weeks, Ryan has a little business trip. It’s one of the increasingly rare businessy things that Shane isn’t involved in. There’s a loose NDA and everything. Ryan heads out of town on Thursday, grumbling and griping without heat about his imminent work weekend. Everything seems normal.</p><p>At five in the morning Saturday, Ryan calls Shane. Shane is pulled out of sleep by the buzz of his phone on the bedside table. He glares blearily at it but grabs it to check the caller, and when he sees that it’s Ryan he answers. He answers with a short grunt and nothing else, but it is five in the morning on a Saturday after all so Shane doesn’t care if Ryan was expecting more decorum.</p><p>“Uh,” says Ryan over the line. His voice swings up in pitch sharply. “Nevermind.” And then he hangs up. Shane is a little pissed off about being woken up for apparently no reason, but the call was short enough that it’s a simple matter for him to go right back to sleep. He wakes up thinking it was a weirdly mundane dream until he sees the call log on his phone. But it doesn’t really seem that significant. Ryan does weird stuff all the time. Shane has all but forgotten about it by the time lunch rolls around that day.</p><p>So when Shane picks Ryan up from the airport late Sunday night and Ryan clumsily lets Shane know he wants to go to his own house without saying those words, Shane doesn’t think to connect it to that weird seconds-long phone call. He just figures Ryan is tired, maybe homesick for his own space. No big deal, and he needn’t have been worried about- about hurting Shane’s and Sara’s feelings or whatever it is that made him too nervous to just say ‘hey, take me to my place, please’. Shane takes Ryan to Ryan’s place, and he doesn’t worry about it.</p><p>That is until Monday and Tuesday and Wednesday and Thursday and Friday all pass without Ryan coming over to theirs. Shane feels Ryan watching him at work all week, staring for long minutes at the side of his face across the short distance between them, but every time he looks over Ryan makes like he’s completely absorbed in his work.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>As a prank on Crowley for napping too long, Aziraphale invites American paranormal investigation show Buzzfeed Unsolved: Supernatural into the bookshop.</p></blockquote><p>The proprietor of A. Z. Fell &amp; Co. Book Sellers is unexpectedly intimidating. He’d seemed like a nice old man, a little spacey, over the phone. Ryan had imagined… well, probably someone who looks just like Mr. Fell, but… The man just has a weird presence. He seems somehow powerful, bigger than himself. Standing next to him feels the same way Ryan would guess it feels to stand next to a Nobel Peace Prize winner and know that you can never be as good as them and that they know it too. It’s in the way he carries himself, Ryan supposes. Like absolutely nothing can touch him, or would even dare to try. Ryan certainly wouldn’t, that’s for sure. He wonders, briefly, why Mr. Fell would even feel the need to call them. But he puts it out of his mind, forcibly orienting himself to the job, regardless of how unaccountably nervous he is.</p><p>“Please do sit down,” Mr. Fell says. His voice is just as kind and friendly as it was over the phone, and Ryan does his best to let it relax him. “Would you boys like some tea? Biscuits?”</p><p>“Um, no thank you,” Ryan refuses, thinking for one hysterical second about fairies and how you should never take food from them - not that he believes in fairies, obviously, but most legends are based on some truth somewhere.</p><p>“I’ll take some!” Shane accepts easily. He’s all but lounging, just shy of rudeness, in one of Mr. Fell’s plush little armchairs in the window of the bookshop.</p><p>“Oh!” says Mr. Fell, and he seems absolutely thrilled about it. “Lovely! I’ll just nip to the back and bring some up, shall I? Make yourselves comfortable, won’t be but a moment.”</p><p>“You truly have no soul,” Ryan hisses at Shane as soon as Mr. Fell is out of earshot. Shane gives him a half-startled, half-amused double blink. “You seriously don’t feel that?” Shane blinks again, and then his eyebrows jump and he grins.</p><p>“Don’t tell me you’re gettin’ the vibes off of Mister Vintage Dandy,” he teases. Ryan glares, and Shane huffs a quiet laugh, at least being careful not to alert Mr. Fell that they’re gossiping about him. “C'mon, Ry, he’s like someone’s sweet old grandpa. Betcha five bucks he’s gonna offer us caramel candy next.”</p><p>“Who even says ‘dandy’? It’s twenty-twenty, Shane,” Ryan mutters, but he can’t respond any further than that because he can feel Mr. Fell approaching them again from behind what seems like endless dark shelves. Mr. Fell sets down a plate piled high with cookies and pastries and settles himself with a little wiggle into the third armchair, his thighs pressing out the perfect crease in the legs of his beige pants. Ryan drags his eyes away from Mr. Fell’s lap, wondering uncomfortably why he noticed that. Shane catches his eye with a subtle gesture and when Ryan glances over at him Shane smugly holds up what is undeniably a caramel flavored salt water taffy. Shane unwraps the candy and pops it into his mouth, leaning back in his chair like he’s won something. He hasn’t won shit.</p><p>“So, Mr. Fell,” Ryan starts.</p><p>“Yes, my dear boy?” Mr. Fell says, and Ryan stutters to a halt with red cheeks. He squirms a little, clears his throat.</p><p>“Uh,” he tries again. “So, you requested that we come investigate your bookshop. Would you please restate for the cameras why you did that?”</p><p>“Oh, of course, yes!” Mr. Fell sets down his tea. He sits up straight with his hands flat on his knees. “I believe that my bookshop is infested with a demon.”</p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>The full moon makes Katara feel strong. She keeps watch. The full moon makes Zuko feel weak. He has a nightmare.</p><blockquote><p>The full moon comes and Katara can’t sleep. Even sequestered away from the moonlight inside the Western Air Temple, the energy of it flows under her skin like white rapids. She’d be surprised that Aang can obviously sleep just fine, his soft snores sending up tiny whirlwinds, but no doubt he’s tired from firebending training with Zuko. Zuko, who no longer slinks away to his room alone at night ever since he and Sokka came back from their little field trip and Sokka wouldn’t stop fawning all over him until they both dropped where they sat. It seems like Katara is the only one left he hasn’t gotten to yet. It’s not that Katara isn’t grateful to have her father back. Of course she is. But one good deed can’t measure up to a lifetime of evil.</p><p>Dad is sleeping around the embers with them again tonight, along with Suki snuggled up to Sokka’s side, while the Fire Nation prisoner they had broken out had chosen a room for himself instead. Under the power of the moon Katara can feel the warmth of their blood; its quiet, contained flow through their bodies allows her to be aware of their presence more viscerally than she could have in the day, or on any other night.</p><p>She can feel the blood in Zuko’s body too, a little warmer than everyone else’s.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>During a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is… something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.<br/></p><blockquote><p>Ryan backs right out of the building without a word to anyone. He calls in sick from the parking lot. He’s breathless and shaky, cold sweat on the back of his neck, so he doesn’t even have to fake it. He sits there, breathing in and out through pursed lips with his eyes closed, for almost fifteen minutes before he feels like he can safely drive home.</p><p>Traffic makes Ryan feel normal for just long enough to make it through. But the second he gets home he’s confronted with the windchimes he put up practically as a joke. That they might actually do something to Shane seems so much realer now, and less funny. Ryan reaches out and sets them to chiming in a daze. The gentle metallic tinkles seem to echo around inside his brain hauntingly, and he wonders as if from a distance if it would feel similar to Shane.</p><p>Ryan spends the rest of his day and his weekend in the same weird out-of-body space. Every now and then the image of Shane - changing from a breathtaking and delicate beauty into a terrible frozen monster in the blink of an eye - will float, blurred around the edges and half formless, like it’s ready and willing to be forgotten at any moment, in Ryan’s mind’s eye. The windchimes keep up their quiet music from the windows, but they only make Ryan feel even more confused and detached.</p><p>He debates calling in sick again on Monday, but ultimately decides against it. Ryan has been many things in his life but a coward isn’t one of them - and neither is a quitter or a bad friend. Shane might be something out of Ryan’s worst nightmares, but they have a connection and Ryan can’t imagine just cutting and running even if Shane is dangerous and has to be… dealt with, somehow (Ryan subconsciously begs, in the back of his mind where he still believes in the benevolent God he was raised with, for that not to be the case).</p><p>It seems to get colder and colder in the office the closer Ryan gets to their floor, to Shane, but maybe that’s all in his head.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p>I’m jumping on the bandwagon (late, as usual). Here is a uquiz to find out which of my OCs from my “witch noir” urban fantasy horror series you are. There are fifteen questions, and a cute picrew image and short description for each of the seven results.</p><p>Don’t forget to tell me who you get!</p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Between that fateful war meeting and the Day of Black Sun, Zuko earns the loyalty of his people.</p></blockquote><p>Ping brings the message to Trinh to send out to the county supervisors via her messenger hawks. Trinh’s hawks are the best trained in the city - in the country, if you ask her, and Ping tends to agree. They are the fastest and (more importantly, in Ping's… experienced opinion) the sweetest. There are a lot of small counties in Caldera. Though the city is geographically small, the population of the Nation’s Capital is dense and has to be split up into tiny chunks for efficiency’s sake. Because of that, there are a dozen different county supervisors that the hawks will have to deal with all with their own disposition, so Trinh’s hawks are the best choice.</p><p>That’s what Ping told xemself when xe chose her to pass the next part of the job onto. Xe can’t quite think of any other reason, but Trinh just feels like the right choice. The officer that had told Ping, whom Ping had never had dealings with before, had stressed that the mission required the utmost discretion. Of course, an evacuation doesn’t really seem like spy business… But Ping isn’t the type to pick around at things. Xe’s just trying to live a full life and keep xer owlcats fed.</p><p>Ping finds Trinh in the mews, spending quality time with her birds like she does whenever she can. Trinh had told Ping a long time ago that she only took her first promotion so that she could have a chance at raising the hawks. She talks about them like they’re her babies, and the way her golden eyes light up makes Ping feel warm just like sunshine. The smell and the dimness in the mews is not to Ping’s taste, but Trinh is sitting right on the floor surrounded by fresh dropped feathers and straw totally unbothered with one of the hawks perched on her shoulder and tucked under her chin, dozing.</p><p>“Hey, Ping,” she greets quietly, looking up when Ping knocks lightly at the doorway. “Social call?”</p><p>“Afraid not,” Ping answers. Xe keeps xer voice low for the sake of the hawks, and for the smile Trinh gives xem in reward for xer thoughtfulness. “I was assigned to some major Black Sun prep by Captain Jee, and I’ve come to delegate on his behalf.”</p><blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/24770512/chapters/64081090" target="_blank"><b>Read More ⟶</b></a></p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/24770512/chapters/59893996" target="_blank">Start at the Beginning</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>It’s less momentous, figuring out that he’s into men too, than Shane would have expected if he’d ever thought it could happen to him. It’s no revelation or epiphany. It’s just Ryan.<br/></p></blockquote><p>Shane really thought he was straight. He really, really did. And the thing about thinking you’re straight, right, is that the way things are set up kind of lends itself to you never questioning it. Never questioning anything, in fact. So as a man who thinks he’s straight and has an easygoing long term relationship with one woman, Shane has sex like he’s straight too. He thinks about sex and love like he’s straight. Everything is clear-cut, has few steps and iterations, and it’s all just done the way it’s done, and that’s that. It’s not that he’s prudish or inexperienced, he’s not either. It’s just that he’s never quite had the tip-off to get creative. Tough to find interesting new answers when you don’t even know there are questions.</p><p>All that to say: the kinkiest Shane has ever really gotten is to do it with the lights on, or on the couch, or to let his partner sit on his face if she wants. Maybe a little gentle hair tugging here and there, a few light scratches down his back, the occasional sext. Doggie style, once.</p><p>Sara has a few fresh and funky things that she likes that Shane is perfectly happy to do for her, to her, to let her do to him. She likes to cover him in hickeys all over, and she likes for him to manhandle her and hold her a little too tight, and she likes to take pictures of him right after he’s come. And that stuff was a little bit like a sexy knock over the head at first, but it never really pushed the boundaries of what sex is like in Shane’s head.</p><p>Enter one Ryan Bergara.</p><blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/26359285" target="_blank">Read More ⟶</a></b></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Sara remembers exactly what it feels like to be desperately in love with her best friend and to not realize it until too late. She’s not going to let her boyfriends go through that.<br/></p><blockquote><p>Sara wouldn’t necessarily say she knows Shane and Ryan better than they know themselves, just because that’s kind of belittling and not really her style. That being said, Sara does have a… unique perspective - on the two of them, specifically, and on the world they are all living in, generally. Sara has known them both for half a dozen years, been dating one of them for five, and the other for soon to be two. She can navigate all of their quirks by habit and she knows all the trivia of their lives without her.</p><p>Sara knows that Ryan has been in love with almost every single one of his girlfriends, just as she knows that Shane’s heart is a little more selective. She knows that Ryan had sex for the first time in his junior year of high school with his steady girlfriend and that they stayed together after that until well past graduation. She knows that Shane had sex for the first time as a college freshman in his stinky dorm room with an older woman that he’d met less than a week before and was just friends with after with no regrets. She knows that despite what those experiences might imply, Ryan is vastly more sexually adventurous than Shane - if only because he happens to have a wilder imagination.</p><p>Sara knows that Ryan loves roller coasters and Shane really, really doesn’t. She knows that Ryan thinks mint chip ice cream is an abomination, that Shane’s favorite flavor is Neapolitan. She knows how both of them take their coffee, what each of them likes for breakfast on a lazy weekend morning. She knows which side of the bed they each prefer to sleep on, how hot they take their showers, what their hangovers are like. She knows their clothing sizes and all of their important dates to remember (or at least, she has those written down… somewhere). She knows their types - in movies, in shows, in fictional characters, celebrities, women.</p><p>Except, no, not women, because Sara knows, actually, Shane’s and Ryan’s types in <i>people</i>.</p><p>Neither of them has ever been with another man (or anyone of any other gender), never considered asking any non-woman person out on a date. This is another thing that Sara knows about them both. But then again, Sara herself has only been with another woman once and only for one night and not exactly stone cold sober, and she’ll probably never be with a woman again, because she’s with Shane and Ryan now and that’s really shaping up to be that. But that doesn’t make her straight.</p><p>It’s like she said. She has a unique perspective.</p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/26404729" target="_blank">Read More →</a>
</b><br/></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<p><b>

Aldis Hodge is in talks to play the role of Hawkman in “Black Adam,”</b> DC and New Line’s highly anticipated superhero movie, according to an individual with knowledge of the project.

<br/></p>
<p>Hawkman is the name of several DC Comics heroes, but the best known versions are the original incarnation created by Gardner Fox and Dennis Neville in 1940, and a rebooted version created by Timothy Truman in 1961. The 1940 character was the alter-ego of archaeologist Carter Hall, who discovers he’s the reincarnation of an ancient Egyptian prince cursed and murdered by an evil priest. The 1961 version reimagined him as Katar Hol, an alien from the planet Thanagar whose costume is the uniform worn by his world’s police force, the “Wingmen.” An individual with knowledge of the project tells TheWrap <b>“Black Adam” will feature Carter Hall</b>, though specifics about the character are not known.</p>
<p>

Hodge joins a cast which includes Noah Centineo who will play Atom Smasher, a character who can control his molecular structure with the ability to manipulate his size, strength and durability.

<br/></p>
</blockquote>
'Black Adam': Aldis Hodge in Talks to Play Hawkman in Superhero Movie
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Sara remembers exactly what it feels like to be desperately in love with her best friend and to not realize it until too late. She’s not going to let her boyfriends go through that.<br/></p><blockquote><p>Sara wouldn’t necessarily say she knows Shane and Ryan better than they know themselves, just because that’s kind of belittling and not really her style. That being said, Sara does have a… unique perspective - on the two of them, specifically, and on the world they are all living in, generally. Sara has known them both for half a dozen years, been dating one of them for five, and the other for soon to be two. She can navigate all of their quirks by habit and she knows all the trivia of their lives without her.</p><p>Sara knows that Ryan has been in love with almost every single one of his girlfriends, just as she knows that Shane’s heart is a little more selective. She knows that Ryan had sex for the first time in his junior year of high school with his steady girlfriend and that they stayed together after that until well past graduation. She knows that Shane had sex for the first time as a college freshman in his stinky dorm room with an older woman that he’d met less than a week before and was just friends with after with no regrets. She knows that despite what those experiences might imply, Ryan is vastly more sexually adventurous than Shane - if only because he happens to have a wilder imagination.</p><p>Sara knows that Ryan loves roller coasters and Shane really, really doesn’t. She knows that Ryan thinks mint chip ice cream is an abomination, that Shane’s favorite flavor is Neapolitan. She knows how both of them take their coffee, what each of them likes for breakfast on a lazy weekend morning. She knows which side of the bed they each prefer to sleep on, how hot they take their showers, what their hangovers are like. She knows their clothing sizes and all of their important dates to remember (or at least, she has those written down… somewhere). She knows their types - in movies, in shows, in fictional characters, celebrities, women.</p><p>Except, no, not women, because Sara knows, actually, Shane’s and Ryan’s types in <i>people</i>.</p><p>Neither of them has ever been with another man (or anyone of any other gender), never considered asking any non-woman person out on a date. This is another thing that Sara knows about them both. But then again, Sara herself has only been with another woman once and only for one night and not exactly stone cold sober, and she’ll probably never be with a woman again, because she’s with Shane and Ryan now and that’s really shaping up to be that. But that doesn’t make her straight.</p><p>It’s like she said. She has a unique perspective.</p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/26404729" target="_blank">Read More →</a>
</b><br/></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>It’s less momentous, figuring out that he’s into men too, than Shane would have expected if he’d ever thought it could happen to him. It’s no revelation or epiphany. It’s just Ryan.<br/></p></blockquote><p>Shane really thought he was straight. He really, really did. And the thing about thinking you’re straight, right, is that the way things are set up kind of lends itself to you never questioning it. Never questioning anything, in fact. So as a man who thinks he’s straight and has an easygoing long term relationship with one woman, Shane has sex like he’s straight too. He thinks about sex and love like he’s straight. Everything is clear-cut, has few steps and iterations, and it’s all just done the way it’s done, and that’s that. It’s not that he’s prudish or inexperienced, he’s not either. It’s just that he’s never quite had the tip-off to get creative. Tough to find interesting new answers when you don’t even know there are questions.</p><p>All that to say: the kinkiest Shane has ever really gotten is to do it with the lights on, or on the couch, or to let his partner sit on his face if she wants. Maybe a little gentle hair tugging here and there, a few light scratches down his back, the occasional sext. Doggie style, once.</p><p>Sara has a few fresh and funky things that she likes that Shane is perfectly happy to do for her, to her, to let her do to him. She likes to cover him in hickeys all over, and she likes for him to manhandle her and hold her a little too tight, and she likes to take pictures of him right after he’s come. And that stuff was a little bit like a sexy knock over the head at first, but it never really pushed the boundaries of what sex is like in Shane’s head.</p><p>Enter one Ryan Bergara.</p><blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/26359285" target="_blank">Read More ⟶</a></b></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Between that fateful war meeting and the Day of Black Sun, Zuko earns the loyalty of his people.</p></blockquote><p>Ping brings the message to Trinh to send out to the county supervisors via her messenger hawks. Trinh’s hawks are the best trained in the city - in the country, if you ask her, and Ping tends to agree. They are the fastest and (more importantly, in Ping's… experienced opinion) the sweetest. There are a lot of small counties in Caldera. Though the city is geographically small, the population of the Nation’s Capital is dense and has to be split up into tiny chunks for efficiency’s sake. Because of that, there are a dozen different county supervisors that the hawks will have to deal with all with their own disposition, so Trinh’s hawks are the best choice.</p><p>That’s what Ping told xemself when xe chose her to pass the next part of the job onto. Xe can’t quite think of any other reason, but Trinh just feels like the right choice. The officer that had told Ping, whom Ping had never had dealings with before, had stressed that the mission required the utmost discretion. Of course, an evacuation doesn’t really seem like spy business… But Ping isn’t the type to pick around at things. Xe’s just trying to live a full life and keep xer owlcats fed.</p><p>Ping finds Trinh in the mews, spending quality time with her birds like she does whenever she can. Trinh had told Ping a long time ago that she only took her first promotion so that she could have a chance at raising the hawks. She talks about them like they’re her babies, and the way her golden eyes light up makes Ping feel warm just like sunshine. The smell and the dimness in the mews is not to Ping’s taste, but Trinh is sitting right on the floor surrounded by fresh dropped feathers and straw totally unbothered with one of the hawks perched on her shoulder and tucked under her chin, dozing.</p><p>“Hey, Ping,” she greets quietly, looking up when Ping knocks lightly at the doorway. “Social call?”</p><p>“Afraid not,” Ping answers. Xe keeps xer voice low for the sake of the hawks, and for the smile Trinh gives xem in reward for xer thoughtfulness. “I was assigned to some major Black Sun prep by Captain Jee, and I’ve come to delegate on his behalf.”</p><blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/24770512/chapters/64081090" target="_blank"><b>Read More ⟶</b></a></p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/24770512/chapters/59893996" target="_blank">Start at the Beginning</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>During a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is… something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.<br/></p><blockquote><p>Ryan backs right out of the building without a word to anyone. He calls in sick from the parking lot. He’s breathless and shaky, cold sweat on the back of his neck, so he doesn’t even have to fake it. He sits there, breathing in and out through pursed lips with his eyes closed, for almost fifteen minutes before he feels like he can safely drive home.</p><p>Traffic makes Ryan feel normal for just long enough to make it through. But the second he gets home he’s confronted with the windchimes he put up practically as a joke. That they might actually do something to Shane seems so much realer now, and less funny. Ryan reaches out and sets them to chiming in a daze. The gentle metallic tinkles seem to echo around inside his brain hauntingly, and he wonders as if from a distance if it would feel similar to Shane.</p><p>Ryan spends the rest of his day and his weekend in the same weird out-of-body space. Every now and then the image of Shane - changing from a breathtaking and delicate beauty into a terrible frozen monster in the blink of an eye - will float, blurred around the edges and half formless, like it’s ready and willing to be forgotten at any moment, in Ryan’s mind’s eye. The windchimes keep up their quiet music from the windows, but they only make Ryan feel even more confused and detached.</p><p>He debates calling in sick again on Monday, but ultimately decides against it. Ryan has been many things in his life but a coward isn’t one of them - and neither is a quitter or a bad friend. Shane might be something out of Ryan’s worst nightmares, but they have a connection and Ryan can’t imagine just cutting and running even if Shane is dangerous and has to be… dealt with, somehow (Ryan subconsciously begs, in the back of his mind where he still believes in the benevolent God he was raised with, for that not to be the case).</p><p>It seems to get colder and colder in the office the closer Ryan gets to their floor, to Shane, but maybe that’s all in his head.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>The full moon makes Katara feel strong. She keeps watch. The full moon makes Zuko feel weak. He has a nightmare.</p><blockquote><p>The full moon comes and Katara can’t sleep. Even sequestered away from the moonlight inside the Western Air Temple, the energy of it flows under her skin like white rapids. She’d be surprised that Aang can obviously sleep just fine, his soft snores sending up tiny whirlwinds, but no doubt he’s tired from firebending training with Zuko. Zuko, who no longer slinks away to his room alone at night ever since he and Sokka came back from their little field trip and Sokka wouldn’t stop fawning all over him until they both dropped where they sat. It seems like Katara is the only one left he hasn’t gotten to yet. It’s not that Katara isn’t grateful to have her father back. Of course she is. But one good deed can’t measure up to a lifetime of evil.</p><p>Dad is sleeping around the embers with them again tonight, along with Suki snuggled up to Sokka’s side, while the Fire Nation prisoner they had broken out had chosen a room for himself instead. Under the power of the moon Katara can feel the warmth of their blood; its quiet, contained flow through their bodies allows her to be aware of their presence more viscerally than she could have in the day, or on any other night.</p><p>She can feel the blood in Zuko’s body too, a little warmer than everyone else’s.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>As a prank on Crowley for napping too long, Aziraphale invites American paranormal investigation show Buzzfeed Unsolved: Supernatural into the bookshop.</p></blockquote><p>The proprietor of A. Z. Fell &amp; Co. Book Sellers is unexpectedly intimidating. He’d seemed like a nice old man, a little spacey, over the phone. Ryan had imagined… well, probably someone who looks just like Mr. Fell, but… The man just has a weird presence. He seems somehow powerful, bigger than himself. Standing next to him feels the same way Ryan would guess it feels to stand next to a Nobel Peace Prize winner and know that you can never be as good as them and that they know it too. It’s in the way he carries himself, Ryan supposes. Like absolutely nothing can touch him, or would even dare to try. Ryan certainly wouldn’t, that’s for sure. He wonders, briefly, why Mr. Fell would even feel the need to call them. But he puts it out of his mind, forcibly orienting himself to the job, regardless of how unaccountably nervous he is.</p><p>“Please do sit down,” Mr. Fell says. His voice is just as kind and friendly as it was over the phone, and Ryan does his best to let it relax him. “Would you boys like some tea? Biscuits?”</p><p>“Um, no thank you,” Ryan refuses, thinking for one hysterical second about fairies and how you should never take food from them - not that he believes in fairies, obviously, but most legends are based on some truth somewhere.</p><p>“I’ll take some!” Shane accepts easily. He’s all but lounging, just shy of rudeness, in one of Mr. Fell’s plush little armchairs in the window of the bookshop.</p><p>“Oh!” says Mr. Fell, and he seems absolutely thrilled about it. “Lovely! I’ll just nip to the back and bring some up, shall I? Make yourselves comfortable, won’t be but a moment.”</p><p>“You truly have no soul,” Ryan hisses at Shane as soon as Mr. Fell is out of earshot. Shane gives him a half-startled, half-amused double blink. “You seriously don’t feel that?” Shane blinks again, and then his eyebrows jump and he grins.</p><p>“Don’t tell me you’re gettin’ the vibes off of Mister Vintage Dandy,” he teases. Ryan glares, and Shane huffs a quiet laugh, at least being careful not to alert Mr. Fell that they’re gossiping about him. “C'mon, Ry, he’s like someone’s sweet old grandpa. Betcha five bucks he’s gonna offer us caramel candy next.”</p><p>“Who even says ‘dandy’? It’s twenty-twenty, Shane,” Ryan mutters, but he can’t respond any further than that because he can feel Mr. Fell approaching them again from behind what seems like endless dark shelves. Mr. Fell sets down a plate piled high with cookies and pastries and settles himself with a little wiggle into the third armchair, his thighs pressing out the perfect crease in the legs of his beige pants. Ryan drags his eyes away from Mr. Fell’s lap, wondering uncomfortably why he noticed that. Shane catches his eye with a subtle gesture and when Ryan glances over at him Shane smugly holds up what is undeniably a caramel flavored salt water taffy. Shane unwraps the candy and pops it into his mouth, leaning back in his chair like he’s won something. He hasn’t won shit.</p><p>“So, Mr. Fell,” Ryan starts.</p><p>“Yes, my dear boy?” Mr. Fell says, and Ryan stutters to a halt with red cheeks. He squirms a little, clears his throat.</p><p>“Uh,” he tries again. “So, you requested that we come investigate your bookshop. Would you please restate for the cameras why you did that?”</p><p>“Oh, of course, yes!” Mr. Fell sets down his tea. He sits up straight with his hands flat on his knees. “I believe that my bookshop is infested with a demon.”</p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Of course you can be happy without being with your soulmate, and Ryan doesn’t judge different kinds of relationships, he just thinks that your soulmate is like the pinnacle of what you can achieve, romantically.</p><p>“You sound like a Nicholas Sparks movie,” Shane tells him, because Shane doesn’t believe in soulmates.</p><p><small>inspired by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mtG__5dw9g8mH0ybLGI6UfA" target="_blank">@kaya4114</a>‘s <a href="https://kaya4114.tumblr.com/post/185371136445/soulmate-au" target="_blank">text post</a></small></p><blockquote><p>Obviously it doesn’t last.</p><p>Sure, for weeks Ryan is there when Sara and Shane try out new face masks or when they go to the botanical gardens or when the art museum has a visiting exhibit on ancient Chinese erotic poetry or when they play hooky to go to Disneyland. For weeks Ryan makes them watch movie musicals and brings them to a dozen vastly different food trucks they’ve never been to before and takes what feels like hundreds of pictures of them on his phone.</p><p>And then, after those weeks, Ryan has a little business trip. It’s one of the increasingly rare businessy things that Shane isn’t involved in. There’s a loose NDA and everything. Ryan heads out of town on Thursday, grumbling and griping without heat about his imminent work weekend. Everything seems normal.</p><p>At five in the morning Saturday, Ryan calls Shane. Shane is pulled out of sleep by the buzz of his phone on the bedside table. He glares blearily at it but grabs it to check the caller, and when he sees that it’s Ryan he answers. He answers with a short grunt and nothing else, but it is five in the morning on a Saturday after all so Shane doesn’t care if Ryan was expecting more decorum.</p><p>“Uh,” says Ryan over the line. His voice swings up in pitch sharply. “Nevermind.” And then he hangs up. Shane is a little pissed off about being woken up for apparently no reason, but the call was short enough that it’s a simple matter for him to go right back to sleep. He wakes up thinking it was a weirdly mundane dream until he sees the call log on his phone. But it doesn’t really seem that significant. Ryan does weird stuff all the time. Shane has all but forgotten about it by the time lunch rolls around that day.</p><p>So when Shane picks Ryan up from the airport late Sunday night and Ryan clumsily lets Shane know he wants to go to his own house without saying those words, Shane doesn’t think to connect it to that weird seconds-long phone call. He just figures Ryan is tired, maybe homesick for his own space. No big deal, and he needn’t have been worried about- about hurting Shane’s and Sara’s feelings or whatever it is that made him too nervous to just say ‘hey, take me to my place, please’. Shane takes Ryan to Ryan’s place, and he doesn’t worry about it.</p><p>That is until Monday and Tuesday and Wednesday and Thursday and Friday all pass without Ryan coming over to theirs. Shane feels Ryan watching him at work all week, staring for long minutes at the side of his face across the short distance between them, but every time he looks over Ryan makes like he’s completely absorbed in his work.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Of course you can be happy without being with your soulmate, and Ryan doesn’t judge different kinds of relationships, he just thinks that your soulmate is like the pinnacle of what you can achieve, romantically.</p><p>“You sound like a Nicholas Sparks movie,” Shane tells him, because Shane doesn’t believe in soulmates.</p><p><small>inspired by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mtG__5dw9g8mH0ybLGI6UfA" target="_blank">@kaya4114</a>‘s <a href="https://kaya4114.tumblr.com/post/185371136445/soulmate-au" target="_blank">text post</a></small></p><blockquote><p>Obviously it doesn’t last.</p><p>Sure, for weeks Ryan is there when Sara and Shane try out new face masks or when they go to the botanical gardens or when the art museum has a visiting exhibit on ancient Chinese erotic poetry or when they play hooky to go to Disneyland. For weeks Ryan makes them watch movie musicals and brings them to a dozen vastly different food trucks they’ve never been to before and takes what feels like hundreds of pictures of them on his phone.</p><p>And then, after those weeks, Ryan has a little business trip. It’s one of the increasingly rare businessy things that Shane isn’t involved in. There’s a loose NDA and everything. Ryan heads out of town on Thursday, grumbling and griping without heat about his imminent work weekend. Everything seems normal.</p><p>At five in the morning Saturday, Ryan calls Shane. Shane is pulled out of sleep by the buzz of his phone on the bedside table. He glares blearily at it but grabs it to check the caller, and when he sees that it’s Ryan he answers. He answers with a short grunt and nothing else, but it is five in the morning on a Saturday after all so Shane doesn’t care if Ryan was expecting more decorum.</p><p>“Uh,” says Ryan over the line. His voice swings up in pitch sharply. “Nevermind.” And then he hangs up. Shane is a little pissed off about being woken up for apparently no reason, but the call was short enough that it’s a simple matter for him to go right back to sleep. He wakes up thinking it was a weirdly mundane dream until he sees the call log on his phone. But it doesn’t really seem that significant. Ryan does weird stuff all the time. Shane has all but forgotten about it by the time lunch rolls around that day.</p><p>So when Shane picks Ryan up from the airport late Sunday night and Ryan clumsily lets Shane know he wants to go to his own house without saying those words, Shane doesn’t think to connect it to that weird seconds-long phone call. He just figures Ryan is tired, maybe homesick for his own space. No big deal, and he needn’t have been worried about- about hurting Shane’s and Sara’s feelings or whatever it is that made him too nervous to just say ‘hey, take me to my place, please’. Shane takes Ryan to Ryan’s place, and he doesn’t worry about it.</p><p>That is until Monday and Tuesday and Wednesday and Thursday and Friday all pass without Ryan coming over to theirs. Shane feels Ryan watching him at work all week, staring for long minutes at the side of his face across the short distance between them, but every time he looks over Ryan makes like he’s completely absorbed in his work.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>As a prank on Crowley for napping too long, Aziraphale invites American paranormal investigation show Buzzfeed Unsolved: Supernatural into the bookshop.</p></blockquote><p>The proprietor of A. Z. Fell &amp; Co. Book Sellers is unexpectedly intimidating. He’d seemed like a nice old man, a little spacey, over the phone. Ryan had imagined… well, probably someone who looks just like Mr. Fell, but… The man just has a weird presence. He seems somehow powerful, bigger than himself. Standing next to him feels the same way Ryan would guess it feels to stand next to a Nobel Peace Prize winner and know that you can never be as good as them and that they know it too. It’s in the way he carries himself, Ryan supposes. Like absolutely nothing can touch him, or would even dare to try. Ryan certainly wouldn’t, that’s for sure. He wonders, briefly, why Mr. Fell would even feel the need to call them. But he puts it out of his mind, forcibly orienting himself to the job, regardless of how unaccountably nervous he is.</p><p>“Please do sit down,” Mr. Fell says. His voice is just as kind and friendly as it was over the phone, and Ryan does his best to let it relax him. “Would you boys like some tea? Biscuits?”</p><p>“Um, no thank you,” Ryan refuses, thinking for one hysterical second about fairies and how you should never take food from them - not that he believes in fairies, obviously, but most legends are based on some truth somewhere.</p><p>“I’ll take some!” Shane accepts easily. He’s all but lounging, just shy of rudeness, in one of Mr. Fell’s plush little armchairs in the window of the bookshop.</p><p>“Oh!” says Mr. Fell, and he seems absolutely thrilled about it. “Lovely! I’ll just nip to the back and bring some up, shall I? Make yourselves comfortable, won’t be but a moment.”</p><p>“You truly have no soul,” Ryan hisses at Shane as soon as Mr. Fell is out of earshot. Shane gives him a half-startled, half-amused double blink. “You seriously don’t feel that?” Shane blinks again, and then his eyebrows jump and he grins.</p><p>“Don’t tell me you’re gettin’ the vibes off of Mister Vintage Dandy,” he teases. Ryan glares, and Shane huffs a quiet laugh, at least being careful not to alert Mr. Fell that they’re gossiping about him. “C'mon, Ry, he’s like someone’s sweet old grandpa. Betcha five bucks he’s gonna offer us caramel candy next.”</p><p>“Who even says ‘dandy’? It’s twenty-twenty, Shane,” Ryan mutters, but he can’t respond any further than that because he can feel Mr. Fell approaching them again from behind what seems like endless dark shelves. Mr. Fell sets down a plate piled high with cookies and pastries and settles himself with a little wiggle into the third armchair, his thighs pressing out the perfect crease in the legs of his beige pants. Ryan drags his eyes away from Mr. Fell’s lap, wondering uncomfortably why he noticed that. Shane catches his eye with a subtle gesture and when Ryan glances over at him Shane smugly holds up what is undeniably a caramel flavored salt water taffy. Shane unwraps the candy and pops it into his mouth, leaning back in his chair like he’s won something. He hasn’t won shit.</p><p>“So, Mr. Fell,” Ryan starts.</p><p>“Yes, my dear boy?” Mr. Fell says, and Ryan stutters to a halt with red cheeks. He squirms a little, clears his throat.</p><p>“Uh,” he tries again. “So, you requested that we come investigate your bookshop. Would you please restate for the cameras why you did that?”</p><p>“Oh, of course, yes!” Mr. Fell sets down his tea. He sits up straight with his hands flat on his knees. “I believe that my bookshop is infested with a demon.”</p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>The full moon makes Katara feel strong. She keeps watch. The full moon makes Zuko feel weak. He has a nightmare.</p><blockquote><p>The full moon comes and Katara can’t sleep. Even sequestered away from the moonlight inside the Western Air Temple, the energy of it flows under her skin like white rapids. She’d be surprised that Aang can obviously sleep just fine, his soft snores sending up tiny whirlwinds, but no doubt he’s tired from firebending training with Zuko. Zuko, who no longer slinks away to his room alone at night ever since he and Sokka came back from their little field trip and Sokka wouldn’t stop fawning all over him until they both dropped where they sat. It seems like Katara is the only one left he hasn’t gotten to yet. It’s not that Katara isn’t grateful to have her father back. Of course she is. But one good deed can’t measure up to a lifetime of evil.</p><p>Dad is sleeping around the embers with them again tonight, along with Suki snuggled up to Sokka’s side, while the Fire Nation prisoner they had broken out had chosen a room for himself instead. Under the power of the moon Katara can feel the warmth of their blood; its quiet, contained flow through their bodies allows her to be aware of their presence more viscerally than she could have in the day, or on any other night.</p><p>She can feel the blood in Zuko’s body too, a little warmer than everyone else’s.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>During a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is… something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.<br/></p><blockquote><p>Ryan backs right out of the building without a word to anyone. He calls in sick from the parking lot. He’s breathless and shaky, cold sweat on the back of his neck, so he doesn’t even have to fake it. He sits there, breathing in and out through pursed lips with his eyes closed, for almost fifteen minutes before he feels like he can safely drive home.</p><p>Traffic makes Ryan feel normal for just long enough to make it through. But the second he gets home he’s confronted with the windchimes he put up practically as a joke. That they might actually do something to Shane seems so much realer now, and less funny. Ryan reaches out and sets them to chiming in a daze. The gentle metallic tinkles seem to echo around inside his brain hauntingly, and he wonders as if from a distance if it would feel similar to Shane.</p><p>Ryan spends the rest of his day and his weekend in the same weird out-of-body space. Every now and then the image of Shane - changing from a breathtaking and delicate beauty into a terrible frozen monster in the blink of an eye - will float, blurred around the edges and half formless, like it’s ready and willing to be forgotten at any moment, in Ryan’s mind’s eye. The windchimes keep up their quiet music from the windows, but they only make Ryan feel even more confused and detached.</p><p>He debates calling in sick again on Monday, but ultimately decides against it. Ryan has been many things in his life but a coward isn’t one of them - and neither is a quitter or a bad friend. Shane might be something out of Ryan’s worst nightmares, but they have a connection and Ryan can’t imagine just cutting and running even if Shane is dangerous and has to be… dealt with, somehow (Ryan subconsciously begs, in the back of his mind where he still believes in the benevolent God he was raised with, for that not to be the case).</p><p>It seems to get colder and colder in the office the closer Ryan gets to their floor, to Shane, but maybe that’s all in his head.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Between that fateful war meeting and the Day of Black Sun, Zuko earns the loyalty of his people.</p></blockquote><p>Ping brings the message to Trinh to send out to the county supervisors via her messenger hawks. Trinh’s hawks are the best trained in the city - in the country, if you ask her, and Ping tends to agree. They are the fastest and (more importantly, in Ping's… experienced opinion) the sweetest. There are a lot of small counties in Caldera. Though the city is geographically small, the population of the Nation’s Capital is dense and has to be split up into tiny chunks for efficiency’s sake. Because of that, there are a dozen different county supervisors that the hawks will have to deal with all with their own disposition, so Trinh’s hawks are the best choice.</p><p>That’s what Ping told xemself when xe chose her to pass the next part of the job onto. Xe can’t quite think of any other reason, but Trinh just feels like the right choice. The officer that had told Ping, whom Ping had never had dealings with before, had stressed that the mission required the utmost discretion. Of course, an evacuation doesn’t really seem like spy business… But Ping isn’t the type to pick around at things. Xe’s just trying to live a full life and keep xer owlcats fed.</p><p>Ping finds Trinh in the mews, spending quality time with her birds like she does whenever she can. Trinh had told Ping a long time ago that she only took her first promotion so that she could have a chance at raising the hawks. She talks about them like they’re her babies, and the way her golden eyes light up makes Ping feel warm just like sunshine. The smell and the dimness in the mews is not to Ping’s taste, but Trinh is sitting right on the floor surrounded by fresh dropped feathers and straw totally unbothered with one of the hawks perched on her shoulder and tucked under her chin, dozing.</p><p>“Hey, Ping,” she greets quietly, looking up when Ping knocks lightly at the doorway. “Social call?”</p><p>“Afraid not,” Ping answers. Xe keeps xer voice low for the sake of the hawks, and for the smile Trinh gives xem in reward for xer thoughtfulness. “I was assigned to some major Black Sun prep by Captain Jee, and I’ve come to delegate on his behalf.”</p><blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/24770512/chapters/64081090" target="_blank"><b>Read More ⟶</b></a></p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/24770512/chapters/59893996" target="_blank">Start at the Beginning</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>It’s less momentous, figuring out that he’s into men too, than Shane would have expected if he’d ever thought it could happen to him. It’s no revelation or epiphany. It’s just Ryan.<br/></p></blockquote><p>Shane really thought he was straight. He really, really did. And the thing about thinking you’re straight, right, is that the way things are set up kind of lends itself to you never questioning it. Never questioning anything, in fact. So as a man who thinks he’s straight and has an easygoing long term relationship with one woman, Shane has sex like he’s straight too. He thinks about sex and love like he’s straight. Everything is clear-cut, has few steps and iterations, and it’s all just done the way it’s done, and that’s that. It’s not that he’s prudish or inexperienced, he’s not either. It’s just that he’s never quite had the tip-off to get creative. Tough to find interesting new answers when you don’t even know there are questions.</p><p>All that to say: the kinkiest Shane has ever really gotten is to do it with the lights on, or on the couch, or to let his partner sit on his face if she wants. Maybe a little gentle hair tugging here and there, a few light scratches down his back, the occasional sext. Doggie style, once.</p><p>Sara has a few fresh and funky things that she likes that Shane is perfectly happy to do for her, to her, to let her do to him. She likes to cover him in hickeys all over, and she likes for him to manhandle her and hold her a little too tight, and she likes to take pictures of him right after he’s come. And that stuff was a little bit like a sexy knock over the head at first, but it never really pushed the boundaries of what sex is like in Shane’s head.</p><p>Enter one Ryan Bergara.</p><blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/26359285" target="_blank">Read More ⟶</a></b></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Sara remembers exactly what it feels like to be desperately in love with her best friend and to not realize it until too late. She’s not going to let her boyfriends go through that.<br/></p><blockquote><p>Sara wouldn’t necessarily say she knows Shane and Ryan better than they know themselves, just because that’s kind of belittling and not really her style. That being said, Sara does have a… unique perspective - on the two of them, specifically, and on the world they are all living in, generally. Sara has known them both for half a dozen years, been dating one of them for five, and the other for soon to be two. She can navigate all of their quirks by habit and she knows all the trivia of their lives without her.</p><p>Sara knows that Ryan has been in love with almost every single one of his girlfriends, just as she knows that Shane’s heart is a little more selective. She knows that Ryan had sex for the first time in his junior year of high school with his steady girlfriend and that they stayed together after that until well past graduation. She knows that Shane had sex for the first time as a college freshman in his stinky dorm room with an older woman that he’d met less than a week before and was just friends with after with no regrets. She knows that despite what those experiences might imply, Ryan is vastly more sexually adventurous than Shane - if only because he happens to have a wilder imagination.</p><p>Sara knows that Ryan loves roller coasters and Shane really, really doesn’t. She knows that Ryan thinks mint chip ice cream is an abomination, that Shane’s favorite flavor is Neapolitan. She knows how both of them take their coffee, what each of them likes for breakfast on a lazy weekend morning. She knows which side of the bed they each prefer to sleep on, how hot they take their showers, what their hangovers are like. She knows their clothing sizes and all of their important dates to remember (or at least, she has those written down… somewhere). She knows their types - in movies, in shows, in fictional characters, celebrities, women.</p><p>Except, no, not women, because Sara knows, actually, Shane’s and Ryan’s types in <i>people</i>.</p><p>Neither of them has ever been with another man (or anyone of any other gender), never considered asking any non-woman person out on a date. This is another thing that Sara knows about them both. But then again, Sara herself has only been with another woman once and only for one night and not exactly stone cold sober, and she’ll probably never be with a woman again, because she’s with Shane and Ryan now and that’s really shaping up to be that. But that doesn’t make her straight.</p><p>It’s like she said. She has a unique perspective.</p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/26404729" target="_blank">Read More →</a>
</b><br/></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote>
<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Sara remembers exactly what it feels like to be desperately in love with her best friend and to not realize it until too late. She’s not going to let her boyfriends go through that.<br/></p>
<blockquote>
<p>Sara wouldn’t necessarily say she knows Shane and Ryan better than they know themselves, just because that’s kind of belittling and not really her style. That being said, Sara does have a… unique perspective - on the two of them, specifically, and on the world they are all living in, generally. Sara has known them both for half a dozen years, been dating one of them for five, and the other for soon to be two. She can navigate all of their quirks by habit and she knows all the trivia of their lives without her.</p>
<p>Sara knows that Ryan has been in love with almost every single one of his girlfriends, just as she knows that Shane’s heart is a little more selective. She knows that Ryan had sex for the first time in his junior year of high school with his steady girlfriend and that they stayed together after that until well past graduation. She knows that Shane had sex for the first time as a college freshman in his stinky dorm room with an older woman that he’d met less than a week before and was just friends with after with no regrets. She knows that despite what those experiences might imply, Ryan is vastly more sexually adventurous than Shane - if only because he happens to have a wilder imagination.</p>
<p>Sara knows that Ryan loves roller coasters and Shane really, really doesn’t. She knows that Ryan thinks mint chip ice cream is an abomination, that Shane’s favorite flavor is Neapolitan. She knows how both of them take their coffee, what each of them likes for breakfast on a lazy weekend morning. She knows which side of the bed they each prefer to sleep on, how hot they take their showers, what their hangovers are like. She knows their clothing sizes and all of their important dates to remember (or at least, she has those written down… somewhere). She knows their types - in movies, in shows, in fictional characters, celebrities, women.</p>
<p>Except, no, not women, because Sara knows, actually, Shane’s and Ryan’s types in <i>people</i>.</p>
<p>Neither of them has ever been with another man (or anyone of any other gender), never considered asking any non-woman person out on a date. This is another thing that Sara knows about them both. But then again, Sara herself has only been with another woman once and only for one night and not exactly stone cold sober, and she’ll probably never be with a woman again, because she’s with Shane and Ryan now and that’s really shaping up to be that. But that doesn’t make her straight.</p>
<p>It’s like she said. She has a unique perspective.</p>
</blockquote>
<p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/26404729" target="_blank">Read More →</a>
</b><br/></p>
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Link: <p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Sara remembers exactly what it feels like to be desperately in love with her best friend and to not realize it until too late. She&rsquo;s not going to let her boyfriends go through that.<br/></p><blockquote><p>Sara wouldn&rsquo;t necessarily say she knows Shane and Ryan better than they know themselves, just because that&rsquo;s kind of belittling and not really her style. That being said, Sara does have a&hellip; unique perspective - on the two of them, specifically, and on the world they are all living in, generally. Sara has known them both for half a dozen years, been dating one of them for five, and the other for soon to be two. She can navigate all of their quirks by habit and she knows all the trivia of their lives without her.</p><p>Sara knows that Ryan has been in love with almost every single one of his girlfriends, just as she knows that Shane&rsquo;s heart is a little more selective. She knows that Ryan had sex for the first time in his junior year of high school with his steady girlfriend and that they stayed together after that until well past graduation. She knows that Shane had sex for the first time as a college freshman in his stinky dorm room with an older woman that he&rsquo;d met less than a week before and was just friends with after with no regrets. She knows that despite what those experiences might imply, Ryan is vastly more sexually adventurous than Shane - if only because he happens to have a wilder imagination.</p><p>Sara knows that Ryan loves roller coasters and Shane really, really doesn&rsquo;t. She knows that Ryan thinks mint chip ice cream is an abomination, that Shane&rsquo;s favorite flavor is Neapolitan. She knows how both of them take their coffee, what each of them likes for breakfast on a lazy weekend morning. She knows which side of the bed they each prefer to sleep on, how hot they take their showers, what their hangovers are like. She knows their clothing sizes and all of their important dates to remember (or at least, she has those written down&hellip; somewhere). She knows their types - in movies, in shows, in fictional characters, celebrities, women.</p><p>Except, no, not women, because Sara knows, actually, Shane&rsquo;s and Ryan&rsquo;s types in <i>people</i>.</p><p>Neither of them has ever been with another man (or anyone of any other gender), never considered asking any non-woman person out on a date. This is another thing that Sara knows about them both. But then again, Sara herself has only been with another woman once and only for one night and not exactly stone cold sober, and she&rsquo;ll probably never be with a woman again, because she&rsquo;s with Shane and Ryan now and that&rsquo;s really shaping up to be that. But that doesn&rsquo;t make her straight.</p><p>It&rsquo;s like she said. She has a unique perspective.</p></blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/26404729" target="_blank">Read More →</a>
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<blockquote><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Between that fateful war meeting and the Day of Black Sun, Zuko earns the loyalty of his people.</p></blockquote><p>Ping brings the message to Trinh to send out to the county supervisors via her messenger hawks. Trinh’s hawks are the best trained in the city - in the country, if you ask her, and Ping tends to agree. They are the fastest and (more importantly, in Ping's… experienced opinion) the sweetest. There are a lot of small counties in Caldera. Though the city is geographically small, the population of the Nation’s Capital is dense and has to be split up into tiny chunks for efficiency’s sake. Because of that, there are a dozen different county supervisors that the hawks will have to deal with all with their own disposition, so Trinh’s hawks are the best choice.</p><p>That’s what Ping told xemself when xe chose her to pass the next part of the job onto. Xe can’t quite think of any other reason, but Trinh just feels like the right choice. The officer that had told Ping, whom Ping had never had dealings with before, had stressed that the mission required the utmost discretion. Of course, an evacuation doesn’t really seem like spy business… But Ping isn’t the type to pick around at things. Xe’s just trying to live a full life and keep xer owlcats fed.</p><p>Ping finds Trinh in the mews, spending quality time with her birds like she does whenever she can. Trinh had told Ping a long time ago that she only took her first promotion so that she could have a chance at raising the hawks. She talks about them like they’re her babies, and the way her golden eyes light up makes Ping feel warm just like sunshine. The smell and the dimness in the mews is not to Ping’s taste, but Trinh is sitting right on the floor surrounded by fresh dropped feathers and straw totally unbothered with one of the hawks perched on her shoulder and tucked under her chin, dozing.</p><p>“Hey, Ping,” she greets quietly, looking up when Ping knocks lightly at the doorway. “Social call?”</p><p>“Afraid not,” Ping answers. Xe keeps xer voice low for the sake of the hawks, and for the smile Trinh gives xem in reward for xer thoughtfulness. “I was assigned to some major Black Sun prep by Captain Jee, and I’ve come to delegate on his behalf.”</p><blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/24770512/chapters/64081090" target="_blank"><b>Read More ⟶</b></a></p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/24770512/chapters/59893996" target="_blank">Start at the Beginning</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>It’s less momentous, figuring out that he’s into men too, than Shane would have expected if he’d ever thought it could happen to him. It’s no revelation or epiphany. It’s just Ryan.<br/></p></blockquote><p>Shane really thought he was straight. He really, really did. And the thing about thinking you’re straight, right, is that the way things are set up kind of lends itself to you never questioning it. Never questioning anything, in fact. So as a man who thinks he’s straight and has an easygoing long term relationship with one woman, Shane has sex like he’s straight too. He thinks about sex and love like he’s straight. Everything is clear-cut, has few steps and iterations, and it’s all just done the way it’s done, and that’s that. It’s not that he’s prudish or inexperienced, he’s not either. It’s just that he’s never quite had the tip-off to get creative. Tough to find interesting new answers when you don’t even know there are questions.</p><p>All that to say: the kinkiest Shane has ever really gotten is to do it with the lights on, or on the couch, or to let his partner sit on his face if she wants. Maybe a little gentle hair tugging here and there, a few light scratches down his back, the occasional sext. Doggie style, once.</p><p>Sara has a few fresh and funky things that she likes that Shane is perfectly happy to do for her, to her, to let her do to him. She likes to cover him in hickeys all over, and she likes for him to manhandle her and hold her a little too tight, and she likes to take pictures of him right after he’s come. And that stuff was a little bit like a sexy knock over the head at first, but it never really pushed the boundaries of what sex is like in Shane’s head.</p><p>Enter one Ryan Bergara.</p><blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/26359285" target="_blank">Read More ⟶</a></b></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote></blockquote>
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Link: <blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>It&rsquo;s less momentous, figuring out that he&rsquo;s into men too, than Shane would have expected if he&rsquo;d ever thought it could happen to him. It&rsquo;s no revelation or epiphany. It&rsquo;s just Ryan.<br/></p></blockquote><p>Shane really thought he was straight. He really, really did. And the thing about thinking you&rsquo;re straight, right, is that the way things are set up kind of lends itself to you never questioning it. Never questioning anything, in fact. So as a man who thinks he&rsquo;s straight and has an easygoing long term relationship with one woman, Shane has sex like he&rsquo;s straight too. He thinks about sex and love like he&rsquo;s straight. Everything is clear-cut, has few steps and iterations, and it&rsquo;s all just done the way it&rsquo;s done, and that&rsquo;s that. It&rsquo;s not that he&rsquo;s prudish or inexperienced, he&rsquo;s not either. It&rsquo;s just that he&rsquo;s never quite had the tip-off to get creative. Tough to find interesting new answers when you don&rsquo;t even know there are questions.</p><p>All that to say: the kinkiest Shane has ever really gotten is to do it with the lights on, or on the couch, or to let his partner sit on his face if she wants. Maybe a little gentle hair tugging here and there, a few light scratches down his back, the occasional sext. Doggie style, once.</p><p>Sara has a few fresh and funky things that she likes that Shane is perfectly happy to do for her, to her, to let her do to him. She likes to cover him in hickeys all over, and she likes for him to manhandle her and hold her a little too tight, and she likes to take pictures of him right after he&rsquo;s come. And that stuff was a little bit like a sexy knock over the head at first, but it never really pushed the boundaries of what sex is like in Shane&rsquo;s head.</p><p>Enter one Ryan Bergara.</p><blockquote><p><b><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/26359285" target="_blank">Read More ⟶</a></b></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote>
<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Between that fateful war meeting and the Day of Black Sun, Zuko earns the loyalty of his people.</p></blockquote>
<p>Ping brings the message to Trinh to send out to the county supervisors via her messenger hawks. Trinh’s hawks are the best trained in the city - in the country, if you ask her, and Ping tends to agree. They are the fastest and (more importantly, in Ping's… experienced opinion) the sweetest. There are a lot of small counties in Caldera. Though the city is geographically small, the population of the Nation’s Capital is dense and has to be split up into tiny chunks for efficiency’s sake. Because of that, there are a dozen different county supervisors that the hawks will have to deal with all with their own disposition, so Trinh’s hawks are the best choice.</p>
<p>That’s what Ping told xemself when xe chose her to pass the next part of the job onto. Xe can’t quite think of any other reason, but Trinh just feels like the right choice. The officer that had told Ping, whom Ping had never had dealings with before, had stressed that the mission required the utmost discretion. Of course, an evacuation doesn’t really seem like spy business… But Ping isn’t the type to pick around at things. Xe’s just trying to live a full life and keep xer owlcats fed.</p>
<p>Ping finds Trinh in the mews, spending quality time with her birds like she does whenever she can. Trinh had told Ping a long time ago that she only took her first promotion so that she could have a chance at raising the hawks. She talks about them like they’re her babies, and the way her golden eyes light up makes Ping feel warm just like sunshine. The smell and the dimness in the mews is not to Ping’s taste, but Trinh is sitting right on the floor surrounded by fresh dropped feathers and straw totally unbothered with one of the hawks perched on her shoulder and tucked under her chin, dozing.</p>
<p>“Hey, Ping,” she greets quietly, looking up when Ping knocks lightly at the doorway. “Social call?”</p>
<p>“Afraid not,” Ping answers. Xe keeps xer voice low for the sake of the hawks, and for the smile Trinh gives xem in reward for xer thoughtfulness. “I was assigned to some major Black Sun prep by Captain Jee, and I’ve come to delegate on his behalf.”</p>
<blockquote>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/24770512/chapters/64081090" target="_blank"><b>Read More ⟶</b></a></p>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/24770512/chapters/59893996" target="_blank">Start at the Beginning</a></p>
<p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy me a Coffee</a></p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Between that fateful war meeting and the Day of Black Sun, Zuko earns the loyalty of his people.</p></blockquote>
<p>Ping brings the message to Trinh to send out to the county supervisors via her messenger hawks. Trinh’s hawks are the best trained in the city - in the country, if you ask her, and Ping tends to agree. They are the fastest and (more importantly, in Ping's… experienced opinion) the sweetest. There are a lot of small counties in Caldera. Though the city is geographically small, the population of the Nation’s Capital is dense and has to be split up into tiny chunks for efficiency’s sake. Because of that, there are a dozen different county supervisors that the hawks will have to deal with all with their own disposition, so Trinh’s hawks are the best choice.</p>
<p>That’s what Ping told xemself when xe chose her to pass the next part of the job onto. Xe can’t quite think of any other reason, but Trinh just feels like the right choice. The officer that had told Ping, whom Ping had never had dealings with before, had stressed that the mission required the utmost discretion. Of course, an evacuation doesn’t really seem like spy business… But Ping isn’t the type to pick around at things. Xe’s just trying to live a full life and keep xer owlcats fed.</p>
<p>Ping finds Trinh in the mews, spending quality time with her birds like she does whenever she can. Trinh had told Ping a long time ago that she only took her first promotion so that she could have a chance at raising the hawks. She talks about them like they’re her babies, and the way her golden eyes light up makes Ping feel warm just like sunshine. The smell and the dimness in the mews is not to Ping’s taste, but Trinh is sitting right on the floor surrounded by fresh dropped feathers and straw totally unbothered with one of the hawks perched on her shoulder and tucked under her chin, dozing.</p>
<p>“Hey, Ping,” she greets quietly, looking up when Ping knocks lightly at the doorway. “Social call?”</p>
<p>“Afraid not,” Ping answers. Xe keeps xer voice low for the sake of the hawks, and for the smile Trinh gives xem in reward for xer thoughtfulness. “I was assigned to some major Black Sun prep by Captain Jee, and I’ve come to delegate on his behalf.”</p>
<blockquote>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/24770512/chapters/64081090" target="_blank"><b>Read More ⟶</b></a></p>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/24770512/chapters/59893996" target="_blank">Start at the Beginning</a></p>
<p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy me a Coffee</a></p>
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<p><b>Chapters:</b> 3/3<br/><b>Fandom:</b> <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/tags/Buzzfeed%20Unsolved%20(Web%20Series)" target="_blank">Buzzfeed Unsolved (Web Series)</a>, <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/tags/Watcher%20Entertainment" target="_blank">Watcher Entertainment</a><br/><b>Rating: </b>Explicit<br/><b>Relationships:</b> Ryan Bergara/Shane Madej, Ryan Bergara/Curly Velasquez<br/><b>Additional Tags:</b> First Time, Developing Relationship, Nipple Play, Nipple Piercings, enlightening conversations over pho, AU in which Ryan doesn’t deny his nipple fetish, Curly is a dick sorcerer, Dirty Talk, Recreational Drug Use, Coming Out<br/><b><br/></b></p>
<p><b>Summary: </b></p>
<p>“I don’t even know how to flirt with him,” Ryan grumbles. “We live in a world where tightening each other’s harnesses and sleeping in the same bed is literally just another day at the office. How do I top that?”</p>
<p>“Any way he’ll let you,” Curly says immediately.</p>
<p>(Or, the one where Ryan gets a nipple piercing.)</p>
</blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Between that fateful war meeting and the Day of Black Sun, Zuko earns the loyalty of his people.</p></blockquote>
<p>Ping brings the message to Trinh to send out to the county supervisors via her messenger hawks. Trinh’s hawks are the best trained in the city - in the country, if you ask her, and Ping tends to agree. They are the fastest and (more importantly, in Ping's… experienced opinion) the sweetest. There are a lot of small counties in Caldera. Though the city is geographically small, the population of the Nation’s Capital is dense and has to be split up into tiny chunks for efficiency’s sake. Because of that, there are a dozen different county supervisors that the hawks will have to deal with all with their own disposition, so Trinh’s hawks are the best choice.</p>
<p>That’s what Ping told xemself when xe chose her to pass the next part of the job onto. Xe can’t quite think of any other reason, but Trinh just feels like the right choice. The officer that had told Ping, whom Ping had never had dealings with before, had stressed that the mission required the utmost discretion. Of course, an evacuation doesn’t really seem like spy business… But Ping isn’t the type to pick around at things. Xe’s just trying to live a full life and keep xer owlcats fed.</p>
<p>Ping finds Trinh in the mews, spending quality time with her birds like she does whenever she can. Trinh had told Ping a long time ago that she only took her first promotion so that she could have a chance at raising the hawks. She talks about them like they’re her babies, and the way her golden eyes light up makes Ping feel warm just like sunshine. The smell and the dimness in the mews is not to Ping’s taste, but Trinh is sitting right on the floor surrounded by fresh dropped feathers and straw totally unbothered with one of the hawks perched on her shoulder and tucked under her chin, dozing.</p>
<p>“Hey, Ping,” she greets quietly, looking up when Ping knocks lightly at the doorway. “Social call?”</p>
<p>“Afraid not,” Ping answers. Xe keeps xer voice low for the sake of the hawks, and for the smile Trinh gives xem in reward for xer thoughtfulness. “I was assigned to some major Black Sun prep by Captain Jee, and I’ve come to delegate on his behalf.”</p>
<blockquote>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/24770512/chapters/64081090" target="_blank"><b>Read More ⟶</b></a></p>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/24770512/chapters/59893996" target="_blank">Start at the Beginning</a></p>
<p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy me a Coffee</a></p>
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<blockquote><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Between that fateful war meeting and the Day of Black Sun, Zuko earns the loyalty of his people.</p></blockquote><p>Ping brings the message to Trinh to send out to the county supervisors via her messenger hawks. Trinh’s hawks are the best trained in the city - in the country, if you ask her, and Ping tends to agree. They are the fastest and (more importantly, in Ping's… experienced opinion) the sweetest. There are a lot of small counties in Caldera. Though the city is geographically small, the population of the Nation’s Capital is dense and has to be split up into tiny chunks for efficiency’s sake. Because of that, there are a dozen different county supervisors that the hawks will have to deal with all with their own disposition, so Trinh’s hawks are the best choice.</p><p>That’s what Ping told xemself when xe chose her to pass the next part of the job onto. Xe can’t quite think of any other reason, but Trinh just feels like the right choice. The officer that had told Ping, whom Ping had never had dealings with before, had stressed that the mission required the utmost discretion. Of course, an evacuation doesn’t really seem like spy business… But Ping isn’t the type to pick around at things. Xe’s just trying to live a full life and keep xer owlcats fed.</p><p>Ping finds Trinh in the mews, spending quality time with her birds like she does whenever she can. Trinh had told Ping a long time ago that she only took her first promotion so that she could have a chance at raising the hawks. She talks about them like they’re her babies, and the way her golden eyes light up makes Ping feel warm just like sunshine. The smell and the dimness in the mews is not to Ping’s taste, but Trinh is sitting right on the floor surrounded by fresh dropped feathers and straw totally unbothered with one of the hawks perched on her shoulder and tucked under her chin, dozing.</p><p>“Hey, Ping,” she greets quietly, looking up when Ping knocks lightly at the doorway. “Social call?”</p><p>“Afraid not,” Ping answers. Xe keeps xer voice low for the sake of the hawks, and for the smile Trinh gives xem in reward for xer thoughtfulness. “I was assigned to some major Black Sun prep by Captain Jee, and I’ve come to delegate on his behalf.”</p><blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/24770512/chapters/64081090" target="_blank"><b>Read More ⟶</b></a></p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/24770512/chapters/59893996" target="_blank">Start at the Beginning</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<p>I’m jumping on the bandwagon (late, as usual). Here is a uquiz to find out which of my OCs from my “witch noir” urban fantasy horror series you are. There are fifteen questions, and a cute picrew image and short description for each of the seven results.</p>
<p>Don’t forget to tell me who you get!</p>
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Link: <blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Between that fateful war meeting and the Day of Black Sun, Zuko earns the loyalty of his people.</p></blockquote><p>Ping brings the message to Trinh to send out to the county supervisors via her messenger hawks. Trinh&rsquo;s hawks are the best trained in the city - in the country, if you ask her, and Ping tends to agree. They are the fastest and (more importantly, in Ping's… experienced opinion) the sweetest. There are a lot of small counties in Caldera. Though the city is geographically small, the population of the Nation&rsquo;s Capital is dense and has to be split up into tiny chunks for efficiency&rsquo;s sake. Because of that, there are a dozen different county supervisors that the hawks will have to deal with all with their own disposition, so Trinh&rsquo;s hawks are the best choice.</p><p>That&rsquo;s what Ping told xemself when xe chose her to pass the next part of the job onto. Xe can&rsquo;t quite think of any other reason, but Trinh just feels like the right choice. The officer that had told Ping, whom Ping had never had dealings with before, had stressed that the mission required the utmost discretion. Of course, an evacuation doesn&rsquo;t really seem like spy business… But Ping isn&rsquo;t the type to pick around at things. Xe&rsquo;s just trying to live a full life and keep xer owlcats fed.</p><p>Ping finds Trinh in the mews, spending quality time with her birds like she does whenever she can. Trinh had told Ping a long time ago that she only took her first promotion so that she could have a chance at raising the hawks. She talks about them like they&rsquo;re her babies, and the way her golden eyes light up makes Ping feel warm just like sunshine. The smell and the dimness in the mews is not to Ping&rsquo;s taste, but Trinh is sitting right on the floor surrounded by fresh dropped feathers and straw totally unbothered with one of the hawks perched on her shoulder and tucked under her chin, dozing.</p><p>&ldquo;Hey, Ping,&rdquo; she greets quietly, looking up when Ping knocks lightly at the doorway. &ldquo;Social call?&rdquo;</p><p>&ldquo;Afraid not,&rdquo; Ping answers. Xe keeps xer voice low for the sake of the hawks, and for the smile Trinh gives xem in reward for xer thoughtfulness. &ldquo;I was assigned to some major Black Sun prep by Captain Jee, and I&rsquo;ve come to delegate on his behalf.&rdquo;</p><blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/24770512/chapters/64081090" target="_blank"><b>Read More ⟶</b></a></p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/24770512/chapters/59893996" target="_blank">Start at the Beginning</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary: </b></p>
<p>“I don’t even know how to flirt with him,” Ryan grumbles. “We live in a world where tightening each other’s harnesses and sleeping in the same bed is literally just another day at the office. How do I top that?”</p>
<p>“Any way he’ll let you,” Curly says immediately.</p>
<p>(Or, the one where Ryan gets a nipple piercing.)</p>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>The full moon makes Katara feel strong. She keeps watch. The full moon makes Zuko feel weak. He has a nightmare.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>The full moon comes and Katara can’t sleep. Even sequestered away from the moonlight inside the Western Air Temple, the energy of it flows under her skin like white rapids. She’d be surprised that Aang can obviously sleep just fine, his soft snores sending up tiny whirlwinds, but no doubt he’s tired from firebending training with Zuko. Zuko, who no longer slinks away to his room alone at night ever since he and Sokka came back from their little field trip and Sokka wouldn’t stop fawning all over him until they both dropped where they sat. It seems like Katara is the only one left he hasn’t gotten to yet. It’s not that Katara isn’t grateful to have her father back. Of course she is. But one good deed can’t measure up to a lifetime of evil.</p>
<p>Dad is sleeping around the embers with them again tonight, along with Suki snuggled up to Sokka’s side, while the Fire Nation prisoner they had broken out had chosen a room for himself instead. Under the power of the moon Katara can feel the warmth of their blood; its quiet, contained flow through their bodies allows her to be aware of their presence more viscerally than she could have in the day, or on any other night.</p>
<p>She can feel the blood in Zuko’s body too, a little warmer than everyone else’s.</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
a little ocean: Katara & Zuko + nightmare
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>The full moon makes Katara feel strong. She keeps watch. The full moon makes Zuko feel weak. He has a nightmare.</p><blockquote><p>The full moon comes and Katara can’t sleep. Even sequestered away from the moonlight inside the Western Air Temple, the energy of it flows under her skin like white rapids. She’d be surprised that Aang can obviously sleep just fine, his soft snores sending up tiny whirlwinds, but no doubt he’s tired from firebending training with Zuko. Zuko, who no longer slinks away to his room alone at night ever since he and Sokka came back from their little field trip and Sokka wouldn’t stop fawning all over him until they both dropped where they sat. It seems like Katara is the only one left he hasn’t gotten to yet. It’s not that Katara isn’t grateful to have her father back. Of course she is. But one good deed can’t measure up to a lifetime of evil.</p><p>Dad is sleeping around the embers with them again tonight, along with Suki snuggled up to Sokka’s side, while the Fire Nation prisoner they had broken out had chosen a room for himself instead. Under the power of the moon Katara can feel the warmth of their blood; its quiet, contained flow through their bodies allows her to be aware of their presence more viscerally than she could have in the day, or on any other night.</p><p>She can feel the blood in Zuko’s body too, a little warmer than everyone else’s.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>The full moon makes Katara feel strong. She keeps watch. The full moon makes Zuko feel weak. He has a nightmare.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>The full moon comes and Katara can’t sleep. Even sequestered away from the moonlight inside the Western Air Temple, the energy of it flows under her skin like white rapids. She’d be surprised that Aang can obviously sleep just fine, his soft snores sending up tiny whirlwinds, but no doubt he’s tired from firebending training with Zuko. Zuko, who no longer slinks away to his room alone at night ever since he and Sokka came back from their little field trip and Sokka wouldn’t stop fawning all over him until they both dropped where they sat. It seems like Katara is the only one left he hasn’t gotten to yet. It’s not that Katara isn’t grateful to have her father back. Of course she is. But one good deed can’t measure up to a lifetime of evil.</p>
<p>Dad is sleeping around the embers with them again tonight, along with Suki snuggled up to Sokka’s side, while the Fire Nation prisoner they had broken out had chosen a room for himself instead. Under the power of the moon Katara can feel the warmth of their blood; its quiet, contained flow through their bodies allows her to be aware of their presence more viscerally than she could have in the day, or on any other night.</p>
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</blockquote>
</blockquote>
a little ocean: Katara & Zuko + nightmare
https://archiveofourown.org/works/24714580
Body: 
Tags: 

Post id: 626569506519662592
Date: 2020-08-16 02:00:45 GMT
Post url: https://calicojackofficial.tumblr.com/post/626569506519662592/the-divine-right-zuko-his-people-conspiracy
Slug: the-divine-right-zuko-his-people-conspiracy
Reblog key: eJ0UoUBq
Reblog url: https://calicojackofficial.tumblr.com/post/625690392081367040/the-divine-right-zuko-his-people-conspiracy
Reblog name: calicojackofficial
Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/622104332129779712/the-divine-right-zuko-his-people-conspiracy" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote>
<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Between that fateful war meeting and the Day of Black Sun, Zuko earns the loyalty of his people.</p></blockquote>
<p>Tu is one part hopeful, three parts nervous. He’s relatively low ranking still, only two promotions up from draft rank, and he has never before met any of the royal family. He has seen Princess Azula from a short distance, as she makes her way or gives speeches or orders. And he saw Prince Zuko once, at a farther distance, during the celebration of his return. He had cut an imposing figure next to the Princess, young but broad shouldered and straight backed, marching into view of his people from out of the shadowed palace.</p>
<p>(Tu has never seen the Firelord. He’s not over-eager. He’s too young to bear such a heavy honor. Perhaps one day Tu will be ready to meet Him. But not until he’s a General, if he ever becomes a General. No sooner.)</p>
<p>Tu has been summoned to the palace for an audience with Prince Zuko. The missive was short, requesting only his presence at a certain place and time, and his discretion. He doesn’t think he is to be reprimanded. For one, rumor has it that Prince Zuko has a distaste for discipline and delegates it whenever possible. Tu figures that any mistake he might make would be far below the Prince’s notice, anyway. And Tu can’t imagine that he’s had the opportunity to pay Prince Zuko any personal offense. Tu has only seen him that once, and he knows not to speak out of turn or above his station. </p>
<p>Besides, Tu likes Prince Zuko (not that he doesn’t like the Princess or the Firelord, or would ever dream of saying something to that effect). Tu has worked with Guo at the Caldera military headquarters for two seasons now, and Guo worked under Prince Zuko’s command abroad for three years, and he says that Prince Zuko is honorable and loyal and driven and smart.</p>
<p>(Guo also says that Prince Zuko has the same hot temper and short fuse that the rest of his family does, but Tu pretends he didn’t hear that because Guo shouldn’t have said it.</p>
<p>Guo also says a lot of stuff about Admiral Zhao that he shouldn’t but Tu doesn’t mind hearing that because Admiral Zhao is just a man, and a dead one at that. And Guo is so funny when he’s grumpy! Tu is always glad to listen to him rant.)</p>
<p>There are various entrances to the palace, each one of them designated to each station of people that need to come and go. Tu has been to the palace on several occasions to attend war rallies in the West Courtyard, but he has never been anywhere else in the building or on the grounds. He holds his back perfectly straight and professional as he’s seen through each progressive military entrance by sets of guards but as soon as he’s out of sight of anyone else, Tu looks around at everything with bald curiosity.</p>
<p>“Corporal Tu?” Tu lets loose a very manly yelp as he jumps and whirls around to find the source of the voice. A man a little younger than Tu stands at the corner of a long hallway, dressed in the dark but unembroidered clothing of a high ranking servant. His face is held carefully blank, but his dimples keep his amusement from being fully hidden.</p>
<blockquote>
<p><small><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/24770512/chapters/59893996" target="_blank">First</a></small></p>
<p><small><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/24770512/chapters/60024055#workskin" target="_blank">Previous</a></small></p>
<p><small><small><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy Me A Coffee</a></small></small></p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>During a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is… something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.<br/></p>
<blockquote>
<p>Ryan backs right out of the building without a word to anyone. He calls in sick from the parking lot. He’s breathless and shaky, cold sweat on the back of his neck, so he doesn’t even have to fake it. He sits there, breathing in and out through pursed lips with his eyes closed, for almost fifteen minutes before he feels like he can safely drive home.</p>
<p>Traffic makes Ryan feel normal for just long enough to make it through. But the second he gets home he’s confronted with the windchimes he put up practically as a joke. That they might actually do something to Shane seems so much realer now, and less funny. Ryan reaches out and sets them to chiming in a daze. The gentle metallic tinkles seem to echo around inside his brain hauntingly, and he wonders as if from a distance if it would feel similar to Shane.</p>
<p>Ryan spends the rest of his day and his weekend in the same weird out-of-body space. Every now and then the image of Shane - changing from a breathtaking and delicate beauty into a terrible frozen monster in the blink of an eye - will float, blurred around the edges and half formless, like it’s ready and willing to be forgotten at any moment, in Ryan’s mind’s eye. The windchimes keep up their quiet music from the windows, but they only make Ryan feel even more confused and detached.</p>
<p>He debates calling in sick again on Monday, but ultimately decides against it. Ryan has been many things in his life but a coward isn’t one of them - and neither is a quitter or a bad friend. Shane might be something out of Ryan’s worst nightmares, but they have a connection and Ryan can’t imagine just cutting and running even if Shane is dangerous and has to be… dealt with, somehow (Ryan subconsciously begs, in the back of his mind where he still believes in the benevolent God he was raised with, for that not to be the case).</p>
<p>It seems to get colder and colder in the office the closer Ryan gets to their floor, to Shane, but maybe that’s all in his head.</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>The full moon makes Katara feel strong. She keeps watch. The full moon makes Zuko feel weak. He has a nightmare.</p><blockquote><p>The full moon comes and Katara can’t sleep. Even sequestered away from the moonlight inside the Western Air Temple, the energy of it flows under her skin like white rapids. She’d be surprised that Aang can obviously sleep just fine, his soft snores sending up tiny whirlwinds, but no doubt he’s tired from firebending training with Zuko. Zuko, who no longer slinks away to his room alone at night ever since he and Sokka came back from their little field trip and Sokka wouldn’t stop fawning all over him until they both dropped where they sat. It seems like Katara is the only one left he hasn’t gotten to yet. It’s not that Katara isn’t grateful to have her father back. Of course she is. But one good deed can’t measure up to a lifetime of evil.</p><p>Dad is sleeping around the embers with them again tonight, along with Suki snuggled up to Sokka’s side, while the Fire Nation prisoner they had broken out had chosen a room for himself instead. Under the power of the moon Katara can feel the warmth of their blood; its quiet, contained flow through their bodies allows her to be aware of their presence more viscerally than she could have in the day, or on any other night.</p><p>She can feel the blood in Zuko’s body too, a little warmer than everyone else’s.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Between that fateful war meeting and the Day of Black Sun, Zuko earns the loyalty of his people.</p></blockquote><p>Tu is one part hopeful, three parts nervous. He’s relatively low ranking still, only two promotions up from draft rank, and he has never before met any of the royal family. He has seen Princess Azula from a short distance, as she makes her way or gives speeches or orders. And he saw Prince Zuko once, at a farther distance, during the celebration of his return. He had cut an imposing figure next to the Princess, young but broad shouldered and straight backed, marching into view of his people from out of the shadowed palace.</p><p>(Tu has never seen the Firelord. He’s not over-eager. He’s too young to bear such a heavy honor. Perhaps one day Tu will be ready to meet Him. But not until he’s a General, if he ever becomes a General. No sooner.)</p><p>Tu has been summoned to the palace for an audience with Prince Zuko. The missive was short, requesting only his presence at a certain place and time, and his discretion. He doesn’t think he is to be reprimanded. For one, rumor has it that Prince Zuko has a distaste for discipline and delegates it whenever possible. Tu figures that any mistake he might make would be far below the Prince’s notice, anyway. And Tu can’t imagine that he’s had the opportunity to pay Prince Zuko any personal offense. Tu has only seen him that once, and he knows not to speak out of turn or above his station. </p><p>Besides, Tu likes Prince Zuko (not that he doesn’t like the Princess or the Firelord, or would ever dream of saying something to that effect). Tu has worked with Guo at the Caldera military headquarters for two seasons now, and Guo worked under Prince Zuko’s command abroad for three years, and he says that Prince Zuko is honorable and loyal and driven and smart.</p><p>(Guo also says that Prince Zuko has the same hot temper and short fuse that the rest of his family does, but Tu pretends he didn’t hear that because Guo shouldn’t have said it.</p><p>Guo also says a lot of stuff about Admiral Zhao that he shouldn’t but Tu doesn’t mind hearing that because Admiral Zhao is just a man, and a dead one at that. And Guo is so funny when he’s grumpy! Tu is always glad to listen to him rant.)</p><p>There are various entrances to the palace, each one of them designated to each station of people that need to come and go. Tu has been to the palace on several occasions to attend war rallies in the West Courtyard, but he has never been anywhere else in the building or on the grounds. He holds his back perfectly straight and professional as he’s seen through each progressive military entrance by sets of guards but as soon as he’s out of sight of anyone else, Tu looks around at everything with bald curiosity.</p><p>“Corporal Tu?” Tu lets loose a very manly yelp as he jumps and whirls around to find the source of the voice. A man a little younger than Tu stands at the corner of a long hallway, dressed in the dark but unembroidered clothing of a high ranking servant. His face is held carefully blank, but his dimples keep his amusement from being fully hidden.</p><blockquote><p><small><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/24770512/chapters/59893996" target="_blank">First</a></small></p><p><small><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/24770512/chapters/60024055#workskin" target="_blank">Previous</a></small></p><p><small><small><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy Me A Coffee</a></small></small></p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>The full moon makes Katara feel strong. She keeps watch. The full moon makes Zuko feel weak. He has a nightmare.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>The full moon comes and Katara can’t sleep. Even sequestered away from the moonlight inside the Western Air Temple, the energy of it flows under her skin like white rapids. She’d be surprised that Aang can obviously sleep just fine, his soft snores sending up tiny whirlwinds, but no doubt he’s tired from firebending training with Zuko. Zuko, who no longer slinks away to his room alone at night ever since he and Sokka came back from their little field trip and Sokka wouldn’t stop fawning all over him until they both dropped where they sat. It seems like Katara is the only one left he hasn’t gotten to yet. It’s not that Katara isn’t grateful to have her father back. Of course she is. But one good deed can’t measure up to a lifetime of evil.</p>
<p>Dad is sleeping around the embers with them again tonight, along with Suki snuggled up to Sokka’s side, while the Fire Nation prisoner they had broken out had chosen a room for himself instead. Under the power of the moon Katara can feel the warmth of their blood; its quiet, contained flow through their bodies allows her to be aware of their presence more viscerally than she could have in the day, or on any other night.</p>
<p>She can feel the blood in Zuko’s body too, a little warmer than everyone else’s.</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>As a prank on Crowley for napping too long, Aziraphale invites American paranormal investigation show Buzzfeed Unsolved: Supernatural into the bookshop.</p></blockquote>
<p>The proprietor of A. Z. Fell &amp; Co. Book Sellers is unexpectedly intimidating. He’d seemed like a nice old man, a little spacey, over the phone. Ryan had imagined… well, probably someone who looks just like Mr. Fell, but… The man just has a weird presence. He seems somehow powerful, bigger than himself. Standing next to him feels the same way Ryan would guess it feels to stand next to a Nobel Peace Prize winner and know that you can never be as good as them and that they know it too. It’s in the way he carries himself, Ryan supposes. Like absolutely nothing can touch him, or would even dare to try. Ryan certainly wouldn’t, that’s for sure. He wonders, briefly, why Mr. Fell would even feel the need to call them. But he puts it out of his mind, forcibly orienting himself to the job, regardless of how unaccountably nervous he is.</p>
<p>“Please do sit down,” Mr. Fell says. His voice is just as kind and friendly as it was over the phone, and Ryan does his best to let it relax him. “Would you boys like some tea? Biscuits?”</p>
<p>“Um, no thank you,” Ryan refuses, thinking for one hysterical second about fairies and how you should never take food from them - not that he believes in fairies, obviously, but most legends are based on some truth somewhere.</p>
<p>“I’ll take some!” Shane accepts easily. He’s all but lounging, just shy of rudeness, in one of Mr. Fell’s plush little armchairs in the window of the bookshop.</p>
<p>“Oh!” says Mr. Fell, and he seems absolutely thrilled about it. “Lovely! I’ll just nip to the back and bring some up, shall I? Make yourselves comfortable, won’t be but a moment.”</p>
<p>“You truly have no soul,” Ryan hisses at Shane as soon as Mr. Fell is out of earshot. Shane gives him a half-startled, half-amused double blink. “You seriously don’t feel that?” Shane blinks again, and then his eyebrows jump and he grins.</p>
<p>“Don’t tell me you’re gettin’ the vibes off of Mister Vintage Dandy,” he teases. Ryan glares, and Shane huffs a quiet laugh, at least being careful not to alert Mr. Fell that they’re gossiping about him. “C'mon, Ry, he’s like someone’s sweet old grandpa. Betcha five bucks he’s gonna offer us caramel candy next.”</p>
<p>“Who even says ‘dandy’? It’s twenty-twenty, Shane,” Ryan mutters, but he can’t respond any further than that because he can feel Mr. Fell approaching them again from behind what seems like endless dark shelves. Mr. Fell sets down a plate piled high with cookies and pastries and settles himself with a little wiggle into the third armchair, his thighs pressing out the perfect crease in the legs of his beige pants. Ryan drags his eyes away from Mr. Fell’s lap, wondering uncomfortably why he noticed that. Shane catches his eye with a subtle gesture and when Ryan glances over at him Shane smugly holds up what is undeniably a caramel flavored salt water taffy. Shane unwraps the candy and pops it into his mouth, leaning back in his chair like he’s won something. He hasn’t won shit.</p>
<p>“So, Mr. Fell,” Ryan starts.</p>
<p>“Yes, my dear boy?” Mr. Fell says, and Ryan stutters to a halt with red cheeks. He squirms a little, clears his throat.</p>
<p>“Uh,” he tries again. “So, you requested that we come investigate your bookshop. Would you please restate for the cameras why you did that?”</p>
<p>“Oh, of course, yes!” Mr. Fell sets down his tea. He sits up straight with his hands flat on his knees. “I believe that my bookshop is infested with a demon.”</p>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Thor has learned that the past and the present and the future are three strands in a string, woven together.</p>
<p><small>I used accusations similar to blood libel to demonstrate that the justifications for violence against a specific being were falsified for a political agenda. It’s vague and brief but might be triggering.</small></p>
<blockquote>
<p>Thor is making merry after a grand adventure. He is too drunken already to tell the tale anymore. Around him, Thor’s friends are loud and raucous and warm. Volstagg has his shirt torn from his shoulders and falling about his waist, still tucked into his pants, arm wrestling a maiden who seems taken with him with one hand and feeding himself roast boar with the other. Fandral’s back, still tacky through his shirt with blood (someone else’s) and sweat (his own), is pressed against Thor’s side, his laughter bright in Thor’s ear, each of his arms wrapped round the shoulders of a breathtaking woman. Sif is drinking men under the table, them lining up orderly before her for the privilege. Loki has taken up the mantle of recounting their victory, standing on top of the table with softly glowing fingers as illusions dance around him. His rhymes are steadily declining in quality as he continues to drink as well, though even still his voice never breaks and he never stutters.</p>
<p>There is something not quite right, but Thor cannot place it.</p>
<p>The hot sun beats down through a clear blue sky. The earth underneath Thor’s boots is hard-packed and flat. He’s braced on the balls of his feet with a sword in each hand, a layer of sweat building underneath his leather and plate armor. Steve is on his left, Loki on his right, and ahead of them, charging, is a seemingly unending herd of beasts. The beasts are like hairless, blind dogs with thick mottled grey skin.</p>
<p>The blood of the dog-beasts smells foul in the heat of the day, twice as much so underscored with the bright ozone scent of Thor’s lightning. They are loud as they attack, and loud as they die, and loud as they continue and continue and continue to charge. Thor is slick with gore. Some has gotten into his mouth, tasting of rot. He has lost track of Loki on the battlefield. He wonders if he will ever see his brother again.</p>
<p>The snowy air at the topmost open arched stone window of the All-Mother’s favorite palace tower stings pleasantly in Thor’s lungs as he looks out from it across the glittering landscape below. He feels strange, as if he hasn’t yet earned the right to stand here, despite that he was born in this palace. Some of the roofs below are gilded in gold. Thor thinks they are beautiful and familiar and majestic, and also hideous and sickening and garish. He feels powerful, righteous. He feels betrayed, guilty. Huginn sits at his left hand. Muninn is absent. Thor can’t remember ever being able to tell the difference between them without being told before. His mother stands at his right shoulder, leaning comfortably in the window on her elbow, smiling gently, patiently. She was always so patient with him.</p>
<p>“I’m afraid it won’t ever get less confusing,” she tells him. Her mouth is twisted in a wry humor that she has only ever allowed Thor to see once or twice before, but her eyes are clear and lit with a soft happiness. “It’s an art.”</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>After defeating Thanos, Loki covets Bruce’s attention.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>Loki and Bruce are the only two… well, they’re not Avengers, but teammates, at least for the battle that they’ve just all won together. They’re the only two teammates that don’t have their own rooms inside Avengers Compound, and thus they are the only two left in the common area. They will both probably retire eventually to Thor’s apartments. Or perhaps Bruce will follow Romanov or Stark to bed instead; Loki doesn’t know what either of those situations is like, but both seemed to watch him mournfully all night and Loki feels greedy and smug to have Bruce still here with him for however long that lasts. It is Idunn only knows what time in the morning, Thor and Loki and Valkyrie having led the rest in a victory revel the likes of which surely had only been seen on Old Asgard previously. Loki is warm and loose with drink, and judging by the way Bruce is letting him sprawl all over him when there is a whole empty couch worth of space - not to mention all the other furniture in the room - the other man is just as inebriated. Bruce runs a hand through Loki’s hair and Loki hums happily and presses even closer.</p>
<p>“So,” Bruce murmurs. Loki can feel his voice vibrate between them, chest to chest as they are, and shivers. “Things are going not too bad for you, huh?” Loki hums again, this time in acknowledgement. He’s not particularly interested in talking, for all that Bruce always manages to make himself interesting. He’d rather continue to drink, and ply Bruce with drink too, and bask in the excuse to get closer, closer, closer. As close as he can get before it’s time to pull away again, to return to his brother’s side while Bruce goes to whomever it is that holds his true loyalty - be that Thor as a member of Asgard like it seems he wants, or maybe Valkyrie if their connection is more than camaraderie, or Romanov or Stark; he could have a place with any of them without effort. But for now he’s here, with Loki, and Loki, proudly selfish, will take as much of him as he can. He throws a leg over Bruce’s lap and tucks his face in so tight to Bruce’s neck that when his lips touch it could have been an accident.</p>
</blockquote>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/20441309" target="_blank">Keep Reading</a></p>
<p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Leave Me a Tip</a></p>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>The Avengers get back together to handle the Loki situation.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>“I’m happy we’re all buddies again,” Clint says, his miffed tone belying the words. “But you guys know the fuzz still does random checks of this place, right? I’m under house arrest, here.”</p>
<p>“Yeah,” Natasha confirms. Her voice and mouth are flat, but her eyes dance. She’s such a pain in his ass. He misses her every second she’s gone. “That’s why we had to come here, obviously.” She and Steve are in Clint’s living room, Nat lounging with exaggerated faux-relaxation in Clint’s favorite armchair, and Steve in the middle of the space standing tall and firm the way he always does when serious business is afoot. It’s not just them, though - hence the tension in the air. Tony is hovering nervously in the wide doorway towards the kitchen. He’s been quiet since he got here. Clint can’t really blame him; he’s outnumbered.</p>
<p>The front door flies open. There isn’t a bang, but Clint definitely locked that behind Tony.</p>
<p>“Sorry we are late!” Thor announces, booming as usual, as he lets himself inside. Natasha’s mouth twitches and Clint glares at her until his eyes hurt. Thor is followed inside by Bruce, who was invited, and by a tall and waifish pale skinned woman with dark hair and light green eyes, who was not. She’s very familiar. Given what they’re all here to discuss, that feeling is pretty uncomfortable.</p>
<p>“Thor. Who is this?” Steve asks. His voice is low and disapproving. He knows the answer as well as any of them do.</p>
<p>“Oh!” says Thor, as if he isn’t aware that his little jig is up. “This is my sister.” He doesn’t give her name, but they all can guess it. She smirks, wiggles her fingers in a smug little wave. Clint owes her an arrow to the eye.</p>
<p>“Not a great one, as far as disguises go,” Tony mutters as the three new comers cross the entry hall into the living room. Thor selects a chair as if nothing is wrong, his sister perching delicately on the arm. Bruce stands in between the two of them and Tony and tucks his hands into his pockets, a silent declaration of his personal loyalties.</p>
<p>“This one isn’t a disguise,” says Loki. There’s a long pause while everyone absorbs that, everything out in the air.</p>
</blockquote>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/20397382" target="_blank">Read More</a></p>
<p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Leave Me a Tip</a></p>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Taako misses Magic Day. Angus investigates why.</p>
<p>This fic contains internalized ableism in the form of a depressed character interpreting their emotional dysfunction as them being a bad person. No other characters believe this.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>Angus waits patiently in the training room for Taako. It’s not the first time that Taako has been late to a Magic Day lesson, so Angus is not that worried. In fact, Taako being late is a routine thing. Agnus thinks that maybe it is a test. He knows most little boys like him are not prone to being patient, but he is not like most little boys and he can wait for a very long time if necessary. Either that or maybe Taako just isn’t very good at keeping track of time, or he doesn’t want to give Angus high expectations. Angus - being the World’s Greatest Detective, and now also the Greatest Detective on The Moon - is very observant, and not very easily tricked, and he has noticed after a few months on board the moon base that Taako can sometimes purposefully express himself in a contrary way. Angus hasn’t yet figured out the purpose of that behavior, but he most certainly will (and that is both a threat and a promise, Angus would say, if anyone asked).</p>
<p>Angus waits for a very long time. He’s good at waiting, but this is a very very long time. Every time that Angus considers going to look for Taako it takes a little bit more effort to convince himself not to, to keep waiting, to be patient and pass the test. Of course Taako is taking longer this time, right? If it is a test it probably has to get harder before you can pass it for good. (But if it’s not a test… But it’s probably a test, probably. Maybe. But maybe not…)</p>
<p>Angus is very patient and waits for a very long time, and definitively would have passed this test if it had been a test. He has his mind pretty much made up for him that it wasn’t when Carey, Killian, and Magnus come in to the training room. The three of them all share teasing trash talk, including Magnus even thought Angus knows that Magnus has never once beat either Carey or Killian in a sparring match.</p>
<p>“Hey, Ango!” Magnus calls to Angus when he notices him. Angus waves, a little sullenly. “Hanging around for the show after your magic lessons, huh?” He flexes. Angus holds his chin high and tries to make sure his lip doesn’t wobble so that Magnus doesn’t notice that he’s upset (hopefully). Taako might be embarrassed if everyone knew he forgot. Angus would probably be embarrassed if he was Taako (Angus is embarrassed as Angus too, that he waited around so long for nothing, but he’s the only detective around here so he’s the only one that has to know that).</p>
<p>“I was going to, Sir,” he lies. “But I think it will be a little boring with you here too.” Magnus’s mouth drops open in genuine surprise before he plays it up and gasps theatrically. Meanwhile, Carey and Killian are both ooh ing and laughing, and even though he’s still upset Angus can’t help a small proud smile.</p>
<p>“Tch, wizards ,” Magnus mutters disparagingly, but he’s grinning at Angus as he says it, and he seems pretty proud too. Also, Angus is very happy to be called a wizard, even if he didn’t have a lesson today ( yet , and that is also a threat and a promise). “No appreciation for the rest of us.” Angus quietly leaves while Carey and Killian are pointing out to Magnus that ‘wizards’ seem to appreciate the two of them just fine and Magnus protests that he has Rustic Hospitality and everyone with any taste likes him automatically.</p>
<p>Angus makes his way towards the suite that Tres Horny Boys share. His feelings are hurt and he’s angry too, even as he tries to come up with excuses for Taako in his head. There could be all sorts of reasons that Taako forgot it was Magic Day. He almost certainly didn’t stand Angus up on purpose, so Angus shouldn’t be mad, right?</p>
</blockquote>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19983226" target="_blank">Read More</a></p>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Crowley has a kink. The kink is Aziraphale.</p>
<p><small>This fic contains a masochist discovering his kink during the course of exploring his demisexuality without understanding it yet. That could be triggering, and is the main reason I chose the ambiguous warning tag. Other reasons include but may not be limited to the same character and his partner neglecting to negotiate a scene until it has already begun, which is unsafe to do irl. Proceed at your own discretion.</small></p>
<blockquote>
<p>It’s Aziraphale’s fault. It’s Aziraphale’s fault, and Crowley will defend that hill until such time as he ceases completely to exist. If Aziraphale ever tries to say that it was Crowley who tempted or corrupted him, in this specific particular case Crowley has a defense prepared.</p>
<p>It all happens because the books are dusty. That’s just how they are, always, even the ones that get regularly handled. Aziraphale likes them that way, not just because it tends to put off customers, but also because he likes to pull one out and blow the dust off of it in a dramatic little cloud. He does this with every single book, every single time, and he bounces on his toes with a besotted little grin at the simple joy it gives him. It’s adorable, and deeply irritating.</p>
<p>Crowley can’t help but turn to look and watch every time Aziraphale goes through this ridiculous little ritual. It’s like watching a bunny flop over to show its belly, or like a train wreck.2 Crowley is following Aziraphale around, getting in the angel’s way when he can like a needy pet cat. Aziraphale pays him no particular mind except to occasionally glance up at him and give him a look that if it is attempting to be stern is failing. He’s looking around for something in particular; he’d said something about something or other before they’d left the back room but Crowley was only half listening and he can hardly be expected to remember anything when he has thus far endured already two dust cloud shuffles. It’s taking quite a while to find whatever book, in part because Aziraphale doesn’t remember the title or the author, and in part because the shop is poorly organized. Aziraphale likes it that way, not just because it tends to put off customers, but also because he likes to rediscover his own books like they’re new to him and making sure he doesn’t know where any of them are is the best way to get that feeling.</p>
<p>“Maybe this one,” Aziraphale mutters lowly to himself, squinting at a spine. Crowley leans in a little closer to look at the little wrinkle Aziraphale gets in between his eyebrows when he concentrates hard on something, trying to be subtle when subtlety is really not his strong suit and he knows it. As he moves he runs his fingers along the other books on the shelf, leaving trails in the dust that will be gone by tomorrow (when he’s around Aziraphale sometimes Crowley just gets this inexplicable, insatiable need to touch things). Aziraphale pulls out the book and turns from the shelf, coincidentally in Crowley’s direction, and blows up the dust nearly right into Crowley’s face. Either he doesn’t notice or does a truly bang up job at pretending not to, because he only does his little dance and opens the book with the quiet creak of old binding. Crowley blows some dust out of his lashes with a glare at Aziraphale’s creased forehead, but he’s too- he’s too bewitched by that blessed two-step nonsense that he can’t muster up enough peevishness to mention it. And then he sneezes.</p>
<p>“G'bless you,” Aziraphale says absently, reflexively. All the dust puffs off of Crowley’s face and it sparkles in the shitty lighting of the shop as if it were something grander, but more importantly an arc of electricity races down Crowley’s back from the base of his skull down to his tailbone. Crowley takes in a sharp breath through his teeth and shivers violently. It’s not… It’s not all bad. It stings, but it’s warm and tingly too. Never has any feeling befit more perfectly the word <i>zing</i>.</p>
</blockquote>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19852921" target="_blank">Read More</a></p>
<p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Aziraphale possesses Crowley. He was right; they do indeed explode. Euphemistically, that is.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>Crowley is <i>quite </i>sloshed when Aziraphale’s ethereal form manifests opposite him in the bar. For long seconds, before Aziraphale speaks, Crowley thinks he’s only imagining him, the particularly torturous offspring of fantasy and inebriation. Oh, how he aches when he sees Aziraphale, the outline of him all wibbly-wobbly. But then the apparition speaks, and it doesn’t say anything particularly out of character for Aziraphale - nothing too… <i>fanciful</i>, nothing too similar to the things Aziraphale says in Crowley’s dreams - and after six thousand years of incredulously watching him Crowley finds it easy enough to accept that Aziraphale did something so wildly outside the approved angelic playbook. He explains what happened to him, and Crowley explains- too much (too <i>fast</i>). Aziraphale’s spirit shifts uncomfortably, and continues on quickly, something about finding a body. He says, “Pity I can’t inhabit yours,” and laughs it off.</p>
<p><a></a>Here is where it is especially relevant that Crowley is so piss drunk. There he is, sloshing around in his all but fermented brain, still aching, and also only vaguely listening, and he thinks to himself, ‘I am so tired of this’. He’s tired of acting like he doesn’t <i>want</i>. He’s a demon; it’s against his nature.</p>
<p>“Well, why couldn’t you then?” he asks belligerently, plopping his chin into his hand with a harrumph. Or rather, that’s what he means to do. Instead his words come out slurred and whiny and his movement gives off the impression that one half of him is losing its structural integrity.</p>
<p><a></a>“Ah- well,” Aziraphale splutters. &quot;I’m an angel and you’re a demon! We’d probably explode.“ He sounds sad about it and Crowley rolls his eyes so hard he has to miracle away the strain. Typical angel to be so heartbroken over some random harm that hasn’t even come to pass.</p>
<p>“Only one way to find out, angel,” Crowley points out, and it does actually manage to be a little pointy. His attempt to wiggle his eyebrows, less so.</p>
<p>“I hardly think we have the time to be experimenting with our metaphysicality right now, darling,” Aziraphale scoffs. The sound has a strange formless echo to it, given that he’s not actually moving any air around. But Crowley is drunk, and he’s achy and tired, and he’s been so full of this damnable yearning for so long, and there’s hardly any chance that they’ll succeed anyway. He would rather die than not have this, something, just one more chance to know that no one has been closer to Aziraphale than him, one more chance to just- ask the question. Just one more question, just one more time, and go out with a boom before the answer befalls him.</p>
<p><a></a>“You hardly have time to find someone else,” he insists, and his voice is so quiet it must be so obvious what he really means. But, in typical angel fashion, Aziraphale shows him mercy and pretends to take those words at face value.<sup><small><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19783825#three-two" title="footnote 3" target="_blank">3</a></small></sup> He shifts again, squirming along with his inconsistent edges, and sighs deeply.</p>
<p>“Yes,” he says. “Yes, I suppose you’re right. But…” He lifts his imaginary hand to nervously rub along the bridge of his imaginary nose. “Well… Are you quite sure?” Crowley doesn’t so much shrug as undulate his entire body starting at the shoulders.</p>
<p>“I’m a being of self-interest, angel,” he jibes. Silly that he has to say it. Even without the rest of their history together, this alone would make them both deeply aware. “I wouldn’t offer something if I wasn’t willing to give it.” He attempts to tap his wrist. He misses. “C'mon, then! The time bomb’s a-ticking.” Aziraphale gives every appearance of taking a deep breath, of closing his eyes, of leaning in as if for a kiss.</p>
</blockquote>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19783825" target="_blank">Read More</a></p>
<p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Merle, Magnus, and Lup beg Taako to let them invite Lucretia to Candlenights. Merle posits that Taako should try to forgive for his own good, Magnus invokes the spirit of familial togetherness, and Lup just says please. So Taako agrees, even though he’s not ready.</p>
<p>

<small>Taako’s views in this fic on himself and Lucretia do not reflect my views on either character or on their relationship. Taako is traumatized and blames Lucretia disproportionately to her actions because he hasn’t been able to adjust yet. Some of his thoughts on this might be upsetting.</small>

<br/></p>
<blockquote>
<p>After everything, Taako buys a house. Taako fills his house with things. Mostly cooking things, but also books and art and bedding and cute little knick knacks that have absolutely no conceivable practical use. He has more than one walk in closet. No room is empty, and there are many many rooms. He has rugs and curtains and armchairs and eight pairs of sandals. He has a collection of nail polish that takes up a whole cabinet by itself. He owns lots of things that are heavy, unwieldy, loud. He plants himself right in the middle of Neverwinter and declares, silently and to himself, that he won’t be budged. Never ever.</p>
<p>That’s not the only thing Taako swears to never ever do. And Taako may have changed a lot over the past hundred and ten years - sometimes by choice, sometimes organically, sometimes against his will - but stubbornness? Nothing ever managed to take that away from him. So he swears he’ll never be on the run again, and he’ll never forgive Lucretia.</p>
<p>He’s not an asshole about it or anything, not that he couldn’t or that the urge to doesn’t ever hit him, stab him right between the ribs and stir up his guts until he gets ill. But given everything she took from him, Taako can’t bear to deprive himself even further by causing rifts or whatever. He did threaten to kill her while furiously weeping though, so he thinks his stance on hanging out is pretty clear. Sure, sometimes he can’t sleep because of cyclical inexpressible rage. And sometimes when he does sleep he’s woken by the same gut-wrenching night terrors that he had during those ten years, the ones where he’s searching and searching for something undefined and he knows somehow that if he doesn’t find it he’ll disappear too, but now when he wakes up instead of aimlessly trying to fill that void with food or attention or hats or other bullshit Taako knows to think of Lup. And of Barry, and Merle, and Magnus, and Davenport - and Lucretia. He was looking for her and she was right there , watching him search and fail and decompose. But whatever. She gets it, everyone gets it, no need to drag it out again. Taako can deal with his icky feelings all by himself like a big boy.</p>
<p>So life goes on and everything is a little weird and mostly good. Angus goes to school. Kravitz sleeps over at Taako’s a lot even though he doesn’t, strictly speaking, need to sleep, being dead and all, which is very sweet and nice and gives Taako feelings that are gooey but very much not icky at all. Carey and Killian go on a honeymoon that’s supposed to last for one week but actually lasts for three because no one has the heart and/or guts to tell them they have to come back. Davenport goes to sea and sends them all postcards. Merle lives on the beach and spends all his time with kids, and Magnus lives in the boonies and spends all his time with dogs. Lup and Barry renew their vows, again, and everyone they know is there, and Taako and Lucretia sit on opposite sides of the aisle, and it’s fine. Everything is fine.</p>
<p>One Candlenights passes, and then Midsummer, and the four birds left in between them go to Lucretia’s on one day and to Taako’s on another day for the celebrations, and it’s all perfectly fine. Taako feels mostly okay most of the time, and for the times when he’s doing shitty he has a Cleric who is not Merle that he visits sometimes and she kind of helps usually even though Taako doesn’t actually take her advice very often. Sooner than it seems it should, Candlenights is coming again.</p>
<p>Merle, Magnus, and Lup, in that order, all beg Taako to invite - or to let them invite - Lucretia to Candlenights at his place this year. Davenport is still at sea and won’t be attending, just as it was last year and for Midsummer. Barry says it’s Taako’s choice and refuses to express any opinion beyond that. Merle posits that Taako should let go of his anger for his own good (which would be fine and Taako figures he could wrestle his stubbornness into compliance to get it done, if only this gods-awful feeling was as simple as ‘anger’), Magnus invokes the spirit of familial togetherness, and Lup just says please. So, reluctantly and not very charitably, Taako agrees.</p>
</blockquote>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19478245" target="_blank">Read More</a></p>
<p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p>
</blockquote>
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<p>Summary:<br/>
Taako stands in front of a display of seasonal berries, the elderberries right up front.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>
 Routinely, Taako avoids the produce section of the Fantasy 
Costco. It’s not difficult, the section is small in comparison to the 
endless others, and usually he’s here with Magnus and Merle and they’re 
either equipping for a mission or simply making a nuisance of 
themselves. But sometimes when Taako can’t sleep - which is often - he 
comes here and shops until he’s ready to drop. Most of the time he 
doesn’t even buy anything, he just looks and imagines a thousand 
different lives for himself based on the items that grab his interest.
</p>
<p>
 Every now and then though, like now, he’ll find himself in the 
dread produce section and he’ll see something in particular, some 
completely mundane ingredient, and he won’t be able to leave. Once, he 
saw a long row of gigantic frozen turkeys and inexplicably burst into 
tears; once, a pile of innocent avocados captured him in a spiral of 
dead-end confusion for hours. Now, Taako stands in front of a display of
 seasonal berries, the elderberries right up front. At least this time 
he knows what his ish is.
</p>
<p>
 (The Glamour Springs show was in early summer and elderberries 
wouldn’t be naturally ripe for several months still. Taako made them 
extra dark and juicy, even better than any you could’ve picked yourself.
 That was the trick. The impossibility.)
</p>
<p>
 Taako doesn’t know how long it is that he stares at the berries,
 mentally redoing the mechanics of his spell over and over again, and in
 between every calculation and every pronunciation echo the results. 
Five dry twigs to one live berry, forty people dead. Short vowels and 
long consonants, forty people dead.
</p>
<p>
 “Those are fresh, just in!” Garfield pops up behind Taako. Taako
 doesn’t jump, and his thoughts don’t stop cycling either. “They’re to 
die for!”
</p>
<p>
 “I can’t argue with that, my man,” Taako says. Forty people dead. “How much?”</p>
</blockquote>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19288966" target="_blank">Read More</a><br/></p>
<p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Loki is well-adjusted in exactly one (1) way.</p>
<p>[rewritten to be more in character and fit the rest of the AU better]</p>
<blockquote>
<p>There doesn’t seem to be much rhyme or reason anymore that determines whether Bruce is Bruce or the Hulk. Right now he’s Bruce, but if he could figure it out he’d rather be Hulk instead. Hulk wouldn’t be bothered by being the only one of his kind on board this ship; Hulk wouldn’t care about what’s in his food; Hulk isn’t lonely. Or if he is, that’s for him to deal with and when he’s in charge Bruce doesn’t have to. Selfish? Definitely. Everyone has flaws.</p>
<p>There are plenty of things that Bruce likes and admires about himself, but they all seem to go pale the longer he’s conscious. Next to everything else… He’s just surrounded by absence, like the void of space is leaking inside and getting into everything. In the bedding, in the food, the drink, the long empty hallways, the dark when ship’s night dims the lights, every passing stranger. He wants to disappear, dissolve away, cease to exist, the same way his old life did. His old relationships.</p>
<p>Bruce is sitting alone in what has been made into the ship’s mess hall, swirling half-familiar looking food items around on a sectioned metal tray. There is one thing that looks like some kind of iron-rich plant thing, one thing that would look like rice if it weren’t electric blue and translucent, one thing that has the smell and texture of meat but the color of molasses, and one thing that is a thick pale pink batter. Maybe pudding? Bruce cuts his meat item up into tiny pieces and puts a single vegetable on top of each piece, and eats none of them. His thoughts chase each other around and around, each one landing on her briefly before running away again, coming back to her, running away, back to her. He makes a little hole in his pile of blue stuff.</p>
<p>“I heard about you and Romanov,” says the last voice Bruce really wants to hear, forcing Bruce’s thoughts to stay still right where he doesn’t want them. Loki invites himself to join Bruce without further preamble, flipping the skirt of his fancy jacket out behind him as he lowers himself gracefully into the chair across. “Seems an odd pair.”</p>
<p>“The best ones usually are,” Bruce mutters. With any luck enough recalcitrance will make Loki give up and leave him alone, or at least change the subject. He doubts luck is something one usually gets when dealing with the Trickster God, though.</p>
</blockquote>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19156849" target="_blank">Read More</a></p>
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<blockquote><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Between that fateful war meeting and the Day of Black Sun, Zuko earns the loyalty of his people.</p></blockquote><p>Tu is one part hopeful, three parts nervous. He’s relatively low ranking still, only two promotions up from draft rank, and he has never before met any of the royal family. He has seen Princess Azula from a short distance, as she makes her way or gives speeches or orders. And he saw Prince Zuko once, at a farther distance, during the celebration of his return. He had cut an imposing figure next to the Princess, young but broad shouldered and straight backed, marching into view of his people from out of the shadowed palace.</p><p>(Tu has never seen the Firelord. He’s not over-eager. He’s too young to bear such a heavy honor. Perhaps one day Tu will be ready to meet Him. But not until he’s a General, if he ever becomes a General. No sooner.)</p><p>Tu has been summoned to the palace for an audience with Prince Zuko. The missive was short, requesting only his presence at a certain place and time, and his discretion. He doesn’t think he is to be reprimanded. For one, rumor has it that Prince Zuko has a distaste for discipline and delegates it whenever possible. Tu figures that any mistake he might make would be far below the Prince’s notice, anyway. And Tu can’t imagine that he’s had the opportunity to pay Prince Zuko any personal offense. Tu has only seen him that once, and he knows not to speak out of turn or above his station. </p><p>Besides, Tu likes Prince Zuko (not that he doesn’t like the Princess or the Firelord, or would ever dream of saying something to that effect). Tu has worked with Guo at the Caldera military headquarters for two seasons now, and Guo worked under Prince Zuko’s command abroad for three years, and he says that Prince Zuko is honorable and loyal and driven and smart.</p><p>(Guo also says that Prince Zuko has the same hot temper and short fuse that the rest of his family does, but Tu pretends he didn’t hear that because Guo shouldn’t have said it.</p><p>Guo also says a lot of stuff about Admiral Zhao that he shouldn’t but Tu doesn’t mind hearing that because Admiral Zhao is just a man, and a dead one at that. And Guo is so funny when he’s grumpy! Tu is always glad to listen to him rant.)</p><p>There are various entrances to the palace, each one of them designated to each station of people that need to come and go. Tu has been to the palace on several occasions to attend war rallies in the West Courtyard, but he has never been anywhere else in the building or on the grounds. He holds his back perfectly straight and professional as he’s seen through each progressive military entrance by sets of guards but as soon as he’s out of sight of anyone else, Tu looks around at everything with bald curiosity.</p><p>“Corporal Tu?” Tu lets loose a very manly yelp as he jumps and whirls around to find the source of the voice. A man a little younger than Tu stands at the corner of a long hallway, dressed in the dark but unembroidered clothing of a high ranking servant. His face is held carefully blank, but his dimples keep his amusement from being fully hidden.</p><blockquote><p><small><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/24770512/chapters/59893996" target="_blank">First</a></small></p><p><small><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/24770512/chapters/60024055#workskin" target="_blank">Previous</a></small></p><p><small><small><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy Me A Coffee</a></small></small></p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>The full moon makes Katara feel strong. She keeps watch. The full moon makes Zuko feel weak. He has a nightmare.</p><blockquote><p>The full moon comes and Katara can’t sleep. Even sequestered away from the moonlight inside the Western Air Temple, the energy of it flows under her skin like white rapids. She’d be surprised that Aang can obviously sleep just fine, his soft snores sending up tiny whirlwinds, but no doubt he’s tired from firebending training with Zuko. Zuko, who no longer slinks away to his room alone at night ever since he and Sokka came back from their little field trip and Sokka wouldn’t stop fawning all over him until they both dropped where they sat. It seems like Katara is the only one left he hasn’t gotten to yet. It’s not that Katara isn’t grateful to have her father back. Of course she is. But one good deed can’t measure up to a lifetime of evil.</p><p>Dad is sleeping around the embers with them again tonight, along with Suki snuggled up to Sokka’s side, while the Fire Nation prisoner they had broken out had chosen a room for himself instead. Under the power of the moon Katara can feel the warmth of their blood; its quiet, contained flow through their bodies allows her to be aware of their presence more viscerally than she could have in the day, or on any other night.</p><p>She can feel the blood in Zuko’s body too, a little warmer than everyone else’s.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
a little ocean: Katara & Zuko + nightmare
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>The full moon makes Katara feel strong. She keeps watch. The full moon makes Zuko feel weak. He has a nightmare.</p><blockquote><p>The full moon comes and Katara can’t sleep. Even sequestered away from the moonlight inside the Western Air Temple, the energy of it flows under her skin like white rapids. She’d be surprised that Aang can obviously sleep just fine, his soft snores sending up tiny whirlwinds, but no doubt he’s tired from firebending training with Zuko. Zuko, who no longer slinks away to his room alone at night ever since he and Sokka came back from their little field trip and Sokka wouldn’t stop fawning all over him until they both dropped where they sat. It seems like Katara is the only one left he hasn’t gotten to yet. It’s not that Katara isn’t grateful to have her father back. Of course she is. But one good deed can’t measure up to a lifetime of evil.</p><p>Dad is sleeping around the embers with them again tonight, along with Suki snuggled up to Sokka’s side, while the Fire Nation prisoner they had broken out had chosen a room for himself instead. Under the power of the moon Katara can feel the warmth of their blood; its quiet, contained flow through their bodies allows her to be aware of their presence more viscerally than she could have in the day, or on any other night.</p><p>She can feel the blood in Zuko’s body too, a little warmer than everyone else’s.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Between that fateful war meeting and the Day of Black Sun, Zuko earns the loyalty of his people.</p></blockquote><p>Tu is one part hopeful, three parts nervous. He’s relatively low ranking still, only two promotions up from draft rank, and he has never before met any of the royal family. He has seen Princess Azula from a short distance, as she makes her way or gives speeches or orders. And he saw Prince Zuko once, at a farther distance, during the celebration of his return. He had cut an imposing figure next to the Princess, young but broad shouldered and straight backed, marching into view of his people from out of the shadowed palace.</p><p>(Tu has never seen the Firelord. He’s not over-eager. He’s too young to bear such a heavy honor. Perhaps one day Tu will be ready to meet Him. But not until he’s a General, if he ever becomes a General. No sooner.)</p><p>Tu has been summoned to the palace for an audience with Prince Zuko. The missive was short, requesting only his presence at a certain place and time, and his discretion. He doesn’t think he is to be reprimanded. For one, rumor has it that Prince Zuko has a distaste for discipline and delegates it whenever possible. Tu figures that any mistake he might make would be far below the Prince’s notice, anyway. And Tu can’t imagine that he’s had the opportunity to pay Prince Zuko any personal offense. Tu has only seen him that once, and he knows not to speak out of turn or above his station. </p><p>Besides, Tu likes Prince Zuko (not that he doesn’t like the Princess or the Firelord, or would ever dream of saying something to that effect). Tu has worked with Guo at the Caldera military headquarters for two seasons now, and Guo worked under Prince Zuko’s command abroad for three years, and he says that Prince Zuko is honorable and loyal and driven and smart.</p><p>(Guo also says that Prince Zuko has the same hot temper and short fuse that the rest of his family does, but Tu pretends he didn’t hear that because Guo shouldn’t have said it.</p><p>Guo also says a lot of stuff about Admiral Zhao that he shouldn’t but Tu doesn’t mind hearing that because Admiral Zhao is just a man, and a dead one at that. And Guo is so funny when he’s grumpy! Tu is always glad to listen to him rant.)</p><p>There are various entrances to the palace, each one of them designated to each station of people that need to come and go. Tu has been to the palace on several occasions to attend war rallies in the West Courtyard, but he has never been anywhere else in the building or on the grounds. He holds his back perfectly straight and professional as he’s seen through each progressive military entrance by sets of guards but as soon as he’s out of sight of anyone else, Tu looks around at everything with bald curiosity.</p><p>“Corporal Tu?” Tu lets loose a very manly yelp as he jumps and whirls around to find the source of the voice. A man a little younger than Tu stands at the corner of a long hallway, dressed in the dark but unembroidered clothing of a high ranking servant. His face is held carefully blank, but his dimples keep his amusement from being fully hidden.</p><blockquote><p><small><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/24770512/chapters/59893996" target="_blank">First</a></small></p><p><small><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/24770512/chapters/60024055#workskin" target="_blank">Previous</a></small></p><p><small><small><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy Me A Coffee</a></small></small></p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Loki is well-adjusted in exactly one (1) way.</p><p>[rewritten to be more in character and fit the rest of the AU better]</p><blockquote><p>There doesn’t seem to be much rhyme or reason anymore that determines whether Bruce is Bruce or the Hulk. Right now he’s Bruce, but if he could figure it out he’d rather be Hulk instead. Hulk wouldn’t be bothered by being the only one of his kind on board this ship; Hulk wouldn’t care about what’s in his food; Hulk isn’t lonely. Or if he is, that’s for him to deal with and when he’s in charge Bruce doesn’t have to. Selfish? Definitely. Everyone has flaws.</p><p>There are plenty of things that Bruce likes and admires about himself, but they all seem to go pale the longer he’s conscious. Next to everything else… He’s just surrounded by absence, like the void of space is leaking inside and getting into everything. In the bedding, in the food, the drink, the long empty hallways, the dark when ship’s night dims the lights, every passing stranger. He wants to disappear, dissolve away, cease to exist, the same way his old life did. His old relationships.</p><p>Bruce is sitting alone in what has been made into the ship’s mess hall, swirling half-familiar looking food items around on a sectioned metal tray. There is one thing that looks like some kind of iron-rich plant thing, one thing that would look like rice if it weren’t electric blue and translucent, one thing that has the smell and texture of meat but the color of molasses, and one thing that is a thick pale pink batter. Maybe pudding? Bruce cuts his meat item up into tiny pieces and puts a single vegetable on top of each piece, and eats none of them. His thoughts chase each other around and around, each one landing on her briefly before running away again, coming back to her, running away, back to her. He makes a little hole in his pile of blue stuff.</p><p>“I heard about you and Romanov,” says the last voice Bruce really wants to hear, forcing Bruce’s thoughts to stay still right where he doesn’t want them. Loki invites himself to join Bruce without further preamble, flipping the skirt of his fancy jacket out behind him as he lowers himself gracefully into the chair across. “Seems an odd pair.”</p><p>“The best ones usually are,” Bruce mutters. With any luck enough recalcitrance will make Loki give up and leave him alone, or at least change the subject. He doubts luck is something one usually gets when dealing with the Trickster God, though.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19156849" target="_blank">Read More</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p>Summary:<br/>
Taako stands in front of a display of seasonal berries, the elderberries right up front.</p><blockquote><p>
 Routinely, Taako avoids the produce section of the Fantasy 
Costco. It’s not difficult, the section is small in comparison to the 
endless others, and usually he’s here with Magnus and Merle and they’re 
either equipping for a mission or simply making a nuisance of 
themselves. But sometimes when Taako can’t sleep - which is often - he 
comes here and shops until he’s ready to drop. Most of the time he 
doesn’t even buy anything, he just looks and imagines a thousand 
different lives for himself based on the items that grab his interest.
</p><p>
 Every now and then though, like now, he’ll find himself in the 
dread produce section and he’ll see something in particular, some 
completely mundane ingredient, and he won’t be able to leave. Once, he 
saw a long row of gigantic frozen turkeys and inexplicably burst into 
tears; once, a pile of innocent avocados captured him in a spiral of 
dead-end confusion for hours. Now, Taako stands in front of a display of
 seasonal berries, the elderberries right up front. At least this time 
he knows what his ish is.
</p><p>
 (The Glamour Springs show was in early summer and elderberries 
wouldn’t be naturally ripe for several months still. Taako made them 
extra dark and juicy, even better than any you could’ve picked yourself.
 That was the trick. The impossibility.)
</p><p>
 Taako doesn’t know how long it is that he stares at the berries,
 mentally redoing the mechanics of his spell over and over again, and in
 between every calculation and every pronunciation echo the results. 
Five dry twigs to one live berry, forty people dead. Short vowels and 
long consonants, forty people dead.
</p><p>
 “Those are fresh, just in!” Garfield pops up behind Taako. Taako
 doesn’t jump, and his thoughts don’t stop cycling either. “They’re to 
die for!”
</p><p>
 “I can’t argue with that, my man,” Taako says. Forty people dead. “How much?”</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19288966" target="_blank">Read More</a><br/></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Merle, Magnus, and Lup beg Taako to let them invite Lucretia to Candlenights. Merle posits that Taako should try to forgive for his own good, Magnus invokes the spirit of familial togetherness, and Lup just says please. So Taako agrees, even though he’s not ready.</p><p>

<small>Taako’s views in this fic on himself and Lucretia do not reflect my views on either character or on their relationship. Taako is traumatized and blames Lucretia disproportionately to her actions because he hasn’t been able to adjust yet. Some of his thoughts on this might be upsetting.</small>

<br/></p><blockquote><p>After everything, Taako buys a house. Taako fills his house with things. Mostly cooking things, but also books and art and bedding and cute little knick knacks that have absolutely no conceivable practical use. He has more than one walk in closet. No room is empty, and there are many many rooms. He has rugs and curtains and armchairs and eight pairs of sandals. He has a collection of nail polish that takes up a whole cabinet by itself. He owns lots of things that are heavy, unwieldy, loud. He plants himself right in the middle of Neverwinter and declares, silently and to himself, that he won’t be budged. Never ever.</p><p>That’s not the only thing Taako swears to never ever do. And Taako may have changed a lot over the past hundred and ten years - sometimes by choice, sometimes organically, sometimes against his will - but stubbornness? Nothing ever managed to take that away from him. So he swears he’ll never be on the run again, and he’ll never forgive Lucretia.</p><p>He’s not an asshole about it or anything, not that he couldn’t or that the urge to doesn’t ever hit him, stab him right between the ribs and stir up his guts until he gets ill. But given everything she took from him, Taako can’t bear to deprive himself even further by causing rifts or whatever. He did threaten to kill her while furiously weeping though, so he thinks his stance on hanging out is pretty clear. Sure, sometimes he can’t sleep because of cyclical inexpressible rage. And sometimes when he does sleep he’s woken by the same gut-wrenching night terrors that he had during those ten years, the ones where he’s searching and searching for something undefined and he knows somehow that if he doesn’t find it he’ll disappear too, but now when he wakes up instead of aimlessly trying to fill that void with food or attention or hats or other bullshit Taako knows to think of Lup. And of Barry, and Merle, and Magnus, and Davenport - and Lucretia. He was looking for her and she was right there , watching him search and fail and decompose. But whatever. She gets it, everyone gets it, no need to drag it out again. Taako can deal with his icky feelings all by himself like a big boy.</p><p>So life goes on and everything is a little weird and mostly good. Angus goes to school. Kravitz sleeps over at Taako’s a lot even though he doesn’t, strictly speaking, need to sleep, being dead and all, which is very sweet and nice and gives Taako feelings that are gooey but very much not icky at all. Carey and Killian go on a honeymoon that’s supposed to last for one week but actually lasts for three because no one has the heart and/or guts to tell them they have to come back. Davenport goes to sea and sends them all postcards. Merle lives on the beach and spends all his time with kids, and Magnus lives in the boonies and spends all his time with dogs. Lup and Barry renew their vows, again, and everyone they know is there, and Taako and Lucretia sit on opposite sides of the aisle, and it’s fine. Everything is fine.</p><p>One Candlenights passes, and then Midsummer, and the four birds left in between them go to Lucretia’s on one day and to Taako’s on another day for the celebrations, and it’s all perfectly fine. Taako feels mostly okay most of the time, and for the times when he’s doing shitty he has a Cleric who is not Merle that he visits sometimes and she kind of helps usually even though Taako doesn’t actually take her advice very often. Sooner than it seems it should, Candlenights is coming again.</p><p>Merle, Magnus, and Lup, in that order, all beg Taako to invite - or to let them invite - Lucretia to Candlenights at his place this year. Davenport is still at sea and won’t be attending, just as it was last year and for Midsummer. Barry says it’s Taako’s choice and refuses to express any opinion beyond that. Merle posits that Taako should let go of his anger for his own good (which would be fine and Taako figures he could wrestle his stubbornness into compliance to get it done, if only this gods-awful feeling was as simple as ‘anger’), Magnus invokes the spirit of familial togetherness, and Lup just says please. So, reluctantly and not very charitably, Taako agrees.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19478245" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Aziraphale possesses Crowley. He was right; they do indeed explode. Euphemistically, that is.</p><blockquote><p>Crowley is <i>quite </i>sloshed when Aziraphale’s ethereal form manifests opposite him in the bar. For long seconds, before Aziraphale speaks, Crowley thinks he’s only imagining him, the particularly torturous offspring of fantasy and inebriation. Oh, how he aches when he sees Aziraphale, the outline of him all wibbly-wobbly. But then the apparition speaks, and it doesn’t say anything particularly out of character for Aziraphale - nothing too… <i>fanciful</i>, nothing too similar to the things Aziraphale says in Crowley’s dreams - and after six thousand years of incredulously watching him Crowley finds it easy enough to accept that Aziraphale did something so wildly outside the approved angelic playbook. He explains what happened to him, and Crowley explains- too much (too <i>fast</i>). Aziraphale’s spirit shifts uncomfortably, and continues on quickly, something about finding a body. He says, “Pity I can’t inhabit yours,” and laughs it off.</p><p><a></a>Here is where it is especially relevant that Crowley is so piss drunk. There he is, sloshing around in his all but fermented brain, still aching, and also only vaguely listening, and he thinks to himself, ‘I am so tired of this’. He’s tired of acting like he doesn’t <i>want</i>. He’s a demon; it’s against his nature.</p><p>“Well, why couldn’t you then?” he asks belligerently, plopping his chin into his hand with a harrumph. Or rather, that’s what he means to do. Instead his words come out slurred and whiny and his movement gives off the impression that one half of him is losing its structural integrity.</p><p><a></a>“Ah- well,” Aziraphale splutters. &quot;I’m an angel and you’re a demon! We’d probably explode.“ He sounds sad about it and Crowley rolls his eyes so hard he has to miracle away the strain. Typical angel to be so heartbroken over some random harm that hasn’t even come to pass.</p><p>&ldquo;Only one way to find out, angel,” Crowley points out, and it does actually manage to be a little pointy. His attempt to wiggle his eyebrows, less so.</p><p>“I hardly think we have the time to be experimenting with our metaphysicality right now, darling,” Aziraphale scoffs. The sound has a strange formless echo to it, given that he’s not actually moving any air around. But Crowley is drunk, and he’s achy and tired, and he’s been so full of this damnable yearning for so long, and there’s hardly any chance that they’ll succeed anyway. He would rather die than not have this, something, just one more chance to know that no one has been closer to Aziraphale than him, one more chance to just- ask the question. Just one more question, just one more time, and go out with a boom before the answer befalls him.</p><p><a></a>“You hardly have time to find someone else,” he insists, and his voice is so quiet it must be so obvious what he really means. But, in typical angel fashion, Aziraphale shows him mercy and pretends to take those words at face value.<sup><small><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19783825#three-two" title="footnote 3" target="_blank">3</a></small></sup> He shifts again, squirming along with his inconsistent edges, and sighs deeply.</p><p>“Yes,” he says. “Yes, I suppose you’re right. But…” He lifts his imaginary hand to nervously rub along the bridge of his imaginary nose. “Well… Are you quite sure?” Crowley doesn’t so much shrug as undulate his entire body starting at the shoulders.</p><p>“I’m a being of self-interest, angel,” he jibes. Silly that he has to say it. Even without the rest of their history together, this alone would make them both deeply aware. “I wouldn’t offer something if I wasn’t willing to give it.” He attempts to tap his wrist. He misses. “C'mon, then! The time bomb’s a-ticking.” Aziraphale gives every appearance of taking a deep breath, of closing his eyes, of leaning in as if for a kiss.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19783825" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Crowley has a kink. The kink is Aziraphale.</p><p><small>This fic contains a masochist discovering his kink during the course of exploring his demisexuality without understanding it yet. That could be triggering, and is the main reason I chose the ambiguous warning tag. Other reasons include but may not be limited to the same character and his partner neglecting to negotiate a scene until it has already begun, which is unsafe to do irl. Proceed at your own discretion.</small></p><blockquote><p>It’s Aziraphale’s fault. It’s Aziraphale’s fault, and Crowley will defend that hill until such time as he ceases completely to exist. If Aziraphale ever tries to say that it was Crowley who tempted or corrupted him, in this specific particular case Crowley has a defense prepared.</p><p>It all happens because the books are dusty. That’s just how they are, always, even the ones that get regularly handled. Aziraphale likes them that way, not just because it tends to put off customers, but also because he likes to pull one out and blow the dust off of it in a dramatic little cloud. He does this with every single book, every single time, and he bounces on his toes with a besotted little grin at the simple joy it gives him. It’s adorable, and deeply irritating.</p><p>Crowley can’t help but turn to look and watch every time Aziraphale goes through this ridiculous little ritual. It’s like watching a bunny flop over to show its belly, or like a train wreck.2 Crowley is following Aziraphale around, getting in the angel’s way when he can like a needy pet cat. Aziraphale pays him no particular mind except to occasionally glance up at him and give him a look that if it is attempting to be stern is failing. He’s looking around for something in particular; he’d said something about something or other before they’d left the back room but Crowley was only half listening and he can hardly be expected to remember anything when he has thus far endured already two dust cloud shuffles. It’s taking quite a while to find whatever book, in part because Aziraphale doesn’t remember the title or the author, and in part because the shop is poorly organized. Aziraphale likes it that way, not just because it tends to put off customers, but also because he likes to rediscover his own books like they’re new to him and making sure he doesn’t know where any of them are is the best way to get that feeling.</p><p>“Maybe this one,” Aziraphale mutters lowly to himself, squinting at a spine. Crowley leans in a little closer to look at the little wrinkle Aziraphale gets in between his eyebrows when he concentrates hard on something, trying to be subtle when subtlety is really not his strong suit and he knows it. As he moves he runs his fingers along the other books on the shelf, leaving trails in the dust that will be gone by tomorrow (when he’s around Aziraphale sometimes Crowley just gets this inexplicable, insatiable need to touch things). Aziraphale pulls out the book and turns from the shelf, coincidentally in Crowley’s direction, and blows up the dust nearly right into Crowley’s face. Either he doesn’t notice or does a truly bang up job at pretending not to, because he only does his little dance and opens the book with the quiet creak of old binding. Crowley blows some dust out of his lashes with a glare at Aziraphale’s creased forehead, but he’s too- he’s too bewitched by that blessed two-step nonsense that he can’t muster up enough peevishness to mention it. And then he sneezes.</p><p>“G'bless you,” Aziraphale says absently, reflexively. All the dust puffs off of Crowley’s face and it sparkles in the shitty lighting of the shop as if it were something grander, but more importantly an arc of electricity races down Crowley’s back from the base of his skull down to his tailbone. Crowley takes in a sharp breath through his teeth and shivers violently. It’s not… It’s not all bad. It stings, but it’s warm and tingly too. Never has any feeling befit more perfectly the word <i>zing</i>.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19852921" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Taako misses Magic Day. Angus investigates why.</p><p>This fic contains internalized ableism in the form of a depressed character interpreting their emotional dysfunction as them being a bad person. No other characters believe this.</p><blockquote><p>Angus waits patiently in the training room for Taako. It’s not the first time that Taako has been late to a Magic Day lesson, so Angus is not that worried. In fact, Taako being late is a routine thing. Agnus thinks that maybe it is a test. He knows most little boys like him are not prone to being patient, but he is not like most little boys and he can wait for a very long time if necessary. Either that or maybe Taako just isn’t very good at keeping track of time, or he doesn’t want to give Angus high expectations. Angus - being the World’s Greatest Detective, and now also the Greatest Detective on The Moon - is very observant, and not very easily tricked, and he has noticed after a few months on board the moon base that Taako can sometimes purposefully express himself in a contrary way. Angus hasn’t yet figured out the purpose of that behavior, but he most certainly will (and that is both a threat and a promise, Angus would say, if anyone asked).</p><p>Angus waits for a very long time. He’s good at waiting, but this is a very very long time. Every time that Angus considers going to look for Taako it takes a little bit more effort to convince himself not to, to keep waiting, to be patient and pass the test. Of course Taako is taking longer this time, right? If it is a test it probably has to get harder before you can pass it for good. (But if it’s not a test… But it’s probably a test, probably. Maybe. But maybe not…)</p><p>Angus is very patient and waits for a very long time, and definitively would have passed this test if it had been a test. He has his mind pretty much made up for him that it wasn’t when Carey, Killian, and Magnus come in to the training room. The three of them all share teasing trash talk, including Magnus even thought Angus knows that Magnus has never once beat either Carey or Killian in a sparring match.</p><p>“Hey, Ango!” Magnus calls to Angus when he notices him. Angus waves, a little sullenly. “Hanging around for the show after your magic lessons, huh?” He flexes. Angus holds his chin high and tries to make sure his lip doesn’t wobble so that Magnus doesn’t notice that he’s upset (hopefully). Taako might be embarrassed if everyone knew he forgot. Angus would probably be embarrassed if he was Taako (Angus is embarrassed as Angus too, that he waited around so long for nothing, but he’s the only detective around here so he’s the only one that has to know that).</p><p>“I was going to, Sir,” he lies. “But I think it will be a little boring with you here too.” Magnus’s mouth drops open in genuine surprise before he plays it up and gasps theatrically. Meanwhile, Carey and Killian are both ooh ing and laughing, and even though he’s still upset Angus can’t help a small proud smile.</p><p>“Tch, wizards ,” Magnus mutters disparagingly, but he’s grinning at Angus as he says it, and he seems pretty proud too. Also, Angus is very happy to be called a wizard, even if he didn’t have a lesson today ( yet , and that is also a threat and a promise). “No appreciation for the rest of us.” Angus quietly leaves while Carey and Killian are pointing out to Magnus that ‘wizards’ seem to appreciate the two of them just fine and Magnus protests that he has Rustic Hospitality and everyone with any taste likes him automatically.</p><p>Angus makes his way towards the suite that Tres Horny Boys share. His feelings are hurt and he’s angry too, even as he tries to come up with excuses for Taako in his head. There could be all sorts of reasons that Taako forgot it was Magic Day. He almost certainly didn’t stand Angus up on purpose, so Angus shouldn’t be mad, right?</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19983226" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>The Avengers get back together to handle the Loki situation.</p><blockquote><p>“I’m happy we’re all buddies again,” Clint says, his miffed tone belying the words. “But you guys know the fuzz still does random checks of this place, right? I’m under house arrest, here.”</p><p>“Yeah,” Natasha confirms. Her voice and mouth are flat, but her eyes dance. She’s such a pain in his ass. He misses her every second she’s gone. “That’s why we had to come here, obviously.” She and Steve are in Clint’s living room, Nat lounging with exaggerated faux-relaxation in Clint’s favorite armchair, and Steve in the middle of the space standing tall and firm the way he always does when serious business is afoot. It’s not just them, though - hence the tension in the air. Tony is hovering nervously in the wide doorway towards the kitchen. He’s been quiet since he got here. Clint can’t really blame him; he’s outnumbered.</p><p>The front door flies open. There isn’t a bang, but Clint definitely locked that behind Tony.</p><p>“Sorry we are late!” Thor announces, booming as usual, as he lets himself inside. Natasha’s mouth twitches and Clint glares at her until his eyes hurt. Thor is followed inside by Bruce, who was invited, and by a tall and waifish pale skinned woman with dark hair and light green eyes, who was not. She’s very familiar. Given what they’re all here to discuss, that feeling is pretty uncomfortable.</p><p>“Thor. Who is this?” Steve asks. His voice is low and disapproving. He knows the answer as well as any of them do.</p><p>“Oh!” says Thor, as if he isn’t aware that his little jig is up. “This is my sister.” He doesn’t give her name, but they all can guess it. She smirks, wiggles her fingers in a smug little wave. Clint owes her an arrow to the eye.</p><p>“Not a great one, as far as disguises go,” Tony mutters as the three new comers cross the entry hall into the living room. Thor selects a chair as if nothing is wrong, his sister perching delicately on the arm. Bruce stands in between the two of them and Tony and tucks his hands into his pockets, a silent declaration of his personal loyalties.</p><p>“This one isn’t a disguise,” says Loki. There’s a long pause while everyone absorbs that, everything out in the air.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/20397382" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Leave Me a Tip</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>After defeating Thanos, Loki covets Bruce’s attention.</p><blockquote><p>Loki and Bruce are the only two… well, they’re not Avengers, but teammates, at least for the battle that they’ve just all won together. They’re the only two teammates that don’t have their own rooms inside Avengers Compound, and thus they are the only two left in the common area. They will both probably retire eventually to Thor’s apartments. Or perhaps Bruce will follow Romanov or Stark to bed instead; Loki doesn’t know what either of those situations is like, but both seemed to watch him mournfully all night and Loki feels greedy and smug to have Bruce still here with him for however long that lasts. It is Idunn only knows what time in the morning, Thor and Loki and Valkyrie having led the rest in a victory revel the likes of which surely had only been seen on Old Asgard previously. Loki is warm and loose with drink, and judging by the way Bruce is letting him sprawl all over him when there is a whole empty couch worth of space - not to mention all the other furniture in the room - the other man is just as inebriated. Bruce runs a hand through Loki’s hair and Loki hums happily and presses even closer.</p><p>“So,” Bruce murmurs. Loki can feel his voice vibrate between them, chest to chest as they are, and shivers. “Things are going not too bad for you, huh?” Loki hums again, this time in acknowledgement. He’s not particularly interested in talking, for all that Bruce always manages to make himself interesting. He’d rather continue to drink, and ply Bruce with drink too, and bask in the excuse to get closer, closer, closer. As close as he can get before it’s time to pull away again, to return to his brother’s side while Bruce goes to whomever it is that holds his true loyalty - be that Thor as a member of Asgard like it seems he wants, or maybe Valkyrie if their connection is more than camaraderie, or Romanov or Stark; he could have a place with any of them without effort. But for now he’s here, with Loki, and Loki, proudly selfish, will take as much of him as he can. He throws a leg over Bruce’s lap and tucks his face in so tight to Bruce’s neck that when his lips touch it could have been an accident.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/20441309" target="_blank">Keep Reading</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Leave Me a Tip</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Thor has learned that the past and the present and the future are three strands in a string, woven together.</p><p><small>I used accusations similar to blood libel to demonstrate that the justifications for violence against a specific being were falsified for a political agenda. It’s vague and brief but might be triggering.</small></p><blockquote><p>Thor is making merry after a grand adventure. He is too drunken already to tell the tale anymore. Around him, Thor’s friends are loud and raucous and warm. Volstagg has his shirt torn from his shoulders and falling about his waist, still tucked into his pants, arm wrestling a maiden who seems taken with him with one hand and feeding himself roast boar with the other. Fandral’s back, still tacky through his shirt with blood (someone else’s) and sweat (his own), is pressed against Thor’s side, his laughter bright in Thor’s ear, each of his arms wrapped round the shoulders of a breathtaking woman. Sif is drinking men under the table, them lining up orderly before her for the privilege. Loki has taken up the mantle of recounting their victory, standing on top of the table with softly glowing fingers as illusions dance around him. His rhymes are steadily declining in quality as he continues to drink as well, though even still his voice never breaks and he never stutters.</p><p>There is something not quite right, but Thor cannot place it.</p><p>The hot sun beats down through a clear blue sky. The earth underneath Thor’s boots is hard-packed and flat. He’s braced on the balls of his feet with a sword in each hand, a layer of sweat building underneath his leather and plate armor. Steve is on his left, Loki on his right, and ahead of them, charging, is a seemingly unending herd of beasts. The beasts are like hairless, blind dogs with thick mottled grey skin.</p><p>The blood of the dog-beasts smells foul in the heat of the day, twice as much so underscored with the bright ozone scent of Thor’s lightning. They are loud as they attack, and loud as they die, and loud as they continue and continue and continue to charge. Thor is slick with gore. Some has gotten into his mouth, tasting of rot. He has lost track of Loki on the battlefield. He wonders if he will ever see his brother again.</p><p>The snowy air at the topmost open arched stone window of the All-Mother’s favorite palace tower stings pleasantly in Thor’s lungs as he looks out from it across the glittering landscape below. He feels strange, as if he hasn’t yet earned the right to stand here, despite that he was born in this palace. Some of the roofs below are gilded in gold. Thor thinks they are beautiful and familiar and majestic, and also hideous and sickening and garish. He feels powerful, righteous. He feels betrayed, guilty. Huginn sits at his left hand. Muninn is absent. Thor can’t remember ever being able to tell the difference between them without being told before. His mother stands at his right shoulder, leaning comfortably in the window on her elbow, smiling gently, patiently. She was always so patient with him.</p><p>“I’m afraid it won’t ever get less confusing,” she tells him. Her mouth is twisted in a wry humor that she has only ever allowed Thor to see once or twice before, but her eyes are clear and lit with a soft happiness. “It’s an art.”</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>As a prank on Crowley for napping too long, Aziraphale invites American paranormal investigation show Buzzfeed Unsolved: Supernatural into the bookshop.</p></blockquote><p>The proprietor of A. Z. Fell &amp; Co. Book Sellers is unexpectedly intimidating. He’d seemed like a nice old man, a little spacey, over the phone. Ryan had imagined… well, probably someone who looks just like Mr. Fell, but… The man just has a weird presence. He seems somehow powerful, bigger than himself. Standing next to him feels the same way Ryan would guess it feels to stand next to a Nobel Peace Prize winner and know that you can never be as good as them and that they know it too. It’s in the way he carries himself, Ryan supposes. Like absolutely nothing can touch him, or would even dare to try. Ryan certainly wouldn’t, that’s for sure. He wonders, briefly, why Mr. Fell would even feel the need to call them. But he puts it out of his mind, forcibly orienting himself to the job, regardless of how unaccountably nervous he is.</p><p>“Please do sit down,” Mr. Fell says. His voice is just as kind and friendly as it was over the phone, and Ryan does his best to let it relax him. “Would you boys like some tea? Biscuits?”</p><p>“Um, no thank you,” Ryan refuses, thinking for one hysterical second about fairies and how you should never take food from them - not that he believes in fairies, obviously, but most legends are based on some truth somewhere.</p><p>“I’ll take some!” Shane accepts easily. He’s all but lounging, just shy of rudeness, in one of Mr. Fell’s plush little armchairs in the window of the bookshop.</p><p>“Oh!” says Mr. Fell, and he seems absolutely thrilled about it. “Lovely! I’ll just nip to the back and bring some up, shall I? Make yourselves comfortable, won’t be but a moment.”</p><p>“You truly have no soul,” Ryan hisses at Shane as soon as Mr. Fell is out of earshot. Shane gives him a half-startled, half-amused double blink. “You seriously don’t feel that?” Shane blinks again, and then his eyebrows jump and he grins.</p><p>“Don’t tell me you’re gettin’ the vibes off of Mister Vintage Dandy,” he teases. Ryan glares, and Shane huffs a quiet laugh, at least being careful not to alert Mr. Fell that they’re gossiping about him. “C'mon, Ry, he’s like someone’s sweet old grandpa. Betcha five bucks he’s gonna offer us caramel candy next.”</p><p>“Who even says ‘dandy’? It’s twenty-twenty, Shane,” Ryan mutters, but he can’t respond any further than that because he can feel Mr. Fell approaching them again from behind what seems like endless dark shelves. Mr. Fell sets down a plate piled high with cookies and pastries and settles himself with a little wiggle into the third armchair, his thighs pressing out the perfect crease in the legs of his beige pants. Ryan drags his eyes away from Mr. Fell’s lap, wondering uncomfortably why he noticed that. Shane catches his eye with a subtle gesture and when Ryan glances over at him Shane smugly holds up what is undeniably a caramel flavored salt water taffy. Shane unwraps the candy and pops it into his mouth, leaning back in his chair like he’s won something. He hasn’t won shit.</p><p>“So, Mr. Fell,” Ryan starts.</p><p>“Yes, my dear boy?” Mr. Fell says, and Ryan stutters to a halt with red cheeks. He squirms a little, clears his throat.</p><p>“Uh,” he tries again. “So, you requested that we come investigate your bookshop. Would you please restate for the cameras why you did that?”</p><p>“Oh, of course, yes!” Mr. Fell sets down his tea. He sits up straight with his hands flat on his knees. “I believe that my bookshop is infested with a demon.”</p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>The full moon makes Katara feel strong. She keeps watch. The full moon makes Zuko feel weak. He has a nightmare.</p><blockquote><p>The full moon comes and Katara can’t sleep. Even sequestered away from the moonlight inside the Western Air Temple, the energy of it flows under her skin like white rapids. She’d be surprised that Aang can obviously sleep just fine, his soft snores sending up tiny whirlwinds, but no doubt he’s tired from firebending training with Zuko. Zuko, who no longer slinks away to his room alone at night ever since he and Sokka came back from their little field trip and Sokka wouldn’t stop fawning all over him until they both dropped where they sat. It seems like Katara is the only one left he hasn’t gotten to yet. It’s not that Katara isn’t grateful to have her father back. Of course she is. But one good deed can’t measure up to a lifetime of evil.</p><p>Dad is sleeping around the embers with them again tonight, along with Suki snuggled up to Sokka’s side, while the Fire Nation prisoner they had broken out had chosen a room for himself instead. Under the power of the moon Katara can feel the warmth of their blood; its quiet, contained flow through their bodies allows her to be aware of their presence more viscerally than she could have in the day, or on any other night.</p><p>She can feel the blood in Zuko’s body too, a little warmer than everyone else’s.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>During a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is… something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.<br/></p><blockquote><p>Ryan backs right out of the building without a word to anyone. He calls in sick from the parking lot. He’s breathless and shaky, cold sweat on the back of his neck, so he doesn’t even have to fake it. He sits there, breathing in and out through pursed lips with his eyes closed, for almost fifteen minutes before he feels like he can safely drive home.</p><p>Traffic makes Ryan feel normal for just long enough to make it through. But the second he gets home he’s confronted with the windchimes he put up practically as a joke. That they might actually do something to Shane seems so much realer now, and less funny. Ryan reaches out and sets them to chiming in a daze. The gentle metallic tinkles seem to echo around inside his brain hauntingly, and he wonders as if from a distance if it would feel similar to Shane.</p><p>Ryan spends the rest of his day and his weekend in the same weird out-of-body space. Every now and then the image of Shane - changing from a breathtaking and delicate beauty into a terrible frozen monster in the blink of an eye - will float, blurred around the edges and half formless, like it’s ready and willing to be forgotten at any moment, in Ryan’s mind’s eye. The windchimes keep up their quiet music from the windows, but they only make Ryan feel even more confused and detached.</p><p>He debates calling in sick again on Monday, but ultimately decides against it. Ryan has been many things in his life but a coward isn’t one of them - and neither is a quitter or a bad friend. Shane might be something out of Ryan’s worst nightmares, but they have a connection and Ryan can’t imagine just cutting and running even if Shane is dangerous and has to be… dealt with, somehow (Ryan subconsciously begs, in the back of his mind where he still believes in the benevolent God he was raised with, for that not to be the case).</p><p>It seems to get colder and colder in the office the closer Ryan gets to their floor, to Shane, but maybe that’s all in his head.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Between that fateful war meeting and the Day of Black Sun, Zuko earns the loyalty of his people.</p></blockquote><p>Tu is one part hopeful, three parts nervous. He’s relatively low ranking still, only two promotions up from draft rank, and he has never before met any of the royal family. He has seen Princess Azula from a short distance, as she makes her way or gives speeches or orders. And he saw Prince Zuko once, at a farther distance, during the celebration of his return. He had cut an imposing figure next to the Princess, young but broad shouldered and straight backed, marching into view of his people from out of the shadowed palace.</p><p>(Tu has never seen the Firelord. He’s not over-eager. He’s too young to bear such a heavy honor. Perhaps one day Tu will be ready to meet Him. But not until he’s a General, if he ever becomes a General. No sooner.)</p><p>Tu has been summoned to the palace for an audience with Prince Zuko. The missive was short, requesting only his presence at a certain place and time, and his discretion. He doesn’t think he is to be reprimanded. For one, rumor has it that Prince Zuko has a distaste for discipline and delegates it whenever possible. Tu figures that any mistake he might make would be far below the Prince’s notice, anyway. And Tu can’t imagine that he’s had the opportunity to pay Prince Zuko any personal offense. Tu has only seen him that once, and he knows not to speak out of turn or above his station. </p><p>Besides, Tu likes Prince Zuko (not that he doesn’t like the Princess or the Firelord, or would ever dream of saying something to that effect). Tu has worked with Guo at the Caldera military headquarters for two seasons now, and Guo worked under Prince Zuko’s command abroad for three years, and he says that Prince Zuko is honorable and loyal and driven and smart.</p><p>(Guo also says that Prince Zuko has the same hot temper and short fuse that the rest of his family does, but Tu pretends he didn’t hear that because Guo shouldn’t have said it.</p><p>Guo also says a lot of stuff about Admiral Zhao that he shouldn’t but Tu doesn’t mind hearing that because Admiral Zhao is just a man, and a dead one at that. And Guo is so funny when he’s grumpy! Tu is always glad to listen to him rant.)</p><p>There are various entrances to the palace, each one of them designated to each station of people that need to come and go. Tu has been to the palace on several occasions to attend war rallies in the West Courtyard, but he has never been anywhere else in the building or on the grounds. He holds his back perfectly straight and professional as he’s seen through each progressive military entrance by sets of guards but as soon as he’s out of sight of anyone else, Tu looks around at everything with bald curiosity.</p><p>“Corporal Tu?” Tu lets loose a very manly yelp as he jumps and whirls around to find the source of the voice. A man a little younger than Tu stands at the corner of a long hallway, dressed in the dark but unembroidered clothing of a high ranking servant. His face is held carefully blank, but his dimples keep his amusement from being fully hidden.</p><blockquote><p><small><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/24770512/chapters/59893996" target="_blank">First</a></small></p><p><small><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/24770512/chapters/60024055#workskin" target="_blank">Previous</a></small></p><p><small><small><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy Me A Coffee</a></small></small></p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>The full moon makes Katara feel strong. She keeps watch. The full moon makes Zuko feel weak. He has a nightmare.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>The full moon comes and Katara can’t sleep. Even sequestered away from the moonlight inside the Western Air Temple, the energy of it flows under her skin like white rapids. She’d be surprised that Aang can obviously sleep just fine, his soft snores sending up tiny whirlwinds, but no doubt he’s tired from firebending training with Zuko. Zuko, who no longer slinks away to his room alone at night ever since he and Sokka came back from their little field trip and Sokka wouldn’t stop fawning all over him until they both dropped where they sat. It seems like Katara is the only one left he hasn’t gotten to yet. It’s not that Katara isn’t grateful to have her father back. Of course she is. But one good deed can’t measure up to a lifetime of evil.</p>
<p>Dad is sleeping around the embers with them again tonight, along with Suki snuggled up to Sokka’s side, while the Fire Nation prisoner they had broken out had chosen a room for himself instead. Under the power of the moon Katara can feel the warmth of their blood; its quiet, contained flow through their bodies allows her to be aware of their presence more viscerally than she could have in the day, or on any other night.</p>
<p>She can feel the blood in Zuko’s body too, a little warmer than everyone else’s.</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>The full moon makes Katara feel strong. She keeps watch. The full moon makes Zuko feel weak. He has a nightmare.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>The full moon comes and Katara can’t sleep. Even sequestered away from the moonlight inside the Western Air Temple, the energy of it flows under her skin like white rapids. She’d be surprised that Aang can obviously sleep just fine, his soft snores sending up tiny whirlwinds, but no doubt he’s tired from firebending training with Zuko. Zuko, who no longer slinks away to his room alone at night ever since he and Sokka came back from their little field trip and Sokka wouldn’t stop fawning all over him until they both dropped where they sat. It seems like Katara is the only one left he hasn’t gotten to yet. It’s not that Katara isn’t grateful to have her father back. Of course she is. But one good deed can’t measure up to a lifetime of evil.</p>
<p>Dad is sleeping around the embers with them again tonight, along with Suki snuggled up to Sokka’s side, while the Fire Nation prisoner they had broken out had chosen a room for himself instead. Under the power of the moon Katara can feel the warmth of their blood; its quiet, contained flow through their bodies allows her to be aware of their presence more viscerally than she could have in the day, or on any other night.</p>
<p>She can feel the blood in Zuko’s body too, a little warmer than everyone else’s.</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>During a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is… something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.<br/></p>
<blockquote>
<p>Ryan backs right out of the building without a word to anyone. He calls in sick from the parking lot. He’s breathless and shaky, cold sweat on the back of his neck, so he doesn’t even have to fake it. He sits there, breathing in and out through pursed lips with his eyes closed, for almost fifteen minutes before he feels like he can safely drive home.</p>
<p>Traffic makes Ryan feel normal for just long enough to make it through. But the second he gets home he’s confronted with the windchimes he put up practically as a joke. That they might actually do something to Shane seems so much realer now, and less funny. Ryan reaches out and sets them to chiming in a daze. The gentle metallic tinkles seem to echo around inside his brain hauntingly, and he wonders as if from a distance if it would feel similar to Shane.</p>
<p>Ryan spends the rest of his day and his weekend in the same weird out-of-body space. Every now and then the image of Shane - changing from a breathtaking and delicate beauty into a terrible frozen monster in the blink of an eye - will float, blurred around the edges and half formless, like it’s ready and willing to be forgotten at any moment, in Ryan’s mind’s eye. The windchimes keep up their quiet music from the windows, but they only make Ryan feel even more confused and detached.</p>
<p>He debates calling in sick again on Monday, but ultimately decides against it. Ryan has been many things in his life but a coward isn’t one of them - and neither is a quitter or a bad friend. Shane might be something out of Ryan’s worst nightmares, but they have a connection and Ryan can’t imagine just cutting and running even if Shane is dangerous and has to be… dealt with, somehow (Ryan subconsciously begs, in the back of his mind where he still believes in the benevolent God he was raised with, for that not to be the case).</p>
<p>It seems to get colder and colder in the office the closer Ryan gets to their floor, to Shane, but maybe that’s all in his head.</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<p>Hi all! We have an abundance of extra postcards leftover, and we figured that we would put them up for sale!</p>
<p><b>*********************If you donate $10 or more to the Marsha P. Johnston Institute ( marshap.org ), please send a receipt to bilarzogomens@gmail.com before you place your order to only pay for shipping!!!!********************</b></p>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>The full moon makes Katara feel strong. She keeps watch. The full moon makes Zuko feel weak. He has a nightmare.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>The full moon comes and Katara can’t sleep. Even sequestered away from the moonlight inside the Western Air Temple, the energy of it flows under her skin like white rapids. She’d be surprised that Aang can obviously sleep just fine, his soft snores sending up tiny whirlwinds, but no doubt he’s tired from firebending training with Zuko. Zuko, who no longer slinks away to his room alone at night ever since he and Sokka came back from their little field trip and Sokka wouldn’t stop fawning all over him until they both dropped where they sat. It seems like Katara is the only one left he hasn’t gotten to yet. It’s not that Katara isn’t grateful to have her father back. Of course she is. But one good deed can’t measure up to a lifetime of evil.</p>
<p>Dad is sleeping around the embers with them again tonight, along with Suki snuggled up to Sokka’s side, while the Fire Nation prisoner they had broken out had chosen a room for himself instead. Under the power of the moon Katara can feel the warmth of their blood; its quiet, contained flow through their bodies allows her to be aware of their presence more viscerally than she could have in the day, or on any other night.</p>
<p>She can feel the blood in Zuko’s body too, a little warmer than everyone else’s.</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Crowley has a kink. The kink is Aziraphale.</p>
<p><small>This fic contains a masochist discovering his kink during the course of exploring his demisexuality without understanding it yet. That could be triggering, and is the main reason I chose the ambiguous warning tag. Other reasons include but may not be limited to the same character and his partner neglecting to negotiate a scene until it has already begun, which is unsafe to do irl. Proceed at your own discretion.</small></p>
<blockquote>
<p>It’s Aziraphale’s fault. It’s Aziraphale’s fault, and Crowley will defend that hill until such time as he ceases completely to exist. If Aziraphale ever tries to say that it was Crowley who tempted or corrupted him, in this specific particular case Crowley has a defense prepared.</p>
<p>It all happens because the books are dusty. That’s just how they are, always, even the ones that get regularly handled. Aziraphale likes them that way, not just because it tends to put off customers, but also because he likes to pull one out and blow the dust off of it in a dramatic little cloud. He does this with every single book, every single time, and he bounces on his toes with a besotted little grin at the simple joy it gives him. It’s adorable, and deeply irritating.</p>
<p>Crowley can’t help but turn to look and watch every time Aziraphale goes through this ridiculous little ritual. It’s like watching a bunny flop over to show its belly, or like a train wreck.2 Crowley is following Aziraphale around, getting in the angel’s way when he can like a needy pet cat. Aziraphale pays him no particular mind except to occasionally glance up at him and give him a look that if it is attempting to be stern is failing. He’s looking around for something in particular; he’d said something about something or other before they’d left the back room but Crowley was only half listening and he can hardly be expected to remember anything when he has thus far endured already two dust cloud shuffles. It’s taking quite a while to find whatever book, in part because Aziraphale doesn’t remember the title or the author, and in part because the shop is poorly organized. Aziraphale likes it that way, not just because it tends to put off customers, but also because he likes to rediscover his own books like they’re new to him and making sure he doesn’t know where any of them are is the best way to get that feeling.</p>
<p>“Maybe this one,” Aziraphale mutters lowly to himself, squinting at a spine. Crowley leans in a little closer to look at the little wrinkle Aziraphale gets in between his eyebrows when he concentrates hard on something, trying to be subtle when subtlety is really not his strong suit and he knows it. As he moves he runs his fingers along the other books on the shelf, leaving trails in the dust that will be gone by tomorrow (when he’s around Aziraphale sometimes Crowley just gets this inexplicable, insatiable need to touch things). Aziraphale pulls out the book and turns from the shelf, coincidentally in Crowley’s direction, and blows up the dust nearly right into Crowley’s face. Either he doesn’t notice or does a truly bang up job at pretending not to, because he only does his little dance and opens the book with the quiet creak of old binding. Crowley blows some dust out of his lashes with a glare at Aziraphale’s creased forehead, but he’s too- he’s too bewitched by that blessed two-step nonsense that he can’t muster up enough peevishness to mention it. And then he sneezes.</p>
<p>“G'bless you,” Aziraphale says absently, reflexively. All the dust puffs off of Crowley’s face and it sparkles in the shitty lighting of the shop as if it were something grander, but more importantly an arc of electricity races down Crowley’s back from the base of his skull down to his tailbone. Crowley takes in a sharp breath through his teeth and shivers violently. It’s not… It’s not all bad. It stings, but it’s warm and tingly too. Never has any feeling befit more perfectly the word <i>zing</i>.</p>
</blockquote>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19852921" target="_blank">Read More</a></p>
<p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Loki only knows what he doesn’t want when it is forced on him.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>Loki looks out at the city - the name of the place irrelevant - and the destruction slakes a thirst in him that has done nothing but grow in the last two years. He feels the urge to join the Chitauri in their violence, craves the feeling of brick and bone crumbling in his own hands, but the desire dies quickly under the cool knowledge that he must guard the portal. Surely, soothes the blessed, beautiful clarity in the back of his mind, which Thanos and the Other so graciously gifted to Loki through the Mind Stone, victory will be more satisfying than personal involvement. Of course. Loki has said as such to Thor himself, countless times. Thor, the wretched thoughtless arrogant-</p>
<p>“Loki!” Ah, speak of a foul loathsome thing and it shall appear. “Turn off the Tesseract or I will destroy it!”</p>
<p>Loki’s rage and hatred is familiar, and stoked eagerly by the extra presence in his mind. Yes, Thanos and the Other support Loki in this. Thor is a blight and he deserves death. Loki turns towards Thor, a step below Loki just off Stark’s ostentatious landing pad, letting his lip curl up off of his teeth to imitate the furious wild thing howling and clawing inside him.</p>
<p>“You can’t,” he taunts. “There is no stopping it! There is only… The War.” The phrase feels strange in his mouth, but the way Thor glares is delicious. Here, now, Loki’s clearer thoughts encourage, now you can get your hands in, like you wanted. Yes, that’s right. That is exactly what Loki wants. He wants to kill Thor. He has always wanted to kill Thor. He tried before and was thwarted, but Thor does not have Odin’s protection now. Now, Loki can kill him. He can do it himself and see it truly done. With an eager, wrathful scream, Loki leaps down from the landing pad and swings the scepter at Thor’s head with all of his might.</p>
<p>Thor will die.</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>During a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is… something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.<br/></p>
<blockquote>
<p>Ryan backs right out of the building without a word to anyone. He calls in sick from the parking lot. He’s breathless and shaky, cold sweat on the back of his neck, so he doesn’t even have to fake it. He sits there, breathing in and out through pursed lips with his eyes closed, for almost fifteen minutes before he feels like he can safely drive home.</p>
<p>Traffic makes Ryan feel normal for just long enough to make it through. But the second he gets home he’s confronted with the windchimes he put up practically as a joke. That they might actually do something to Shane seems so much realer now, and less funny. Ryan reaches out and sets them to chiming in a daze. The gentle metallic tinkles seem to echo around inside his brain hauntingly, and he wonders as if from a distance if it would feel similar to Shane.</p>
<p>Ryan spends the rest of his day and his weekend in the same weird out-of-body space. Every now and then the image of Shane - changing from a breathtaking and delicate beauty into a terrible frozen monster in the blink of an eye - will float, blurred around the edges and half formless, like it’s ready and willing to be forgotten at any moment, in Ryan’s mind’s eye. The windchimes keep up their quiet music from the windows, but they only make Ryan feel even more confused and detached.</p>
<p>He debates calling in sick again on Monday, but ultimately decides against it. Ryan has been many things in his life but a coward isn’t one of them - and neither is a quitter or a bad friend. Shane might be something out of Ryan’s worst nightmares, but they have a connection and Ryan can’t imagine just cutting and running even if Shane is dangerous and has to be… dealt with, somehow (Ryan subconsciously begs, in the back of his mind where he still believes in the benevolent God he was raised with, for that not to be the case).</p>
<p>It seems to get colder and colder in the office the closer Ryan gets to their floor, to Shane, but maybe that’s all in his head.</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<blockquote>
<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Loki only knows what he doesn’t want when it is forced on him.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>Loki looks out at the city - the name of the place irrelevant - and the destruction slakes a thirst in him that has done nothing but grow in the last two years. He feels the urge to join the Chitauri in their violence, craves the feeling of brick and bone crumbling in his own hands, but the desire dies quickly under the cool knowledge that he must guard the portal. Surely, soothes the blessed, beautiful clarity in the back of his mind, which Thanos and the Other so graciously gifted to Loki through the Mind Stone, victory will be more satisfying than personal involvement. Of course. Loki has said as such to Thor himself, countless times. Thor, the wretched thoughtless arrogant-</p>
<p>“Loki!” Ah, speak of a foul loathsome thing and it shall appear. “Turn off the Tesseract or I will destroy it!”</p>
<p>Loki’s rage and hatred is familiar, and stoked eagerly by the extra presence in his mind. Yes, Thanos and the Other support Loki in this. Thor is a blight and he deserves death. Loki turns towards Thor, a step below Loki just off Stark’s ostentatious landing pad, letting his lip curl up off of his teeth to imitate the furious wild thing howling and clawing inside him.</p>
<p>“You can’t,” he taunts. “There is no stopping it! There is only… The War.” The phrase feels strange in his mouth, but the way Thor glares is delicious. Here, now, Loki’s clearer thoughts encourage, now you can get your hands in, like you wanted. Yes, that’s right. That is exactly what Loki wants. He wants to kill Thor. He has always wanted to kill Thor. He tried before and was thwarted, but Thor does not have Odin’s protection now. Now, Loki can kill him. He can do it himself and see it truly done. With an eager, wrathful scream, Loki leaps down from the landing pad and swings the scepter at Thor’s head with all of his might.</p>
<p>Thor will die.</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<blockquote><p>The Adventure Zone podcast creators Griffin McEloy and Travis McElroy chatted with io9 over the phone about the release of their <a href="https://io9.gizmodo.com/heres-what-io9s-staff-is-personally-psyched-about-for-2-1841059897" target="_blank">latest graphic novel</a>, The Adventure Zone: Petals to the Metal (you can <a href="https://io9.gizmodo.com/the-adventure-zone-creators-on-adapting-the-series-most-1844361606" target="_blank">read the interview here</a>). During the chat, we asked the McElroy brothers to give an update on the planned The Adventure Zone animated TV show for new streaming service <a href="https://gizmodo.com/i-have-good-news-and-bad-news-about-nbcs-streaming-serv-1844343727" target="_blank">Peacock</a>, which was <a href="https://www.themarysue.com/the-adventure-zone-animated-series/" target="_blank">announced</a> by NBC in January. Travis said they’re “in the process of really fine-tuning the pilot,” with the goal of making the show accessible to viewers who’ve never read or heard of The Adventure Zone before. But it’s a unique challenge trying to turn an actual comedy and adventure play podcast into a scripted TV show.

<br/></p></blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Of course you can be happy without being with your soulmate, and Ryan doesn’t judge different kinds of relationships, he just thinks that your soulmate is like the pinnacle of what you can achieve, romantically.</p>
<p>“You sound like a Nicholas Sparks movie,” Shane tells him, because Shane doesn’t believe in soulmates.</p>
<p><small>inspired by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mtG__5dw9g8mH0ybLGI6UfA" target="_blank">@kaya4114</a>‘s <a href="https://kaya4114.tumblr.com/post/185371136445/soulmate-au" target="_blank">text post</a></small></p>
<blockquote>
<p>Obviously it doesn’t last.</p>
<p>Sure, for weeks Ryan is there when Sara and Shane try out new face masks or when they go to the botanical gardens or when the art museum has a visiting exhibit on ancient Chinese erotic poetry or when they play hooky to go to Disneyland. For weeks Ryan makes them watch movie musicals and brings them to a dozen vastly different food trucks they’ve never been to before and takes what feels like hundreds of pictures of them on his phone.</p>
<p>And then, after those weeks, Ryan has a little business trip. It’s one of the increasingly rare businessy things that Shane isn’t involved in. There’s a loose NDA and everything. Ryan heads out of town on Thursday, grumbling and griping without heat about his imminent work weekend. Everything seems normal.</p>
<p>At five in the morning Saturday, Ryan calls Shane. Shane is pulled out of sleep by the buzz of his phone on the bedside table. He glares blearily at it but grabs it to check the caller, and when he sees that it’s Ryan he answers. He answers with a short grunt and nothing else, but it is five in the morning on a Saturday after all so Shane doesn’t care if Ryan was expecting more decorum.</p>
<p>“Uh,” says Ryan over the line. His voice swings up in pitch sharply. “Nevermind.” And then he hangs up. Shane is a little pissed off about being woken up for apparently no reason, but the call was short enough that it’s a simple matter for him to go right back to sleep. He wakes up thinking it was a weirdly mundane dream until he sees the call log on his phone. But it doesn’t really seem that significant. Ryan does weird stuff all the time. Shane has all but forgotten about it by the time lunch rolls around that day.</p>
<p>So when Shane picks Ryan up from the airport late Sunday night and Ryan clumsily lets Shane know he wants to go to his own house without saying those words, Shane doesn’t think to connect it to that weird seconds-long phone call. He just figures Ryan is tired, maybe homesick for his own space. No big deal, and he needn’t have been worried about- about hurting Shane’s and Sara’s feelings or whatever it is that made him too nervous to just say ‘hey, take me to my place, please’. Shane takes Ryan to Ryan’s place, and he doesn’t worry about it.</p>
<p>That is until Monday and Tuesday and Wednesday and Thursday and Friday all pass without Ryan coming over to theirs. Shane feels Ryan watching him at work all week, staring for long minutes at the side of his face across the short distance between them, but every time he looks over Ryan makes like he’s completely absorbed in his work.</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Crowley has a kink. The kink is Aziraphale.</p><p><small>This fic contains a masochist discovering his kink during the course of exploring his demisexuality without understanding it yet. That could be triggering, and is the main reason I chose the ambiguous warning tag. Other reasons include but may not be limited to the same character and his partner neglecting to negotiate a scene until it has already begun, which is unsafe to do irl. Proceed at your own discretion.</small></p><blockquote><p>It’s Aziraphale’s fault. It’s Aziraphale’s fault, and Crowley will defend that hill until such time as he ceases completely to exist. If Aziraphale ever tries to say that it was Crowley who tempted or corrupted him, in this specific particular case Crowley has a defense prepared.</p><p>It all happens because the books are dusty. That’s just how they are, always, even the ones that get regularly handled. Aziraphale likes them that way, not just because it tends to put off customers, but also because he likes to pull one out and blow the dust off of it in a dramatic little cloud. He does this with every single book, every single time, and he bounces on his toes with a besotted little grin at the simple joy it gives him. It’s adorable, and deeply irritating.</p><p>Crowley can’t help but turn to look and watch every time Aziraphale goes through this ridiculous little ritual. It’s like watching a bunny flop over to show its belly, or like a train wreck.2 Crowley is following Aziraphale around, getting in the angel’s way when he can like a needy pet cat. Aziraphale pays him no particular mind except to occasionally glance up at him and give him a look that if it is attempting to be stern is failing. He’s looking around for something in particular; he’d said something about something or other before they’d left the back room but Crowley was only half listening and he can hardly be expected to remember anything when he has thus far endured already two dust cloud shuffles. It’s taking quite a while to find whatever book, in part because Aziraphale doesn’t remember the title or the author, and in part because the shop is poorly organized. Aziraphale likes it that way, not just because it tends to put off customers, but also because he likes to rediscover his own books like they’re new to him and making sure he doesn’t know where any of them are is the best way to get that feeling.</p><p>“Maybe this one,” Aziraphale mutters lowly to himself, squinting at a spine. Crowley leans in a little closer to look at the little wrinkle Aziraphale gets in between his eyebrows when he concentrates hard on something, trying to be subtle when subtlety is really not his strong suit and he knows it. As he moves he runs his fingers along the other books on the shelf, leaving trails in the dust that will be gone by tomorrow (when he’s around Aziraphale sometimes Crowley just gets this inexplicable, insatiable need to touch things). Aziraphale pulls out the book and turns from the shelf, coincidentally in Crowley’s direction, and blows up the dust nearly right into Crowley’s face. Either he doesn’t notice or does a truly bang up job at pretending not to, because he only does his little dance and opens the book with the quiet creak of old binding. Crowley blows some dust out of his lashes with a glare at Aziraphale’s creased forehead, but he’s too- he’s too bewitched by that blessed two-step nonsense that he can’t muster up enough peevishness to mention it. And then he sneezes.</p><p>“G'bless you,” Aziraphale says absently, reflexively. All the dust puffs off of Crowley’s face and it sparkles in the shitty lighting of the shop as if it were something grander, but more importantly an arc of electricity races down Crowley’s back from the base of his skull down to his tailbone. Crowley takes in a sharp breath through his teeth and shivers violently. It’s not… It’s not all bad. It stings, but it’s warm and tingly too. Never has any feeling befit more perfectly the word <i>zing</i>.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19852921" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Taako misses Magic Day. Angus investigates why.</p><p>This fic contains internalized ableism in the form of a depressed character interpreting their emotional dysfunction as them being a bad person. No other characters believe this.</p><blockquote><p>Angus waits patiently in the training room for Taako. It’s not the first time that Taako has been late to a Magic Day lesson, so Angus is not that worried. In fact, Taako being late is a routine thing. Agnus thinks that maybe it is a test. He knows most little boys like him are not prone to being patient, but he is not like most little boys and he can wait for a very long time if necessary. Either that or maybe Taako just isn’t very good at keeping track of time, or he doesn’t want to give Angus high expectations. Angus - being the World’s Greatest Detective, and now also the Greatest Detective on The Moon - is very observant, and not very easily tricked, and he has noticed after a few months on board the moon base that Taako can sometimes purposefully express himself in a contrary way. Angus hasn’t yet figured out the purpose of that behavior, but he most certainly will (and that is both a threat and a promise, Angus would say, if anyone asked).</p><p>Angus waits for a very long time. He’s good at waiting, but this is a very very long time. Every time that Angus considers going to look for Taako it takes a little bit more effort to convince himself not to, to keep waiting, to be patient and pass the test. Of course Taako is taking longer this time, right? If it is a test it probably has to get harder before you can pass it for good. (But if it’s not a test… But it’s probably a test, probably. Maybe. But maybe not…)</p><p>Angus is very patient and waits for a very long time, and definitively would have passed this test if it had been a test. He has his mind pretty much made up for him that it wasn’t when Carey, Killian, and Magnus come in to the training room. The three of them all share teasing trash talk, including Magnus even thought Angus knows that Magnus has never once beat either Carey or Killian in a sparring match.</p><p>“Hey, Ango!” Magnus calls to Angus when he notices him. Angus waves, a little sullenly. “Hanging around for the show after your magic lessons, huh?” He flexes. Angus holds his chin high and tries to make sure his lip doesn’t wobble so that Magnus doesn’t notice that he’s upset (hopefully). Taako might be embarrassed if everyone knew he forgot. Angus would probably be embarrassed if he was Taako (Angus is embarrassed as Angus too, that he waited around so long for nothing, but he’s the only detective around here so he’s the only one that has to know that).</p><p>“I was going to, Sir,” he lies. “But I think it will be a little boring with you here too.” Magnus’s mouth drops open in genuine surprise before he plays it up and gasps theatrically. Meanwhile, Carey and Killian are both ooh ing and laughing, and even though he’s still upset Angus can’t help a small proud smile.</p><p>“Tch, wizards ,” Magnus mutters disparagingly, but he’s grinning at Angus as he says it, and he seems pretty proud too. Also, Angus is very happy to be called a wizard, even if he didn’t have a lesson today ( yet , and that is also a threat and a promise). “No appreciation for the rest of us.” Angus quietly leaves while Carey and Killian are pointing out to Magnus that ‘wizards’ seem to appreciate the two of them just fine and Magnus protests that he has Rustic Hospitality and everyone with any taste likes him automatically.</p><p>Angus makes his way towards the suite that Tres Horny Boys share. His feelings are hurt and he’s angry too, even as he tries to come up with excuses for Taako in his head. There could be all sorts of reasons that Taako forgot it was Magic Day. He almost certainly didn’t stand Angus up on purpose, so Angus shouldn’t be mad, right?</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19983226" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>After defeating Thanos, Loki covets Bruce’s attention.</p><blockquote><p>Loki and Bruce are the only two… well, they’re not Avengers, but teammates, at least for the battle that they’ve just all won together. They’re the only two teammates that don’t have their own rooms inside Avengers Compound, and thus they are the only two left in the common area. They will both probably retire eventually to Thor’s apartments. Or perhaps Bruce will follow Romanov or Stark to bed instead; Loki doesn’t know what either of those situations is like, but both seemed to watch him mournfully all night and Loki feels greedy and smug to have Bruce still here with him for however long that lasts. It is Idunn only knows what time in the morning, Thor and Loki and Valkyrie having led the rest in a victory revel the likes of which surely had only been seen on Old Asgard previously. Loki is warm and loose with drink, and judging by the way Bruce is letting him sprawl all over him when there is a whole empty couch worth of space - not to mention all the other furniture in the room - the other man is just as inebriated. Bruce runs a hand through Loki’s hair and Loki hums happily and presses even closer.</p><p>“So,” Bruce murmurs. Loki can feel his voice vibrate between them, chest to chest as they are, and shivers. “Things are going not too bad for you, huh?” Loki hums again, this time in acknowledgement. He’s not particularly interested in talking, for all that Bruce always manages to make himself interesting. He’d rather continue to drink, and ply Bruce with drink too, and bask in the excuse to get closer, closer, closer. As close as he can get before it’s time to pull away again, to return to his brother’s side while Bruce goes to whomever it is that holds his true loyalty - be that Thor as a member of Asgard like it seems he wants, or maybe Valkyrie if their connection is more than camaraderie, or Romanov or Stark; he could have a place with any of them without effort. But for now he’s here, with Loki, and Loki, proudly selfish, will take as much of him as he can. He throws a leg over Bruce’s lap and tucks his face in so tight to Bruce’s neck that when his lips touch it could have been an accident.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/20441309" target="_blank">Keep Reading</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Leave Me a Tip</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Thor is not Odin’s son right now. Right now he is King. And Valkyrie thinks, maybe, she could trust him.</p><blockquote><p>The room on the ship that has become their de facto strategy room, a small circular offshoot of the bridge that must have once been where the captain could take private hails, is barren and chilly. It’s small and closed up so the recycled air is even more stale here than everywhere else on board. There is nothing inside it but a circular table, no chairs. The last Valkyrie still remembers what it was like inside Odin’s strategy rooms and this is jarring in comparison. It makes her mind spin almost as much as a really good shot.</p><p>Odin’s strategy rooms were filled with low ambient light and shiny dark wood and blood red accents, and long rectangular tables for Odin to sit at the head of. The Valkyrior, if they were even invited, were expected to line the walls in uniform like heroic statues. Here and now, the wood of the round table is unpolished and scuffed underneath Thor’s equally roughened hands where he leans on it heavily, the flaws of both thrown into stark relief by the harsh fluorescents along the upper walls. The skin visible around Thor’s eye patch is still red and swollen and his hair is sticking up in a thousand directions, full of static either from a recent sonic shower or else self-inflicted. He’s wearing a clingy but soft-looking shirt, lounge pants, and canvas shoes. Genetic resemblance aside, he couldn’t look less like Odin if he tried with all his (allegedly considerable) might.</p><p>Valkyrie herself has shown up in basically her pajamas too, though the decision to do so had been belligerent and she’d thought she’d be under-dressed. She also brought a bottle of something golden brown and pungent she found in a closet, but the urge to pointedly drink from it is a little bit lessened now that she sees The Great King Of Asgard looking just like any other tired refugee - just like all the rest of them. Maybe her bullshit isn’t necessary (yet). Loki and Heimdall are here too, and Bruce. Bruce’s outfit is almost identical to Thor’s, though he wears his shirt a little less fitted and has his arms folded self-consciously across his chest. Heimdall wears a sleeveless robe over a leather vest and Loki is in a black suit. He’s so fucking obnoxious. The four of them gather, with varying degrees of closeness, around the new All-Father. Valkyrie places herself directly across from him. Whatever this is about, she wants to watch him as close as she can when he tells them, and she wants him to have to look her in the eye. Just in case.</p><p>Thor breathes deeply once they all go still. He stands up, straightens his shoulders, lifts his chin. He looks like a teenager playing grown-up for a school presentation. Valkyrie feels a twinge of sympathy and takes a sip from her pilfered bottle of stuff to make it go away. The taste is foul but it burns in the back of her throat the same as any other liquor, and what more can she ask than that.</p><p>“What would you guys say if I said I wanted to change how Asgard’s governing body is structured?” Thor asks.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
The Emperor Wanes: Thor/Valkyrie + trust
https://archiveofourown.org/works/22279513
Body: 
Tags: 

Post id: 623923596880920576
Date: 2020-07-17 21:05:09 GMT
Post url: https://calicojackofficial.tumblr.com/post/623923596880920576/both-sides-now-shaneryan-aziraphalecrowley
Slug: both-sides-now-shaneryan-aziraphalecrowley
Reblog key: f0kg21mK
Reblog url: https://calicojackofficial.tumblr.com/post/617012802731802624/both-sides-now-shaneryan-aziraphalecrowley
Reblog name: calicojackofficial
Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/617012802731802624/both-sides-now-shaneryan-aziraphalecrowley" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p>

<blockquote><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>As a prank on Crowley for napping too long, Aziraphale invites American paranormal investigation show Buzzfeed Unsolved: Supernatural into the bookshop.</p></blockquote><p>The proprietor of A. Z. Fell &amp; Co. Book Sellers is unexpectedly intimidating. He’d seemed like a nice old man, a little spacey, over the phone. Ryan had imagined… well, probably someone who looks just like Mr. Fell, but… The man just has a weird presence. He seems somehow powerful, bigger than himself. Standing next to him feels the same way Ryan would guess it feels to stand next to a Nobel Peace Prize winner and know that you can never be as good as them and that they know it too. It’s in the way he carries himself, Ryan supposes. Like absolutely nothing can touch him, or would even dare to try. Ryan certainly wouldn’t, that’s for sure. He wonders, briefly, why Mr. Fell would even feel the need to call them. But he puts it out of his mind, forcibly orienting himself to the job, regardless of how unaccountably nervous he is.</p><p>“Please do sit down,” Mr. Fell says. His voice is just as kind and friendly as it was over the phone, and Ryan does his best to let it relax him. “Would you boys like some tea? Biscuits?”</p><p>“Um, no thank you,” Ryan refuses, thinking for one hysterical second about fairies and how you should never take food from them - not that he believes in fairies, obviously, but most legends are based on some truth somewhere.</p><p>“I’ll take some!” Shane accepts easily. He’s all but lounging, just shy of rudeness, in one of Mr. Fell’s plush little armchairs in the window of the bookshop.</p><p>“Oh!” says Mr. Fell, and he seems absolutely thrilled about it. “Lovely! I’ll just nip to the back and bring some up, shall I? Make yourselves comfortable, won’t be but a moment.”</p><p>“You truly have no soul,” Ryan hisses at Shane as soon as Mr. Fell is out of earshot. Shane gives him a half-startled, half-amused double blink. “You seriously don’t feel that?” Shane blinks again, and then his eyebrows jump and he grins.</p><p>“Don’t tell me you’re gettin’ the vibes off of Mister Vintage Dandy,” he teases. Ryan glares, and Shane huffs a quiet laugh, at least being careful not to alert Mr. Fell that they’re gossiping about him. “C'mon, Ry, he’s like someone’s sweet old grandpa. Betcha five bucks he’s gonna offer us caramel candy next.”</p><p>“Who even says ‘dandy’? It’s twenty-twenty, Shane,” Ryan mutters, but he can’t respond any further than that because he can feel Mr. Fell approaching them again from behind what seems like endless dark shelves. Mr. Fell sets down a plate piled high with cookies and pastries and settles himself with a little wiggle into the third armchair, his thighs pressing out the perfect crease in the legs of his beige pants. Ryan drags his eyes away from Mr. Fell’s lap, wondering uncomfortably why he noticed that. Shane catches his eye with a subtle gesture and when Ryan glances over at him Shane smugly holds up what is undeniably a caramel flavored salt water taffy. Shane unwraps the candy and pops it into his mouth, leaning back in his chair like he’s won something. He hasn’t won shit.</p><p>“So, Mr. Fell,” Ryan starts.</p><p>“Yes, my dear boy?” Mr. Fell says, and Ryan stutters to a halt with red cheeks. He squirms a little, clears his throat.</p><p>“Uh,” he tries again. “So, you requested that we come investigate your bookshop. Would you please restate for the cameras why you did that?”</p><p>“Oh, of course, yes!” Mr. Fell sets down his tea. He sits up straight with his hands flat on his knees. “I believe that my bookshop is infested with a demon.”</p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>The full moon makes Katara feel strong. She keeps watch. The full moon makes Zuko feel weak. He has a nightmare.</p><blockquote><p>The full moon comes and Katara can’t sleep. Even sequestered away from the moonlight inside the Western Air Temple, the energy of it flows under her skin like white rapids. She’d be surprised that Aang can obviously sleep just fine, his soft snores sending up tiny whirlwinds, but no doubt he’s tired from firebending training with Zuko. Zuko, who no longer slinks away to his room alone at night ever since he and Sokka came back from their little field trip and Sokka wouldn’t stop fawning all over him until they both dropped where they sat. It seems like Katara is the only one left he hasn’t gotten to yet. It’s not that Katara isn’t grateful to have her father back. Of course she is. But one good deed can’t measure up to a lifetime of evil.</p><p>Dad is sleeping around the embers with them again tonight, along with Suki snuggled up to Sokka’s side, while the Fire Nation prisoner they had broken out had chosen a room for himself instead. Under the power of the moon Katara can feel the warmth of their blood; its quiet, contained flow through their bodies allows her to be aware of their presence more viscerally than she could have in the day, or on any other night.</p><p>She can feel the blood in Zuko’s body too, a little warmer than everyone else’s.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>During a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is… something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.<br/></p><blockquote><p>Ryan backs right out of the building without a word to anyone. He calls in sick from the parking lot. He’s breathless and shaky, cold sweat on the back of his neck, so he doesn’t even have to fake it. He sits there, breathing in and out through pursed lips with his eyes closed, for almost fifteen minutes before he feels like he can safely drive home.</p><p>Traffic makes Ryan feel normal for just long enough to make it through. But the second he gets home he’s confronted with the windchimes he put up practically as a joke. That they might actually do something to Shane seems so much realer now, and less funny. Ryan reaches out and sets them to chiming in a daze. The gentle metallic tinkles seem to echo around inside his brain hauntingly, and he wonders as if from a distance if it would feel similar to Shane.</p><p>Ryan spends the rest of his day and his weekend in the same weird out-of-body space. Every now and then the image of Shane - changing from a breathtaking and delicate beauty into a terrible frozen monster in the blink of an eye - will float, blurred around the edges and half formless, like it’s ready and willing to be forgotten at any moment, in Ryan’s mind’s eye. The windchimes keep up their quiet music from the windows, but they only make Ryan feel even more confused and detached.</p><p>He debates calling in sick again on Monday, but ultimately decides against it. Ryan has been many things in his life but a coward isn’t one of them - and neither is a quitter or a bad friend. Shane might be something out of Ryan’s worst nightmares, but they have a connection and Ryan can’t imagine just cutting and running even if Shane is dangerous and has to be… dealt with, somehow (Ryan subconsciously begs, in the back of his mind where he still believes in the benevolent God he was raised with, for that not to be the case).</p><p>It seems to get colder and colder in the office the closer Ryan gets to their floor, to Shane, but maybe that’s all in his head.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Between that fateful war meeting and the Day of Black Sun, Zuko earns the loyalty of his people.</p></blockquote><p>Tu is one part hopeful, three parts nervous. He’s relatively low ranking still, only two promotions up from draft rank, and he has never before met any of the royal family. He has seen Princess Azula from a short distance, as she makes her way or gives speeches or orders. And he saw Prince Zuko once, at a farther distance, during the celebration of his return. He had cut an imposing figure next to the Princess, young but broad shouldered and straight backed, marching into view of his people from out of the shadowed palace.</p><p>(Tu has never seen the Firelord. He’s not over-eager. He’s too young to bear such a heavy honor. Perhaps one day Tu will be ready to meet Him. But not until he’s a General, if he ever becomes a General. No sooner.)</p><p>Tu has been summoned to the palace for an audience with Prince Zuko. The missive was short, requesting only his presence at a certain place and time, and his discretion. He doesn’t think he is to be reprimanded. For one, rumor has it that Prince Zuko has a distaste for discipline and delegates it whenever possible. Tu figures that any mistake he might make would be far below the Prince’s notice, anyway. And Tu can’t imagine that he’s had the opportunity to pay Prince Zuko any personal offense. Tu has only seen him that once, and he knows not to speak out of turn or above his station. </p><p>Besides, Tu likes Prince Zuko (not that he doesn’t like the Princess or the Firelord, or would ever dream of saying something to that effect). Tu has worked with Guo at the Caldera military headquarters for two seasons now, and Guo worked under Prince Zuko’s command abroad for three years, and he says that Prince Zuko is honorable and loyal and driven and smart.</p><p>(Guo also says that Prince Zuko has the same hot temper and short fuse that the rest of his family does, but Tu pretends he didn’t hear that because Guo shouldn’t have said it.</p><p>Guo also says a lot of stuff about Admiral Zhao that he shouldn’t but Tu doesn’t mind hearing that because Admiral Zhao is just a man, and a dead one at that. And Guo is so funny when he’s grumpy! Tu is always glad to listen to him rant.)</p><p>There are various entrances to the palace, each one of them designated to each station of people that need to come and go. Tu has been to the palace on several occasions to attend war rallies in the West Courtyard, but he has never been anywhere else in the building or on the grounds. He holds his back perfectly straight and professional as he’s seen through each progressive military entrance by sets of guards but as soon as he’s out of sight of anyone else, Tu looks around at everything with bald curiosity.</p><p>“Corporal Tu?” Tu lets loose a very manly yelp as he jumps and whirls around to find the source of the voice. A man a little younger than Tu stands at the corner of a long hallway, dressed in the dark but unembroidered clothing of a high ranking servant. His face is held carefully blank, but his dimples keep his amusement from being fully hidden.</p><blockquote><p><small><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/24770512/chapters/59893996" target="_blank">First</a></small></p><p><small><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/24770512/chapters/60024055#workskin" target="_blank">Previous</a></small></p><p><small><small><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy Me A Coffee</a></small></small></p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote>
<p><b>Summary:</b></p>
<blockquote><p>During a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is… something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.</p></blockquote>
<p>Ryan does not - absolutely refuses to - think about the Lake Thing until after the season is all shot and they’re back home in L.A. After unpacking it’s just weeks of editing ahead.</p>
<p>Plenty of time to panic.</p>
<p>But if Ryan had panicked every time he’d had cause and a moment, he wouldn’t be where he is today. He’s been an overthinker his whole life, even before he was a believer. He can handle most things, if not with grace then at least with method, this included.</p>
<p>He’ll treat it like an investigation. Remove himself emotionally. Do research, formulate theories.</p>
<p>But what to research, exactly? There’s no way Shane could be a ghost - or at least, not if anything Ryan has ever read about them is true. (And hopefully at least something Ryan has read is true, or he’s really in deep shit here.) And as for if Shane is an alien, there’s just no possible way for Ryan to confirm or deny that. It doesn’t seem likely anyway, given the apparent connection to Lake Michigan.</p>
<p>A cryptid, then. (Please let him be a cryptid, and not—)</p>
<p>So in between the tedious work days of cutting together footage and recording voice overs, in the safety and privacy of his own home just in case he’s being a paranoid idiot and embarrassing himself, Ryan researches Chicago native cryptids.</p>
<p>He finds one (1) claimed sighting of Mothman, and discounts it based on the relative novelty and the lack of corroboration. He wants to focus in on things associated with the Lake or with water in general anyway. In that vein he takes note of a serpent, of which there seems to be one for each Great Lake, and swamp creatures. He dismisses the possibility of Shane being a serpent pretty off hand too, because he doubts that anyone could mistake a person-shaped being for one and he doesn’t find any claims of shapeshifting abilities. He supposes Shane could be a swamp creature, but they’re called the Slobs and despite the fact that Shane would eat a pickle out of a pond as far as Ryan’s noticed he’s otherwise pretty fastidious.</p>
<p>And then there’s just one thing left…</p>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Taako misses Magic Day. Angus investigates why.</p>
<p>This fic contains internalized ableism in the form of a depressed character interpreting their emotional dysfunction as them being a bad person. No other characters believe this.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>Angus waits patiently in the training room for Taako. It’s not the first time that Taako has been late to a Magic Day lesson, so Angus is not that worried. In fact, Taako being late is a routine thing. Agnus thinks that maybe it is a test. He knows most little boys like him are not prone to being patient, but he is not like most little boys and he can wait for a very long time if necessary. Either that or maybe Taako just isn’t very good at keeping track of time, or he doesn’t want to give Angus high expectations. Angus - being the World’s Greatest Detective, and now also the Greatest Detective on The Moon - is very observant, and not very easily tricked, and he has noticed after a few months on board the moon base that Taako can sometimes purposefully express himself in a contrary way. Angus hasn’t yet figured out the purpose of that behavior, but he most certainly will (and that is both a threat and a promise, Angus would say, if anyone asked).</p>
<p>Angus waits for a very long time. He’s good at waiting, but this is a very very long time. Every time that Angus considers going to look for Taako it takes a little bit more effort to convince himself not to, to keep waiting, to be patient and pass the test. Of course Taako is taking longer this time, right? If it is a test it probably has to get harder before you can pass it for good. (But if it’s not a test… But it’s probably a test, probably. Maybe. But maybe not…)</p>
<p>Angus is very patient and waits for a very long time, and definitively would have passed this test if it had been a test. He has his mind pretty much made up for him that it wasn’t when Carey, Killian, and Magnus come in to the training room. The three of them all share teasing trash talk, including Magnus even thought Angus knows that Magnus has never once beat either Carey or Killian in a sparring match.</p>
<p>“Hey, Ango!” Magnus calls to Angus when he notices him. Angus waves, a little sullenly. “Hanging around for the show after your magic lessons, huh?” He flexes. Angus holds his chin high and tries to make sure his lip doesn’t wobble so that Magnus doesn’t notice that he’s upset (hopefully). Taako might be embarrassed if everyone knew he forgot. Angus would probably be embarrassed if he was Taako (Angus is embarrassed as Angus too, that he waited around so long for nothing, but he’s the only detective around here so he’s the only one that has to know that).</p>
<p>“I was going to, Sir,” he lies. “But I think it will be a little boring with you here too.” Magnus’s mouth drops open in genuine surprise before he plays it up and gasps theatrically. Meanwhile, Carey and Killian are both ooh ing and laughing, and even though he’s still upset Angus can’t help a small proud smile.</p>
<p>“Tch, wizards ,” Magnus mutters disparagingly, but he’s grinning at Angus as he says it, and he seems pretty proud too. Also, Angus is very happy to be called a wizard, even if he didn’t have a lesson today ( yet , and that is also a threat and a promise). “No appreciation for the rest of us.” Angus quietly leaves while Carey and Killian are pointing out to Magnus that ‘wizards’ seem to appreciate the two of them just fine and Magnus protests that he has Rustic Hospitality and everyone with any taste likes him automatically.</p>
<p>Angus makes his way towards the suite that Tres Horny Boys share. His feelings are hurt and he’s angry too, even as he tries to come up with excuses for Taako in his head. There could be all sorts of reasons that Taako forgot it was Magic Day. He almost certainly didn’t stand Angus up on purpose, so Angus shouldn’t be mad, right?</p>
</blockquote>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19983226" target="_blank">Read More</a></p>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Of course you can be happy without being with your soulmate, and Ryan doesn’t judge different kinds of relationships, he just thinks that your soulmate is like the pinnacle of what you can achieve, romantically.</p>
<p>“You sound like a Nicholas Sparks movie,” Shane tells him, because Shane doesn’t believe in soulmates.</p>
<p><small>inspired by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mtG__5dw9g8mH0ybLGI6UfA" target="_blank">@kaya4114</a>‘s <a href="https://kaya4114.tumblr.com/post/185371136445/soulmate-au" target="_blank">text post</a></small></p>
<blockquote>
<p>Obviously it doesn’t last.</p>
<p>Sure, for weeks Ryan is there when Sara and Shane try out new face masks or when they go to the botanical gardens or when the art museum has a visiting exhibit on ancient Chinese erotic poetry or when they play hooky to go to Disneyland. For weeks Ryan makes them watch movie musicals and brings them to a dozen vastly different food trucks they’ve never been to before and takes what feels like hundreds of pictures of them on his phone.</p>
<p>And then, after those weeks, Ryan has a little business trip. It’s one of the increasingly rare businessy things that Shane isn’t involved in. There’s a loose NDA and everything. Ryan heads out of town on Thursday, grumbling and griping without heat about his imminent work weekend. Everything seems normal.</p>
<p>At five in the morning Saturday, Ryan calls Shane. Shane is pulled out of sleep by the buzz of his phone on the bedside table. He glares blearily at it but grabs it to check the caller, and when he sees that it’s Ryan he answers. He answers with a short grunt and nothing else, but it is five in the morning on a Saturday after all so Shane doesn’t care if Ryan was expecting more decorum.</p>
<p>“Uh,” says Ryan over the line. His voice swings up in pitch sharply. “Nevermind.” And then he hangs up. Shane is a little pissed off about being woken up for apparently no reason, but the call was short enough that it’s a simple matter for him to go right back to sleep. He wakes up thinking it was a weirdly mundane dream until he sees the call log on his phone. But it doesn’t really seem that significant. Ryan does weird stuff all the time. Shane has all but forgotten about it by the time lunch rolls around that day.</p>
<p>So when Shane picks Ryan up from the airport late Sunday night and Ryan clumsily lets Shane know he wants to go to his own house without saying those words, Shane doesn’t think to connect it to that weird seconds-long phone call. He just figures Ryan is tired, maybe homesick for his own space. No big deal, and he needn’t have been worried about- about hurting Shane’s and Sara’s feelings or whatever it is that made him too nervous to just say ‘hey, take me to my place, please’. Shane takes Ryan to Ryan’s place, and he doesn’t worry about it.</p>
<p>That is until Monday and Tuesday and Wednesday and Thursday and Friday all pass without Ryan coming over to theirs. Shane feels Ryan watching him at work all week, staring for long minutes at the side of his face across the short distance between them, but every time he looks over Ryan makes like he’s completely absorbed in his work.</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<p>Summary:<br/>
Taako stands in front of a display of seasonal berries, the elderberries right up front.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>
 Routinely, Taako avoids the produce section of the Fantasy 
Costco. It’s not difficult, the section is small in comparison to the 
endless others, and usually he’s here with Magnus and Merle and they’re 
either equipping for a mission or simply making a nuisance of 
themselves. But sometimes when Taako can’t sleep - which is often - he 
comes here and shops until he’s ready to drop. Most of the time he 
doesn’t even buy anything, he just looks and imagines a thousand 
different lives for himself based on the items that grab his interest.
</p>
<p>
 Every now and then though, like now, he’ll find himself in the 
dread produce section and he’ll see something in particular, some 
completely mundane ingredient, and he won’t be able to leave. Once, he 
saw a long row of gigantic frozen turkeys and inexplicably burst into 
tears; once, a pile of innocent avocados captured him in a spiral of 
dead-end confusion for hours. Now, Taako stands in front of a display of
 seasonal berries, the elderberries right up front. At least this time 
he knows what his ish is.
</p>
<p>
 (The Glamour Springs show was in early summer and elderberries 
wouldn’t be naturally ripe for several months still. Taako made them 
extra dark and juicy, even better than any you could’ve picked yourself.
 That was the trick. The impossibility.)
</p>
<p>
 Taako doesn’t know how long it is that he stares at the berries,
 mentally redoing the mechanics of his spell over and over again, and in
 between every calculation and every pronunciation echo the results. 
Five dry twigs to one live berry, forty people dead. Short vowels and 
long consonants, forty people dead.
</p>
<p>
 “Those are fresh, just in!” Garfield pops up behind Taako. Taako
 doesn’t jump, and his thoughts don’t stop cycling either. “They’re to 
die for!”
</p>
<p>
 “I can’t argue with that, my man,” Taako says. Forty people dead. “How much?”</p>
</blockquote>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19288966" target="_blank">Read More</a><br/></p>
<p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p>
</blockquote>
Store Bought Is Fine: Taako & Merle + elderberries
https://archiveofourown.org/works/19288966
Body: 
Tags: i can queue you with my brain

Post id: 623119327810519040
Date: 2020-07-09 00:01:38 GMT
Post url: https://calicojackofficial.tumblr.com/post/623119327810519040/both-sides-now-shaneryan-aziraphalecrowley
Slug: both-sides-now-shaneryan-aziraphalecrowley
Reblog key: f0kg21mK
Reblog url: https://calicojackofficial.tumblr.com/post/621016716372312064/both-sides-now-shaneryan-aziraphalecrowley
Reblog name: calicojackofficial
Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/617012802731802624/both-sides-now-shaneryan-aziraphalecrowley" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p>
<blockquote>
<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>As a prank on Crowley for napping too long, Aziraphale invites American paranormal investigation show Buzzfeed Unsolved: Supernatural into the bookshop.</p></blockquote>
<p>The proprietor of A. Z. Fell &amp; Co. Book Sellers is unexpectedly intimidating. He’d seemed like a nice old man, a little spacey, over the phone. Ryan had imagined… well, probably someone who looks just like Mr. Fell, but… The man just has a weird presence. He seems somehow powerful, bigger than himself. Standing next to him feels the same way Ryan would guess it feels to stand next to a Nobel Peace Prize winner and know that you can never be as good as them and that they know it too. It’s in the way he carries himself, Ryan supposes. Like absolutely nothing can touch him, or would even dare to try. Ryan certainly wouldn’t, that’s for sure. He wonders, briefly, why Mr. Fell would even feel the need to call them. But he puts it out of his mind, forcibly orienting himself to the job, regardless of how unaccountably nervous he is.</p>
<p>“Please do sit down,” Mr. Fell says. His voice is just as kind and friendly as it was over the phone, and Ryan does his best to let it relax him. “Would you boys like some tea? Biscuits?”</p>
<p>“Um, no thank you,” Ryan refuses, thinking for one hysterical second about fairies and how you should never take food from them - not that he believes in fairies, obviously, but most legends are based on some truth somewhere.</p>
<p>“I’ll take some!” Shane accepts easily. He’s all but lounging, just shy of rudeness, in one of Mr. Fell’s plush little armchairs in the window of the bookshop.</p>
<p>“Oh!” says Mr. Fell, and he seems absolutely thrilled about it. “Lovely! I’ll just nip to the back and bring some up, shall I? Make yourselves comfortable, won’t be but a moment.”</p>
<p>“You truly have no soul,” Ryan hisses at Shane as soon as Mr. Fell is out of earshot. Shane gives him a half-startled, half-amused double blink. “You seriously don’t feel that?” Shane blinks again, and then his eyebrows jump and he grins.</p>
<p>“Don’t tell me you’re gettin’ the vibes off of Mister Vintage Dandy,” he teases. Ryan glares, and Shane huffs a quiet laugh, at least being careful not to alert Mr. Fell that they’re gossiping about him. “C'mon, Ry, he’s like someone’s sweet old grandpa. Betcha five bucks he’s gonna offer us caramel candy next.”</p>
<p>“Who even says ‘dandy’? It’s twenty-twenty, Shane,” Ryan mutters, but he can’t respond any further than that because he can feel Mr. Fell approaching them again from behind what seems like endless dark shelves. Mr. Fell sets down a plate piled high with cookies and pastries and settles himself with a little wiggle into the third armchair, his thighs pressing out the perfect crease in the legs of his beige pants. Ryan drags his eyes away from Mr. Fell’s lap, wondering uncomfortably why he noticed that. Shane catches his eye with a subtle gesture and when Ryan glances over at him Shane smugly holds up what is undeniably a caramel flavored salt water taffy. Shane unwraps the candy and pops it into his mouth, leaning back in his chair like he’s won something. He hasn’t won shit.</p>
<p>“So, Mr. Fell,” Ryan starts.</p>
<p>“Yes, my dear boy?” Mr. Fell says, and Ryan stutters to a halt with red cheeks. He squirms a little, clears his throat.</p>
<p>“Uh,” he tries again. “So, you requested that we come investigate your bookshop. Would you please restate for the cameras why you did that?”</p>
<p>“Oh, of course, yes!” Mr. Fell sets down his tea. He sits up straight with his hands flat on his knees. “I believe that my bookshop is infested with a demon.”</p>
</blockquote>
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<blockquote>
<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>The full moon makes Katara feel strong. She keeps watch. The full moon makes Zuko feel weak. He has a nightmare.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>The full moon comes and Katara can’t sleep. Even sequestered away from the moonlight inside the Western Air Temple, the energy of it flows under her skin like white rapids. She’d be surprised that Aang can obviously sleep just fine, his soft snores sending up tiny whirlwinds, but no doubt he’s tired from firebending training with Zuko. Zuko, who no longer slinks away to his room alone at night ever since he and Sokka came back from their little field trip and Sokka wouldn’t stop fawning all over him until they both dropped where they sat. It seems like Katara is the only one left he hasn’t gotten to yet. It’s not that Katara isn’t grateful to have her father back. Of course she is. But one good deed can’t measure up to a lifetime of evil.</p>
<p>Dad is sleeping around the embers with them again tonight, along with Suki snuggled up to Sokka’s side, while the Fire Nation prisoner they had broken out had chosen a room for himself instead. Under the power of the moon Katara can feel the warmth of their blood; its quiet, contained flow through their bodies allows her to be aware of their presence more viscerally than she could have in the day, or on any other night.</p>
<p>She can feel the blood in Zuko’s body too, a little warmer than everyone else’s.</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
a little ocean: Katara & Zuko + nightmare
https://archiveofourown.org/works/24714580
Body: 
Tags: i can queue you with my brain

Post id: 623013621558116352
Date: 2020-07-07 20:01:29 GMT
Post url: https://calicojackofficial.tumblr.com/post/623013621558116352/a-little-ocean-katara-zuko-nightmare
Slug: a-little-ocean-katara-zuko-nightmare
Reblog key: k1lWoxLZ
Reblog url: https://calicojackofficial.tumblr.com/post/621031188573896704/a-little-ocean-katara-zuko-nightmare
Reblog name: calicojackofficial
Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/620938119230963712/a-little-ocean-katara-zuko-nightmare" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote>
<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>The full moon makes Katara feel strong. She keeps watch. The full moon makes Zuko feel weak. He has a nightmare.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>The full moon comes and Katara can’t sleep. Even sequestered away from the moonlight inside the Western Air Temple, the energy of it flows under her skin like white rapids. She’d be surprised that Aang can obviously sleep just fine, his soft snores sending up tiny whirlwinds, but no doubt he’s tired from firebending training with Zuko. Zuko, who no longer slinks away to his room alone at night ever since he and Sokka came back from their little field trip and Sokka wouldn’t stop fawning all over him until they both dropped where they sat. It seems like Katara is the only one left he hasn’t gotten to yet. It’s not that Katara isn’t grateful to have her father back. Of course she is. But one good deed can’t measure up to a lifetime of evil.</p>
<p>Dad is sleeping around the embers with them again tonight, along with Suki snuggled up to Sokka’s side, while the Fire Nation prisoner they had broken out had chosen a room for himself instead. Under the power of the moon Katara can feel the warmth of their blood; its quiet, contained flow through their bodies allows her to be aware of their presence more viscerally than she could have in the day, or on any other night.</p>
<p>She can feel the blood in Zuko’s body too, a little warmer than everyone else’s.</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>The full moon makes Katara feel strong. She keeps watch. The full moon makes Zuko feel weak. He has a nightmare.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>The full moon comes and Katara can’t sleep. Even sequestered away from the moonlight inside the Western Air Temple, the energy of it flows under her skin like white rapids. She’d be surprised that Aang can obviously sleep just fine, his soft snores sending up tiny whirlwinds, but no doubt he’s tired from firebending training with Zuko. Zuko, who no longer slinks away to his room alone at night ever since he and Sokka came back from their little field trip and Sokka wouldn’t stop fawning all over him until they both dropped where they sat. It seems like Katara is the only one left he hasn’t gotten to yet. It’s not that Katara isn’t grateful to have her father back. Of course she is. But one good deed can’t measure up to a lifetime of evil.</p>
<p>Dad is sleeping around the embers with them again tonight, along with Suki snuggled up to Sokka’s side, while the Fire Nation prisoner they had broken out had chosen a room for himself instead. Under the power of the moon Katara can feel the warmth of their blood; its quiet, contained flow through their bodies allows her to be aware of their presence more viscerally than she could have in the day, or on any other night.</p>
<p>She can feel the blood in Zuko’s body too, a little warmer than everyone else’s.</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<blockquote>
<p><b>Rating:</b> Explicit<br/><b>Warnings:</b> No Archive Warnings Apply<br/><b>Relationships:</b> Hulk/Loki, En Dwi Gast | Grandmaster/Loki, Loki/others<br/><b>Characters:</b> Hulk (Marvel), Loki (Marvel), En Dwi Gast | Grandmaster</p>
<p><b>Additional Tags:</b> Thor (mentioned), Exhibitionism, Extreme exhibitionism, Performance Sex, sex on stage, Marathon Sex, Group Sex, Multiple Partners, Voyeurism, Polyamory, Barebacking, Enthusiastic Consent, Consensual But Not Safe Or Sane, Consensual Sex, Dom/sub, Intersex Character, Intersex Jotunn (Marvel), Intersex Loki (Marvel), Alien Gender/Sexuality, Rough Sex, Multiple Orgasms, Anal Fingering, Vaginal Fingering, Vaginal Sex, Praise Kink, Name-Calling, Under-negotiated Kink, Aftercare, Obedience, BDSM, 24/7 BDSM elements, Sexual Fantasy, Scared And Horny, Size Difference, Size Kink, Large Cock</p>
</blockquote>
<p><i>“What do you think?” Grandmaster purrs wetly into Loki’s ear as Hulk roars gleefully after ‘defeating’ Thor. Grandmaster slips a firm hand up in between Loki’s legs. “You think you could- you could take him, hmm? I think you could take him.”</i></p>
<p>Combat isn’t the only thing Grandmaster likes to host in his arena, and Loki is his most popular non-gladiatorial contender. What else is there to do but match him up with the other Champion?</p>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16470341" target="_blank">Read More</a></p>
<p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Aziraphale possesses Crowley. He was right; they do indeed explode. Euphemistically, that is.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>Crowley is <i>quite </i>sloshed when Aziraphale’s ethereal form manifests opposite him in the bar. For long seconds, before Aziraphale speaks, Crowley thinks he’s only imagining him, the particularly torturous offspring of fantasy and inebriation. Oh, how he aches when he sees Aziraphale, the outline of him all wibbly-wobbly. But then the apparition speaks, and it doesn’t say anything particularly out of character for Aziraphale - nothing too… <i>fanciful</i>, nothing too similar to the things Aziraphale says in Crowley’s dreams - and after six thousand years of incredulously watching him Crowley finds it easy enough to accept that Aziraphale did something so wildly outside the approved angelic playbook. He explains what happened to him, and Crowley explains- too much (too <i>fast</i>). Aziraphale’s spirit shifts uncomfortably, and continues on quickly, something about finding a body. He says, “Pity I can’t inhabit yours,” and laughs it off.</p>
<p><a></a>Here is where it is especially relevant that Crowley is so piss drunk. There he is, sloshing around in his all but fermented brain, still aching, and also only vaguely listening, and he thinks to himself, ‘I am so tired of this’. He’s tired of acting like he doesn’t <i>want</i>. He’s a demon; it’s against his nature.</p>
<p>“Well, why couldn’t you then?” he asks belligerently, plopping his chin into his hand with a harrumph. Or rather, that’s what he means to do. Instead his words come out slurred and whiny and his movement gives off the impression that one half of him is losing its structural integrity.</p>
<p><a></a>“Ah- well,” Aziraphale splutters. &quot;I’m an angel and you’re a demon! We’d probably explode.“ He sounds sad about it and Crowley rolls his eyes so hard he has to miracle away the strain. Typical angel to be so heartbroken over some random harm that hasn’t even come to pass.</p>
<p>“Only one way to find out, angel,” Crowley points out, and it does actually manage to be a little pointy. His attempt to wiggle his eyebrows, less so.</p>
<p>“I hardly think we have the time to be experimenting with our metaphysicality right now, darling,” Aziraphale scoffs. The sound has a strange formless echo to it, given that he’s not actually moving any air around. But Crowley is drunk, and he’s achy and tired, and he’s been so full of this damnable yearning for so long, and there’s hardly any chance that they’ll succeed anyway. He would rather die than not have this, something, just one more chance to know that no one has been closer to Aziraphale than him, one more chance to just- ask the question. Just one more question, just one more time, and go out with a boom before the answer befalls him.</p>
<p><a></a>“You hardly have time to find someone else,” he insists, and his voice is so quiet it must be so obvious what he really means. But, in typical angel fashion, Aziraphale shows him mercy and pretends to take those words at face value.<sup><small><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19783825#three-two" title="footnote 3" target="_blank">3</a></small></sup> He shifts again, squirming along with his inconsistent edges, and sighs deeply.</p>
<p>“Yes,” he says. “Yes, I suppose you’re right. But…” He lifts his imaginary hand to nervously rub along the bridge of his imaginary nose. “Well… Are you quite sure?” Crowley doesn’t so much shrug as undulate his entire body starting at the shoulders.</p>
<p>“I’m a being of self-interest, angel,” he jibes. Silly that he has to say it. Even without the rest of their history together, this alone would make them both deeply aware. “I wouldn’t offer something if I wasn’t willing to give it.” He attempts to tap his wrist. He misses. “C'mon, then! The time bomb’s a-ticking.” Aziraphale gives every appearance of taking a deep breath, of closing his eyes, of leaning in as if for a kiss.</p>
</blockquote>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19783825" target="_blank">Read More</a></p>
<p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p>
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<blockquote>
<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>The full moon makes Katara feel strong. She keeps watch. The full moon makes Zuko feel weak. He has a nightmare.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>The full moon comes and Katara can’t sleep. Even sequestered away from the moonlight inside the Western Air Temple, the energy of it flows under her skin like white rapids. She’d be surprised that Aang can obviously sleep just fine, his soft snores sending up tiny whirlwinds, but no doubt he’s tired from firebending training with Zuko. Zuko, who no longer slinks away to his room alone at night ever since he and Sokka came back from their little field trip and Sokka wouldn’t stop fawning all over him until they both dropped where they sat. It seems like Katara is the only one left he hasn’t gotten to yet. It’s not that Katara isn’t grateful to have her father back. Of course she is. But one good deed can’t measure up to a lifetime of evil.</p>
<p>Dad is sleeping around the embers with them again tonight, along with Suki snuggled up to Sokka’s side, while the Fire Nation prisoner they had broken out had chosen a room for himself instead. Under the power of the moon Katara can feel the warmth of their blood; its quiet, contained flow through their bodies allows her to be aware of their presence more viscerally than she could have in the day, or on any other night.</p>
<p>She can feel the blood in Zuko’s body too, a little warmer than everyone else’s.</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Merle, Magnus, and Lup beg Taako to let them invite Lucretia to Candlenights. Merle posits that Taako should try to forgive for his own good, Magnus invokes the spirit of familial togetherness, and Lup just says please. So Taako agrees, even though he’s not ready.</p>
<p>

<small>Taako’s views in this fic on himself and Lucretia do not reflect my views on either character or on their relationship. Taako is traumatized and blames Lucretia disproportionately to her actions because he hasn’t been able to adjust yet. Some of his thoughts on this might be upsetting.</small>

<br/></p>
<blockquote>
<p>After everything, Taako buys a house. Taako fills his house with things. Mostly cooking things, but also books and art and bedding and cute little knick knacks that have absolutely no conceivable practical use. He has more than one walk in closet. No room is empty, and there are many many rooms. He has rugs and curtains and armchairs and eight pairs of sandals. He has a collection of nail polish that takes up a whole cabinet by itself. He owns lots of things that are heavy, unwieldy, loud. He plants himself right in the middle of Neverwinter and declares, silently and to himself, that he won’t be budged. Never ever.</p>
<p>That’s not the only thing Taako swears to never ever do. And Taako may have changed a lot over the past hundred and ten years - sometimes by choice, sometimes organically, sometimes against his will - but stubbornness? Nothing ever managed to take that away from him. So he swears he’ll never be on the run again, and he’ll never forgive Lucretia.</p>
<p>He’s not an asshole about it or anything, not that he couldn’t or that the urge to doesn’t ever hit him, stab him right between the ribs and stir up his guts until he gets ill. But given everything she took from him, Taako can’t bear to deprive himself even further by causing rifts or whatever. He did threaten to kill her while furiously weeping though, so he thinks his stance on hanging out is pretty clear. Sure, sometimes he can’t sleep because of cyclical inexpressible rage. And sometimes when he does sleep he’s woken by the same gut-wrenching night terrors that he had during those ten years, the ones where he’s searching and searching for something undefined and he knows somehow that if he doesn’t find it he’ll disappear too, but now when he wakes up instead of aimlessly trying to fill that void with food or attention or hats or other bullshit Taako knows to think of Lup. And of Barry, and Merle, and Magnus, and Davenport - and Lucretia. He was looking for her and she was right there , watching him search and fail and decompose. But whatever. She gets it, everyone gets it, no need to drag it out again. Taako can deal with his icky feelings all by himself like a big boy.</p>
<p>So life goes on and everything is a little weird and mostly good. Angus goes to school. Kravitz sleeps over at Taako’s a lot even though he doesn’t, strictly speaking, need to sleep, being dead and all, which is very sweet and nice and gives Taako feelings that are gooey but very much not icky at all. Carey and Killian go on a honeymoon that’s supposed to last for one week but actually lasts for three because no one has the heart and/or guts to tell them they have to come back. Davenport goes to sea and sends them all postcards. Merle lives on the beach and spends all his time with kids, and Magnus lives in the boonies and spends all his time with dogs. Lup and Barry renew their vows, again, and everyone they know is there, and Taako and Lucretia sit on opposite sides of the aisle, and it’s fine. Everything is fine.</p>
<p>One Candlenights passes, and then Midsummer, and the four birds left in between them go to Lucretia’s on one day and to Taako’s on another day for the celebrations, and it’s all perfectly fine. Taako feels mostly okay most of the time, and for the times when he’s doing shitty he has a Cleric who is not Merle that he visits sometimes and she kind of helps usually even though Taako doesn’t actually take her advice very often. Sooner than it seems it should, Candlenights is coming again.</p>
<p>Merle, Magnus, and Lup, in that order, all beg Taako to invite - or to let them invite - Lucretia to Candlenights at his place this year. Davenport is still at sea and won’t be attending, just as it was last year and for Midsummer. Barry says it’s Taako’s choice and refuses to express any opinion beyond that. Merle posits that Taako should let go of his anger for his own good (which would be fine and Taako figures he could wrestle his stubbornness into compliance to get it done, if only this gods-awful feeling was as simple as ‘anger’), Magnus invokes the spirit of familial togetherness, and Lup just says please. So, reluctantly and not very charitably, Taako agrees.</p>
</blockquote>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19478245" target="_blank">Read More</a></p>
<p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>During a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is… something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.<br/></p><blockquote><p>Ryan backs right out of the building without a word to anyone. He calls in sick from the parking lot. He’s breathless and shaky, cold sweat on the back of his neck, so he doesn’t even have to fake it. He sits there, breathing in and out through pursed lips with his eyes closed, for almost fifteen minutes before he feels like he can safely drive home.</p><p>Traffic makes Ryan feel normal for just long enough to make it through. But the second he gets home he’s confronted with the windchimes he put up practically as a joke. That they might actually do something to Shane seems so much realer now, and less funny. Ryan reaches out and sets them to chiming in a daze. The gentle metallic tinkles seem to echo around inside his brain hauntingly, and he wonders as if from a distance if it would feel similar to Shane.</p><p>Ryan spends the rest of his day and his weekend in the same weird out-of-body space. Every now and then the image of Shane - changing from a breathtaking and delicate beauty into a terrible frozen monster in the blink of an eye - will float, blurred around the edges and half formless, like it’s ready and willing to be forgotten at any moment, in Ryan’s mind’s eye. The windchimes keep up their quiet music from the windows, but they only make Ryan feel even more confused and detached.</p><p>He debates calling in sick again on Monday, but ultimately decides against it. Ryan has been many things in his life but a coward isn’t one of them - and neither is a quitter or a bad friend. Shane might be something out of Ryan’s worst nightmares, but they have a connection and Ryan can’t imagine just cutting and running even if Shane is dangerous and has to be… dealt with, somehow (Ryan subconsciously begs, in the back of his mind where he still believes in the benevolent God he was raised with, for that not to be the case).</p><p>It seems to get colder and colder in the office the closer Ryan gets to their floor, to Shane, but maybe that’s all in his head.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
In All Fairness: Shane/Ryan + Fae AU [5/5]
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>The full moon makes Katara feel strong. She keeps watch. The full moon makes Zuko feel weak. He has a nightmare.</p><blockquote><p>The full moon comes and Katara can’t sleep. Even sequestered away from the moonlight inside the Western Air Temple, the energy of it flows under her skin like white rapids. She’d be surprised that Aang can obviously sleep just fine, his soft snores sending up tiny whirlwinds, but no doubt he’s tired from firebending training with Zuko. Zuko, who no longer slinks away to his room alone at night ever since he and Sokka came back from their little field trip and Sokka wouldn’t stop fawning all over him until they both dropped where they sat. It seems like Katara is the only one left he hasn’t gotten to yet. It’s not that Katara isn’t grateful to have her father back. Of course she is. But one good deed can’t measure up to a lifetime of evil.</p><p>Dad is sleeping around the embers with them again tonight, along with Suki snuggled up to Sokka’s side, while the Fire Nation prisoner they had broken out had chosen a room for himself instead. Under the power of the moon Katara can feel the warmth of their blood; its quiet, contained flow through their bodies allows her to be aware of their presence more viscerally than she could have in the day, or on any other night.</p><p>She can feel the blood in Zuko’s body too, a little warmer than everyone else’s.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Between that fateful war meeting and the Day of Black Sun, Zuko earns the loyalty of his people.</p></blockquote><p>Tu is one part hopeful, three parts nervous. He’s relatively low ranking still, only two promotions up from draft rank, and he has never before met any of the royal family. He has seen Princess Azula from a short distance, as she makes her way or gives speeches or orders. And he saw Prince Zuko once, at a farther distance, during the celebration of his return. He had cut an imposing figure next to the Princess, young but broad shouldered and straight backed, marching into view of his people from out of the shadowed palace.</p><p>(Tu has never seen the Firelord. He’s not over-eager. He’s too young to bear such a heavy honor. Perhaps one day Tu will be ready to meet Him. But not until he’s a General, if he ever becomes a General. No sooner.)</p><p>Tu has been summoned to the palace for an audience with Prince Zuko. The missive was short, requesting only his presence at a certain place and time, and his discretion. He doesn’t think he is to be reprimanded. For one, rumor has it that Prince Zuko has a distaste for discipline and delegates it whenever possible. Tu figures that any mistake he might make would be far below the Prince’s notice, anyway. And Tu can’t imagine that he’s had the opportunity to pay Prince Zuko any personal offense. Tu has only seen him that once, and he knows not to speak out of turn or above his station. </p><p>Besides, Tu likes Prince Zuko (not that he doesn’t like the Princess or the Firelord, or would ever dream of saying something to that effect). Tu has worked with Guo at the Caldera military headquarters for two seasons now, and Guo worked under Prince Zuko’s command abroad for three years, and he says that Prince Zuko is honorable and loyal and driven and smart.</p><p>(Guo also says that Prince Zuko has the same hot temper and short fuse that the rest of his family does, but Tu pretends he didn’t hear that because Guo shouldn’t have said it.</p><p>Guo also says a lot of stuff about Admiral Zhao that he shouldn’t but Tu doesn’t mind hearing that because Admiral Zhao is just a man, and a dead one at that. And Guo is so funny when he’s grumpy! Tu is always glad to listen to him rant.)</p><p>There are various entrances to the palace, each one of them designated to each station of people that need to come and go. Tu has been to the palace on several occasions to attend war rallies in the West Courtyard, but he has never been anywhere else in the building or on the grounds. He holds his back perfectly straight and professional as he’s seen through each progressive military entrance by sets of guards but as soon as he’s out of sight of anyone else, Tu looks around at everything with bald curiosity.</p><p>“Corporal Tu?” Tu lets loose a very manly yelp as he jumps and whirls around to find the source of the voice. A man a little younger than Tu stands at the corner of a long hallway, dressed in the dark but unembroidered clothing of a high ranking servant. His face is held carefully blank, but his dimples keep his amusement from being fully hidden.</p><blockquote><p><small><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/24770512/chapters/59893996" target="_blank">First</a></small></p><p><small><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/24770512/chapters/60024055#workskin" target="_blank">Previous</a></small></p><p><small><small><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy Me A Coffee</a></small></small></p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>During a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is… something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.<br/></p>
<blockquote>
<p>Ryan backs right out of the building without a word to anyone. He calls in sick from the parking lot. He’s breathless and shaky, cold sweat on the back of his neck, so he doesn’t even have to fake it. He sits there, breathing in and out through pursed lips with his eyes closed, for almost fifteen minutes before he feels like he can safely drive home.</p>
<p>Traffic makes Ryan feel normal for just long enough to make it through. But the second he gets home he’s confronted with the windchimes he put up practically as a joke. That they might actually do something to Shane seems so much realer now, and less funny. Ryan reaches out and sets them to chiming in a daze. The gentle metallic tinkles seem to echo around inside his brain hauntingly, and he wonders as if from a distance if it would feel similar to Shane.</p>
<p>Ryan spends the rest of his day and his weekend in the same weird out-of-body space. Every now and then the image of Shane - changing from a breathtaking and delicate beauty into a terrible frozen monster in the blink of an eye - will float, blurred around the edges and half formless, like it’s ready and willing to be forgotten at any moment, in Ryan’s mind’s eye. The windchimes keep up their quiet music from the windows, but they only make Ryan feel even more confused and detached.</p>
<p>He debates calling in sick again on Monday, but ultimately decides against it. Ryan has been many things in his life but a coward isn’t one of them - and neither is a quitter or a bad friend. Shane might be something out of Ryan’s worst nightmares, but they have a connection and Ryan can’t imagine just cutting and running even if Shane is dangerous and has to be… dealt with, somehow (Ryan subconsciously begs, in the back of his mind where he still believes in the benevolent God he was raised with, for that not to be the case).</p>
<p>It seems to get colder and colder in the office the closer Ryan gets to their floor, to Shane, but maybe that’s all in his head.</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>2 first times Yuuri had without Victor + 3 first times he had with Victor. Containing: Yuuri, who is shy and bisexual and not a virgin. Victor, who always wants to exceed expectations, even when there are none. Yuuko, who is just curious. Victor, who is the gayest and most romantic man alive. Phichit, who likes to do his friends favors. And Victor again, who will look very good in white.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>“<i>Yuuri~</i>,” Victor sighs blissfully, flopping down face first into the plush hotel pillow underneath him, utterly boneless but somehow still graceful. The humidity of their quickly drying sweat has made his hair curl just a little and Yuuri is unbearably charmed by the shape of it where it falls over Victor’s pink nose, flushed still from afterglow. “That was so good! I feel like I should start smoking so that I can have one right now like in movies.”</p>
<p>Yuuri huffs out a smitten, breathless laugh. His eyes are warm and he can feel that the smile he wears is tender and soft, and very in love. Just like he is.</p>
<p>“Yeah?” he asks, still a little bashful even as he is lying sweaty and naked half across Victor’s back, after he and Victor have finally just, ah, consummated their relationship. Yuuri’s silver medal is getting engraved with his name right now, proving that he can command the power of eros, but sometimes it’s still hard to think of himself as sexy.</p>
<p>“Yes!” Victor assures, grinning and genuine and enthusiastic as always, his beautiful eyes glowing with their typical earnestness. He blinks and his grin melts away, though his eyes stay just the same. “It was good for you too, yes?”</p>
<p>Yuuri laughs again, less breathless but just as smitten. He takes note of his own bonelessness, also face down where he fell on the pillow. He is too happy, in his heart and in his body, and he thinks he might never move again. His limbs feel heavy and warm, humming gently with echoes of pleasure and a good kind of muscle soreness from the practical demonstration of eros. His mind is quiet, and he feels strong and restful. His hair, slightly damp, is tickling his ear and with his glasses off his vision is blurry, but even those things which would usually be annoyances only seem to add to the mood.</p>
<p>“The best,” he tells Victor honestly. But Victor’s serious look doesn’t disappear like it should.</p>
<p>“It was not really your first time, was it?” he asks, his tone and his clear blue eyes indecipherable. Yuuri’s afterglow feeling doesn’t vanish from him all at once but it does begin to creep away, his heart getting a little heavier and picking up its beat.</p>
<p>“I know letting you assume is almost like lying…” he starts guiltily.</p>
</blockquote>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/18924082" target="_blank">Read More</a></p>
<p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Of course you can be happy without being with your soulmate, and Ryan doesn’t judge different kinds of relationships, he just thinks that your soulmate is like the pinnacle of what you can achieve, romantically.</p>
<p>“You sound like a Nicholas Sparks movie,” Shane tells him, because Shane doesn’t believe in soulmates.</p>
<p><small>inspired by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mtG__5dw9g8mH0ybLGI6UfA" target="_blank">@kaya4114</a>‘s <a href="https://kaya4114.tumblr.com/post/185371136445/soulmate-au" target="_blank">text post</a></small></p>
<blockquote>
<p>Obviously it doesn’t last.</p>
<p>Sure, for weeks Ryan is there when Sara and Shane try out new face masks or when they go to the botanical gardens or when the art museum has a visiting exhibit on ancient Chinese erotic poetry or when they play hooky to go to Disneyland. For weeks Ryan makes them watch movie musicals and brings them to a dozen vastly different food trucks they’ve never been to before and takes what feels like hundreds of pictures of them on his phone.</p>
<p>And then, after those weeks, Ryan has a little business trip. It’s one of the increasingly rare businessy things that Shane isn’t involved in. There’s a loose NDA and everything. Ryan heads out of town on Thursday, grumbling and griping without heat about his imminent work weekend. Everything seems normal.</p>
<p>At five in the morning Saturday, Ryan calls Shane. Shane is pulled out of sleep by the buzz of his phone on the bedside table. He glares blearily at it but grabs it to check the caller, and when he sees that it’s Ryan he answers. He answers with a short grunt and nothing else, but it is five in the morning on a Saturday after all so Shane doesn’t care if Ryan was expecting more decorum.</p>
<p>“Uh,” says Ryan over the line. His voice swings up in pitch sharply. “Nevermind.” And then he hangs up. Shane is a little pissed off about being woken up for apparently no reason, but the call was short enough that it’s a simple matter for him to go right back to sleep. He wakes up thinking it was a weirdly mundane dream until he sees the call log on his phone. But it doesn’t really seem that significant. Ryan does weird stuff all the time. Shane has all but forgotten about it by the time lunch rolls around that day.</p>
<p>So when Shane picks Ryan up from the airport late Sunday night and Ryan clumsily lets Shane know he wants to go to his own house without saying those words, Shane doesn’t think to connect it to that weird seconds-long phone call. He just figures Ryan is tired, maybe homesick for his own space. No big deal, and he needn’t have been worried about- about hurting Shane’s and Sara’s feelings or whatever it is that made him too nervous to just say ‘hey, take me to my place, please’. Shane takes Ryan to Ryan’s place, and he doesn’t worry about it.</p>
<p>That is until Monday and Tuesday and Wednesday and Thursday and Friday all pass without Ryan coming over to theirs. Shane feels Ryan watching him at work all week, staring for long minutes at the side of his face across the short distance between them, but every time he looks over Ryan makes like he’s completely absorbed in his work.</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>The full moon makes Katara feel strong. She keeps watch. The full moon makes Zuko feel weak. He has a nightmare.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>The full moon comes and Katara can’t sleep. Even sequestered away from the moonlight inside the Western Air Temple, the energy of it flows under her skin like white rapids. She’d be surprised that Aang can obviously sleep just fine, his soft snores sending up tiny whirlwinds, but no doubt he’s tired from firebending training with Zuko. Zuko, who no longer slinks away to his room alone at night ever since he and Sokka came back from their little field trip and Sokka wouldn’t stop fawning all over him until they both dropped where they sat. It seems like Katara is the only one left he hasn’t gotten to yet. It’s not that Katara isn’t grateful to have her father back. Of course she is. But one good deed can’t measure up to a lifetime of evil.</p>
<p>Dad is sleeping around the embers with them again tonight, along with Suki snuggled up to Sokka’s side, while the Fire Nation prisoner they had broken out had chosen a room for himself instead. Under the power of the moon Katara can feel the warmth of their blood; its quiet, contained flow through their bodies allows her to be aware of their presence more viscerally than she could have in the day, or on any other night.</p>
<p>She can feel the blood in Zuko’s body too, a little warmer than everyone else’s.</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<blockquote>
<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>During a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is… something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.<br/></p>
<blockquote>
<p>Ryan backs right out of the building without a word to anyone. He calls in sick from the parking lot. He’s breathless and shaky, cold sweat on the back of his neck, so he doesn’t even have to fake it. He sits there, breathing in and out through pursed lips with his eyes closed, for almost fifteen minutes before he feels like he can safely drive home.</p>
<p>Traffic makes Ryan feel normal for just long enough to make it through. But the second he gets home he’s confronted with the windchimes he put up practically as a joke. That they might actually do something to Shane seems so much realer now, and less funny. Ryan reaches out and sets them to chiming in a daze. The gentle metallic tinkles seem to echo around inside his brain hauntingly, and he wonders as if from a distance if it would feel similar to Shane.</p>
<p>Ryan spends the rest of his day and his weekend in the same weird out-of-body space. Every now and then the image of Shane - changing from a breathtaking and delicate beauty into a terrible frozen monster in the blink of an eye - will float, blurred around the edges and half formless, like it’s ready and willing to be forgotten at any moment, in Ryan’s mind’s eye. The windchimes keep up their quiet music from the windows, but they only make Ryan feel even more confused and detached.</p>
<p>He debates calling in sick again on Monday, but ultimately decides against it. Ryan has been many things in his life but a coward isn’t one of them - and neither is a quitter or a bad friend. Shane might be something out of Ryan’s worst nightmares, but they have a connection and Ryan can’t imagine just cutting and running even if Shane is dangerous and has to be… dealt with, somehow (Ryan subconsciously begs, in the back of his mind where he still believes in the benevolent God he was raised with, for that not to be the case).</p>
<p>It seems to get colder and colder in the office the closer Ryan gets to their floor, to Shane, but maybe that’s all in his head.</p>
</blockquote>
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<blockquote>
<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Between that fateful war meeting and the Day of Black Sun, Zuko earns the loyalty of his people.</p></blockquote>
<p>Tu is one part hopeful, three parts nervous. He’s relatively low ranking still, only two promotions up from draft rank, and he has never before met any of the royal family. He has seen Princess Azula from a short distance, as she makes her way or gives speeches or orders. And he saw Prince Zuko once, at a farther distance, during the celebration of his return. He had cut an imposing figure next to the Princess, young but broad shouldered and straight backed, marching into view of his people from out of the shadowed palace.</p>
<p>(Tu has never seen the Firelord. He’s not over-eager. He’s too young to bear such a heavy honor. Perhaps one day Tu will be ready to meet Him. But not until he’s a General, if he ever becomes a General. No sooner.)</p>
<p>Tu has been summoned to the palace for an audience with Prince Zuko. The missive was short, requesting only his presence at a certain place and time, and his discretion. He doesn’t think he is to be reprimanded. For one, rumor has it that Prince Zuko has a distaste for discipline and delegates it whenever possible. Tu figures that any mistake he might make would be far below the Prince’s notice, anyway. And Tu can’t imagine that he’s had the opportunity to pay Prince Zuko any personal offense. Tu has only seen him that once, and he knows not to speak out of turn or above his station. </p>
<p>Besides, Tu likes Prince Zuko (not that he doesn’t like the Princess or the Firelord, or would ever dream of saying something to that effect). Tu has worked with Guo at the Caldera military headquarters for two seasons now, and Guo worked under Prince Zuko’s command abroad for three years, and he says that Prince Zuko is honorable and loyal and driven and smart.</p>
<p>(Guo also says that Prince Zuko has the same hot temper and short fuse that the rest of his family does, but Tu pretends he didn’t hear that because Guo shouldn’t have said it.</p>
<p>Guo also says a lot of stuff about Admiral Zhao that he shouldn’t but Tu doesn’t mind hearing that because Admiral Zhao is just a man, and a dead one at that. And Guo is so funny when he’s grumpy! Tu is always glad to listen to him rant.)</p>
<p>There are various entrances to the palace, each one of them designated to each station of people that need to come and go. Tu has been to the palace on several occasions to attend war rallies in the West Courtyard, but he has never been anywhere else in the building or on the grounds. He holds his back perfectly straight and professional as he’s seen through each progressive military entrance by sets of guards but as soon as he’s out of sight of anyone else, Tu looks around at everything with bald curiosity.</p>
<p>“Corporal Tu?” Tu lets loose a very manly yelp as he jumps and whirls around to find the source of the voice. A man a little younger than Tu stands at the corner of a long hallway, dressed in the dark but unembroidered clothing of a high ranking servant. His face is held carefully blank, but his dimples keep his amusement from being fully hidden.</p>
<blockquote>
<p><small><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/24770512/chapters/59893996" target="_blank">First</a></small></p>
<p><small><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/24770512/chapters/60024055#workskin" target="_blank">Previous</a></small></p>
<p><small><small><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy Me A Coffee</a></small></small></p>
</blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Between that fateful war meeting and the Day of Black Sun, Zuko earns the loyalty of his people.</p></blockquote>
<p>Tu is one part hopeful, three parts nervous. He’s relatively low ranking still, only two promotions up from draft rank, and he has never before met any of the royal family. He has seen Princess Azula from a short distance, as she makes her way or gives speeches or orders. And he saw Prince Zuko once, at a farther distance, during the celebration of his return. He had cut an imposing figure next to the Princess, young but broad shouldered and straight backed, marching into view of his people from out of the shadowed palace.</p>
<p>(Tu has never seen the Firelord. He’s not over-eager. He’s too young to bear such a heavy honor. Perhaps one day Tu will be ready to meet Him. But not until he’s a General, if he ever becomes a General. No sooner.)</p>
<p>Tu has been summoned to the palace for an audience with Prince Zuko. The missive was short, requesting only his presence at a certain place and time, and his discretion. He doesn’t think he is to be reprimanded. For one, rumor has it that Prince Zuko has a distaste for discipline and delegates it whenever possible. Tu figures that any mistake he might make would be far below the Prince’s notice, anyway. And Tu can’t imagine that he’s had the opportunity to pay Prince Zuko any personal offense. Tu has only seen him that once, and he knows not to speak out of turn or above his station. </p>
<p>Besides, Tu likes Prince Zuko (not that he doesn’t like the Princess or the Firelord, or would ever dream of saying something to that effect). Tu has worked with Guo at the Caldera military headquarters for two seasons now, and Guo worked under Prince Zuko’s command abroad for three years, and he says that Prince Zuko is honorable and loyal and driven and smart.</p>
<p>(Guo also says that Prince Zuko has the same hot temper and short fuse that the rest of his family does, but Tu pretends he didn’t hear that because Guo shouldn’t have said it.</p>
<p>Guo also says a lot of stuff about Admiral Zhao that he shouldn’t but Tu doesn’t mind hearing that because Admiral Zhao is just a man, and a dead one at that. And Guo is so funny when he’s grumpy! Tu is always glad to listen to him rant.)</p>
<p>There are various entrances to the palace, each one of them designated to each station of people that need to come and go. Tu has been to the palace on several occasions to attend war rallies in the West Courtyard, but he has never been anywhere else in the building or on the grounds. He holds his back perfectly straight and professional as he’s seen through each progressive military entrance by sets of guards but as soon as he’s out of sight of anyone else, Tu looks around at everything with bald curiosity.</p>
<p>“Corporal Tu?” Tu lets loose a very manly yelp as he jumps and whirls around to find the source of the voice. A man a little younger than Tu stands at the corner of a long hallway, dressed in the dark but unembroidered clothing of a high ranking servant. His face is held carefully blank, but his dimples keep his amusement from being fully hidden.</p>
<blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>During a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is… something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.<br/></p>
<blockquote>
<p>Ryan backs right out of the building without a word to anyone. He calls in sick from the parking lot. He’s breathless and shaky, cold sweat on the back of his neck, so he doesn’t even have to fake it. He sits there, breathing in and out through pursed lips with his eyes closed, for almost fifteen minutes before he feels like he can safely drive home.</p>
<p>Traffic makes Ryan feel normal for just long enough to make it through. But the second he gets home he’s confronted with the windchimes he put up practically as a joke. That they might actually do something to Shane seems so much realer now, and less funny. Ryan reaches out and sets them to chiming in a daze. The gentle metallic tinkles seem to echo around inside his brain hauntingly, and he wonders as if from a distance if it would feel similar to Shane.</p>
<p>Ryan spends the rest of his day and his weekend in the same weird out-of-body space. Every now and then the image of Shane - changing from a breathtaking and delicate beauty into a terrible frozen monster in the blink of an eye - will float, blurred around the edges and half formless, like it’s ready and willing to be forgotten at any moment, in Ryan’s mind’s eye. The windchimes keep up their quiet music from the windows, but they only make Ryan feel even more confused and detached.</p>
<p>He debates calling in sick again on Monday, but ultimately decides against it. Ryan has been many things in his life but a coward isn’t one of them - and neither is a quitter or a bad friend. Shane might be something out of Ryan’s worst nightmares, but they have a connection and Ryan can’t imagine just cutting and running even if Shane is dangerous and has to be… dealt with, somehow (Ryan subconsciously begs, in the back of his mind where he still believes in the benevolent God he was raised with, for that not to be the case).</p>
<p>It seems to get colder and colder in the office the closer Ryan gets to their floor, to Shane, but maybe that’s all in his head.</p>
</blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Taako misses Magic Day. Angus investigates why.</p><p>This fic contains internalized ableism in the form of a depressed character interpreting their emotional dysfunction as them being a bad person. No other characters believe this.</p><blockquote><p>Angus waits patiently in the training room for Taako. It’s not the first time that Taako has been late to a Magic Day lesson, so Angus is not that worried. In fact, Taako being late is a routine thing. Agnus thinks that maybe it is a test. He knows most little boys like him are not prone to being patient, but he is not like most little boys and he can wait for a very long time if necessary. Either that or maybe Taako just isn’t very good at keeping track of time, or he doesn’t want to give Angus high expectations. Angus - being the World’s Greatest Detective, and now also the Greatest Detective on The Moon - is very observant, and not very easily tricked, and he has noticed after a few months on board the moon base that Taako can sometimes purposefully express himself in a contrary way. Angus hasn’t yet figured out the purpose of that behavior, but he most certainly will (and that is both a threat and a promise, Angus would say, if anyone asked).</p><p>Angus waits for a very long time. He’s good at waiting, but this is a very very long time. Every time that Angus considers going to look for Taako it takes a little bit more effort to convince himself not to, to keep waiting, to be patient and pass the test. Of course Taako is taking longer this time, right? If it is a test it probably has to get harder before you can pass it for good. (But if it’s not a test… But it’s probably a test, probably. Maybe. But maybe not…)</p><p>Angus is very patient and waits for a very long time, and definitively would have passed this test if it had been a test. He has his mind pretty much made up for him that it wasn’t when Carey, Killian, and Magnus come in to the training room. The three of them all share teasing trash talk, including Magnus even thought Angus knows that Magnus has never once beat either Carey or Killian in a sparring match.</p><p>“Hey, Ango!” Magnus calls to Angus when he notices him. Angus waves, a little sullenly. “Hanging around for the show after your magic lessons, huh?” He flexes. Angus holds his chin high and tries to make sure his lip doesn’t wobble so that Magnus doesn’t notice that he’s upset (hopefully). Taako might be embarrassed if everyone knew he forgot. Angus would probably be embarrassed if he was Taako (Angus is embarrassed as Angus too, that he waited around so long for nothing, but he’s the only detective around here so he’s the only one that has to know that).</p><p>“I was going to, Sir,” he lies. “But I think it will be a little boring with you here too.” Magnus’s mouth drops open in genuine surprise before he plays it up and gasps theatrically. Meanwhile, Carey and Killian are both ooh ing and laughing, and even though he’s still upset Angus can’t help a small proud smile.</p><p>“Tch, wizards ,” Magnus mutters disparagingly, but he’s grinning at Angus as he says it, and he seems pretty proud too. Also, Angus is very happy to be called a wizard, even if he didn’t have a lesson today ( yet , and that is also a threat and a promise). “No appreciation for the rest of us.” Angus quietly leaves while Carey and Killian are pointing out to Magnus that ‘wizards’ seem to appreciate the two of them just fine and Magnus protests that he has Rustic Hospitality and everyone with any taste likes him automatically.</p><p>Angus makes his way towards the suite that Tres Horny Boys share. His feelings are hurt and he’s angry too, even as he tries to come up with excuses for Taako in his head. There could be all sorts of reasons that Taako forgot it was Magic Day. He almost certainly didn’t stand Angus up on purpose, so Angus shouldn’t be mad, right?</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19983226" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Loki only knows what he doesn’t want when it is forced on him.</p><blockquote><p>Loki looks out at the city - the name of the place irrelevant - and the destruction slakes a thirst in him that has done nothing but grow in the last two years. He feels the urge to join the Chitauri in their violence, craves the feeling of brick and bone crumbling in his own hands, but the desire dies quickly under the cool knowledge that he must guard the portal. Surely, soothes the blessed, beautiful clarity in the back of his mind, which Thanos and the Other so graciously gifted to Loki through the Mind Stone, victory will be more satisfying than personal involvement. Of course. Loki has said as such to Thor himself, countless times. Thor, the wretched thoughtless arrogant-</p><p>“Loki!” Ah, speak of a foul loathsome thing and it shall appear. “Turn off the Tesseract or I will destroy it!”</p><p>Loki’s rage and hatred is familiar, and stoked eagerly by the extra presence in his mind. Yes, Thanos and the Other support Loki in this. Thor is a blight and he deserves death. Loki turns towards Thor, a step below Loki just off Stark’s ostentatious landing pad, letting his lip curl up off of his teeth to imitate the furious wild thing howling and clawing inside him.</p><p>“You can’t,” he taunts. “There is no stopping it! There is only… The War.” The phrase feels strange in his mouth, but the way Thor glares is delicious. Here, now, Loki’s clearer thoughts encourage, now you can get your hands in, like you wanted. Yes, that’s right. That is exactly what Loki wants. He wants to kill Thor. He has always wanted to kill Thor. He tried before and was thwarted, but Thor does not have Odin’s protection now. Now, Loki can kill him. He can do it himself and see it truly done. With an eager, wrathful scream, Loki leaps down from the landing pad and swings the scepter at Thor’s head with all of his might.</p><p>Thor will die.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>The full moon makes Katara feel strong. She keeps watch. The full moon makes Zuko feel weak. He has a nightmare.</p><blockquote><p>The full moon comes and Katara can’t sleep. Even sequestered away from the moonlight inside the Western Air Temple, the energy of it flows under her skin like white rapids. She’d be surprised that Aang can obviously sleep just fine, his soft snores sending up tiny whirlwinds, but no doubt he’s tired from firebending training with Zuko. Zuko, who no longer slinks away to his room alone at night ever since he and Sokka came back from their little field trip and Sokka wouldn’t stop fawning all over him until they both dropped where they sat. It seems like Katara is the only one left he hasn’t gotten to yet. It’s not that Katara isn’t grateful to have her father back. Of course she is. But one good deed can’t measure up to a lifetime of evil.</p><p>Dad is sleeping around the embers with them again tonight, along with Suki snuggled up to Sokka’s side, while the Fire Nation prisoner they had broken out had chosen a room for himself instead. Under the power of the moon Katara can feel the warmth of their blood; its quiet, contained flow through their bodies allows her to be aware of their presence more viscerally than she could have in the day, or on any other night.</p><p>She can feel the blood in Zuko’s body too, a little warmer than everyone else’s.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>During a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is… something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.<br/></p><blockquote><p>Ryan backs right out of the building without a word to anyone. He calls in sick from the parking lot. He’s breathless and shaky, cold sweat on the back of his neck, so he doesn’t even have to fake it. He sits there, breathing in and out through pursed lips with his eyes closed, for almost fifteen minutes before he feels like he can safely drive home.</p><p>Traffic makes Ryan feel normal for just long enough to make it through. But the second he gets home he’s confronted with the windchimes he put up practically as a joke. That they might actually do something to Shane seems so much realer now, and less funny. Ryan reaches out and sets them to chiming in a daze. The gentle metallic tinkles seem to echo around inside his brain hauntingly, and he wonders as if from a distance if it would feel similar to Shane.</p><p>Ryan spends the rest of his day and his weekend in the same weird out-of-body space. Every now and then the image of Shane - changing from a breathtaking and delicate beauty into a terrible frozen monster in the blink of an eye - will float, blurred around the edges and half formless, like it’s ready and willing to be forgotten at any moment, in Ryan’s mind’s eye. The windchimes keep up their quiet music from the windows, but they only make Ryan feel even more confused and detached.</p><p>He debates calling in sick again on Monday, but ultimately decides against it. Ryan has been many things in his life but a coward isn’t one of them - and neither is a quitter or a bad friend. Shane might be something out of Ryan’s worst nightmares, but they have a connection and Ryan can’t imagine just cutting and running even if Shane is dangerous and has to be… dealt with, somehow (Ryan subconsciously begs, in the back of his mind where he still believes in the benevolent God he was raised with, for that not to be the case).</p><p>It seems to get colder and colder in the office the closer Ryan gets to their floor, to Shane, but maybe that’s all in his head.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Crowley has a kink. The kink is Aziraphale.</p><p><small>This fic contains a masochist discovering his kink during the course of exploring his demisexuality without understanding it yet. That could be triggering, and is the main reason I chose the ambiguous warning tag. Other reasons include but may not be limited to the same character and his partner neglecting to negotiate a scene until it has already begun, which is unsafe to do irl. Proceed at your own discretion.</small></p><blockquote><p>It’s Aziraphale’s fault. It’s Aziraphale’s fault, and Crowley will defend that hill until such time as he ceases completely to exist. If Aziraphale ever tries to say that it was Crowley who tempted or corrupted him, in this specific particular case Crowley has a defense prepared.</p><p>It all happens because the books are dusty. That’s just how they are, always, even the ones that get regularly handled. Aziraphale likes them that way, not just because it tends to put off customers, but also because he likes to pull one out and blow the dust off of it in a dramatic little cloud. He does this with every single book, every single time, and he bounces on his toes with a besotted little grin at the simple joy it gives him. It’s adorable, and deeply irritating.</p><p>Crowley can’t help but turn to look and watch every time Aziraphale goes through this ridiculous little ritual. It’s like watching a bunny flop over to show its belly, or like a train wreck.2 Crowley is following Aziraphale around, getting in the angel’s way when he can like a needy pet cat. Aziraphale pays him no particular mind except to occasionally glance up at him and give him a look that if it is attempting to be stern is failing. He’s looking around for something in particular; he’d said something about something or other before they’d left the back room but Crowley was only half listening and he can hardly be expected to remember anything when he has thus far endured already two dust cloud shuffles. It’s taking quite a while to find whatever book, in part because Aziraphale doesn’t remember the title or the author, and in part because the shop is poorly organized. Aziraphale likes it that way, not just because it tends to put off customers, but also because he likes to rediscover his own books like they’re new to him and making sure he doesn’t know where any of them are is the best way to get that feeling.</p><p>“Maybe this one,” Aziraphale mutters lowly to himself, squinting at a spine. Crowley leans in a little closer to look at the little wrinkle Aziraphale gets in between his eyebrows when he concentrates hard on something, trying to be subtle when subtlety is really not his strong suit and he knows it. As he moves he runs his fingers along the other books on the shelf, leaving trails in the dust that will be gone by tomorrow (when he’s around Aziraphale sometimes Crowley just gets this inexplicable, insatiable need to touch things). Aziraphale pulls out the book and turns from the shelf, coincidentally in Crowley’s direction, and blows up the dust nearly right into Crowley’s face. Either he doesn’t notice or does a truly bang up job at pretending not to, because he only does his little dance and opens the book with the quiet creak of old binding. Crowley blows some dust out of his lashes with a glare at Aziraphale’s creased forehead, but he’s too- he’s too bewitched by that blessed two-step nonsense that he can’t muster up enough peevishness to mention it. And then he sneezes.</p><p>“G'bless you,” Aziraphale says absently, reflexively. All the dust puffs off of Crowley’s face and it sparkles in the shitty lighting of the shop as if it were something grander, but more importantly an arc of electricity races down Crowley’s back from the base of his skull down to his tailbone. Crowley takes in a sharp breath through his teeth and shivers violently. It’s not… It’s not all bad. It stings, but it’s warm and tingly too. Never has any feeling befit more perfectly the word <i>zing</i>.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19852921" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><blockquote><p><b>Rating:</b> Explicit<br/><b>Warnings:</b> No Archive Warnings Apply<br/><b>Relationships:</b> Hulk/Loki, En Dwi Gast | Grandmaster/Loki, Loki/others<br/><b>Characters:</b> Hulk (Marvel), Loki (Marvel), En Dwi Gast | Grandmaster</p><p><b>Additional Tags:</b> Thor (mentioned), Exhibitionism, Extreme exhibitionism, Performance Sex, sex on stage, Marathon Sex, Group Sex, Multiple Partners, Voyeurism, Polyamory, Barebacking, Enthusiastic Consent, Consensual But Not Safe Or Sane, Consensual Sex, Dom/sub, Intersex Character, Intersex Jotunn (Marvel), Intersex Loki (Marvel), Alien Gender/Sexuality, Rough Sex, Multiple Orgasms, Anal Fingering, Vaginal Fingering, Vaginal Sex, Praise Kink, Name-Calling, Under-negotiated Kink, Aftercare, Obedience, BDSM, 24/7 BDSM elements, Sexual Fantasy, Scared And Horny, Size Difference, Size Kink, Large Cock</p></blockquote><p><i>“What do you think?” Grandmaster purrs wetly into Loki’s ear as Hulk roars gleefully after ‘defeating’ Thor. Grandmaster slips a firm hand up in between Loki’s legs. “You think you could- you could take him, hmm? I think you could take him.”</i></p><p>Combat isn’t the only thing Grandmaster likes to host in his arena, and Loki is his most popular non-gladiatorial contender. What else is there to do but match him up with the other Champion?</p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16470341" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>2 first times Yuuri had without Victor + 3 first times he had with Victor. Containing: Yuuri, who is shy and bisexual and not a virgin. Victor, who always wants to exceed expectations, even when there are none. Yuuko, who is just curious. Victor, who is the gayest and most romantic man alive. Phichit, who likes to do his friends favors. And Victor again, who will look very good in white.</p><blockquote><p>“<i>Yuuri~</i>,” Victor sighs blissfully, flopping down face first into the plush hotel pillow underneath him, utterly boneless but somehow still graceful. The humidity of their quickly drying sweat has made his hair curl just a little and Yuuri is unbearably charmed by the shape of it where it falls over Victor’s pink nose, flushed still from afterglow. “That was so good! I feel like I should start smoking so that I can have one right now like in movies.”</p><p>Yuuri huffs out a smitten, breathless laugh. His eyes are warm and he can feel that the smile he wears is tender and soft, and very in love. Just like he is.</p><p>“Yeah?” he asks, still a little bashful even as he is lying sweaty and naked half across Victor’s back, after he and Victor have finally just, ah, consummated their relationship. Yuuri’s silver medal is getting engraved with his name right now, proving that he can command the power of eros, but sometimes it’s still hard to think of himself as sexy.</p><p>“Yes!” Victor assures, grinning and genuine and enthusiastic as always, his beautiful eyes glowing with their typical earnestness. He blinks and his grin melts away, though his eyes stay just the same. “It was good for you too, yes?”</p><p>Yuuri laughs again, less breathless but just as smitten. He takes note of his own bonelessness, also face down where he fell on the pillow. He is too happy, in his heart and in his body, and he thinks he might never move again. His limbs feel heavy and warm, humming gently with echoes of pleasure and a good kind of muscle soreness from the practical demonstration of eros. His mind is quiet, and he feels strong and restful. His hair, slightly damp, is tickling his ear and with his glasses off his vision is blurry, but even those things which would usually be annoyances only seem to add to the mood.</p><p>“The best,” he tells Victor honestly. But Victor’s serious look doesn’t disappear like it should.</p><p>“It was not really your first time, was it?” he asks, his tone and his clear blue eyes indecipherable. Yuuri’s afterglow feeling doesn’t vanish from him all at once but it does begin to creep away, his heart getting a little heavier and picking up its beat.</p><p>“I know letting you assume is almost like lying…” he starts guiltily.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/18924082" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>The Avengers have a float in the NYC Pride Parade.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>It’s Steve who has the idea. It’s just turned June and some asshole on TV is talking about ‘American Values’ this and &lsquo;Wholesome Lifestyle’ that and tossing the Captain America title around like the three of them (except he probably means just Steve, judging by the rest of what he’s spouting) are his best friends, and Steve tells the Compound at large, “I should come out.”</p>
<p>“You haven’t already?” Bucky asks incredulously from around a huge mouthful of strawberry ice cream, the kind with big chunks of real strawberry.</p>
<p>“You would know about it if I had, Buck.” From his other side, Sam gives Bucky’s full mouth a distasteful look, but that doesn’t stop him from taking the used spoon out of Bucky’s hand and using it for himself.</p>
<p>“I been on a nice African beach hangin’ out with some goats,” Bucky says. “I don’t know shit.” He lets 'and thank God too’ go unspoken, knowing it can be heard plain in his tone, and instead begins the struggle to wrestle his spoon back from Sam without spilling his ice cream.</p>
<p>“I wanna come out,” Steve repeats, glaring at the screen.</p>
<p>“Alright.” Sam concedes to Steve but not to Bucky, holding the spoon above his head and leaning way back across the couch with one foot on the ground to brace himself and the other, shoe and all, planted in Bucky’s gut to keep him back. He’s not even trying to get any ice cream at this point, he’s just being a dick. “Let’s come out. Now change the damn channel, I don’t wanna hear that.”</p>
<p>It’s just that, to start. The three Captain Americas, coming out, together. But Steve wants it to be big. As big as possible. Big and loud and primed for rubbing in faces. A press conference or an interview just doesn’t seem to have the panache.</p>
<p>“What do you want?” Tony teases eventually. “A parade?”</p>
<p>“Well, they do those now, right?” Steve points out in a deceptively reasonable tone. “Can we be in one?” Tony laughs, foolishly, before realizing that Steve is serious.</p>
<p>“Oh,” he says, and makes a few calls.</p>
</blockquote>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19208788" target="_blank">Read More</a></p>
<p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Leave Me a Tip</a></p>
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<blockquote><p>Summary:<br/>
Taako stands in front of a display of seasonal berries, the elderberries right up front.</p><blockquote><p>
 Routinely, Taako avoids the produce section of the Fantasy 
Costco. It’s not difficult, the section is small in comparison to the 
endless others, and usually he’s here with Magnus and Merle and they’re 
either equipping for a mission or simply making a nuisance of 
themselves. But sometimes when Taako can’t sleep - which is often - he 
comes here and shops until he’s ready to drop. Most of the time he 
doesn’t even buy anything, he just looks and imagines a thousand 
different lives for himself based on the items that grab his interest.
</p><p>
 Every now and then though, like now, he’ll find himself in the 
dread produce section and he’ll see something in particular, some 
completely mundane ingredient, and he won’t be able to leave. Once, he 
saw a long row of gigantic frozen turkeys and inexplicably burst into 
tears; once, a pile of innocent avocados captured him in a spiral of 
dead-end confusion for hours. Now, Taako stands in front of a display of
 seasonal berries, the elderberries right up front. At least this time 
he knows what his ish is.
</p><p>
 (The Glamour Springs show was in early summer and elderberries 
wouldn’t be naturally ripe for several months still. Taako made them 
extra dark and juicy, even better than any you could’ve picked yourself.
 That was the trick. The impossibility.)
</p><p>
 Taako doesn’t know how long it is that he stares at the berries,
 mentally redoing the mechanics of his spell over and over again, and in
 between every calculation and every pronunciation echo the results. 
Five dry twigs to one live berry, forty people dead. Short vowels and 
long consonants, forty people dead.
</p><p>
 “Those are fresh, just in!” Garfield pops up behind Taako. Taako
 doesn’t jump, and his thoughts don’t stop cycling either. “They’re to 
die for!”
</p><p>
 “I can’t argue with that, my man,” Taako says. Forty people dead. “How much?”</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19288966" target="_blank">Read More</a><br/></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Merle, Magnus, and Lup beg Taako to let them invite Lucretia to Candlenights. Merle posits that Taako should try to forgive for his own good, Magnus invokes the spirit of familial togetherness, and Lup just says please. So Taako agrees, even though he’s not ready.</p><p>

<small>Taako’s views in this fic on himself and Lucretia do not reflect my views on either character or on their relationship. Taako is traumatized and blames Lucretia disproportionately to her actions because he hasn’t been able to adjust yet. Some of his thoughts on this might be upsetting.</small>

<br/></p><blockquote><p>After everything, Taako buys a house. Taako fills his house with things. Mostly cooking things, but also books and art and bedding and cute little knick knacks that have absolutely no conceivable practical use. He has more than one walk in closet. No room is empty, and there are many many rooms. He has rugs and curtains and armchairs and eight pairs of sandals. He has a collection of nail polish that takes up a whole cabinet by itself. He owns lots of things that are heavy, unwieldy, loud. He plants himself right in the middle of Neverwinter and declares, silently and to himself, that he won’t be budged. Never ever.</p><p>That’s not the only thing Taako swears to never ever do. And Taako may have changed a lot over the past hundred and ten years - sometimes by choice, sometimes organically, sometimes against his will - but stubbornness? Nothing ever managed to take that away from him. So he swears he’ll never be on the run again, and he’ll never forgive Lucretia.</p><p>He’s not an asshole about it or anything, not that he couldn’t or that the urge to doesn’t ever hit him, stab him right between the ribs and stir up his guts until he gets ill. But given everything she took from him, Taako can’t bear to deprive himself even further by causing rifts or whatever. He did threaten to kill her while furiously weeping though, so he thinks his stance on hanging out is pretty clear. Sure, sometimes he can’t sleep because of cyclical inexpressible rage. And sometimes when he does sleep he’s woken by the same gut-wrenching night terrors that he had during those ten years, the ones where he’s searching and searching for something undefined and he knows somehow that if he doesn’t find it he’ll disappear too, but now when he wakes up instead of aimlessly trying to fill that void with food or attention or hats or other bullshit Taako knows to think of Lup. And of Barry, and Merle, and Magnus, and Davenport - and Lucretia. He was looking for her and she was right there , watching him search and fail and decompose. But whatever. She gets it, everyone gets it, no need to drag it out again. Taako can deal with his icky feelings all by himself like a big boy.</p><p>So life goes on and everything is a little weird and mostly good. Angus goes to school. Kravitz sleeps over at Taako’s a lot even though he doesn’t, strictly speaking, need to sleep, being dead and all, which is very sweet and nice and gives Taako feelings that are gooey but very much not icky at all. Carey and Killian go on a honeymoon that’s supposed to last for one week but actually lasts for three because no one has the heart and/or guts to tell them they have to come back. Davenport goes to sea and sends them all postcards. Merle lives on the beach and spends all his time with kids, and Magnus lives in the boonies and spends all his time with dogs. Lup and Barry renew their vows, again, and everyone they know is there, and Taako and Lucretia sit on opposite sides of the aisle, and it’s fine. Everything is fine.</p><p>One Candlenights passes, and then Midsummer, and the four birds left in between them go to Lucretia’s on one day and to Taako’s on another day for the celebrations, and it’s all perfectly fine. Taako feels mostly okay most of the time, and for the times when he’s doing shitty he has a Cleric who is not Merle that he visits sometimes and she kind of helps usually even though Taako doesn’t actually take her advice very often. Sooner than it seems it should, Candlenights is coming again.</p><p>Merle, Magnus, and Lup, in that order, all beg Taako to invite - or to let them invite - Lucretia to Candlenights at his place this year. Davenport is still at sea and won’t be attending, just as it was last year and for Midsummer. Barry says it’s Taako’s choice and refuses to express any opinion beyond that. Merle posits that Taako should let go of his anger for his own good (which would be fine and Taako figures he could wrestle his stubbornness into compliance to get it done, if only this gods-awful feeling was as simple as ‘anger’), Magnus invokes the spirit of familial togetherness, and Lup just says please. So, reluctantly and not very charitably, Taako agrees.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19478245" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Aziraphale possesses Crowley. He was right; they do indeed explode. Euphemistically, that is.</p><blockquote><p>Crowley is <i>quite </i>sloshed when Aziraphale’s ethereal form manifests opposite him in the bar. For long seconds, before Aziraphale speaks, Crowley thinks he’s only imagining him, the particularly torturous offspring of fantasy and inebriation. Oh, how he aches when he sees Aziraphale, the outline of him all wibbly-wobbly. But then the apparition speaks, and it doesn’t say anything particularly out of character for Aziraphale - nothing too… <i>fanciful</i>, nothing too similar to the things Aziraphale says in Crowley’s dreams - and after six thousand years of incredulously watching him Crowley finds it easy enough to accept that Aziraphale did something so wildly outside the approved angelic playbook. He explains what happened to him, and Crowley explains- too much (too <i>fast</i>). Aziraphale’s spirit shifts uncomfortably, and continues on quickly, something about finding a body. He says, “Pity I can’t inhabit yours,” and laughs it off.</p><p><a></a>Here is where it is especially relevant that Crowley is so piss drunk. There he is, sloshing around in his all but fermented brain, still aching, and also only vaguely listening, and he thinks to himself, ‘I am so tired of this’. He’s tired of acting like he doesn’t <i>want</i>. He’s a demon; it’s against his nature.</p><p>“Well, why couldn’t you then?” he asks belligerently, plopping his chin into his hand with a harrumph. Or rather, that’s what he means to do. Instead his words come out slurred and whiny and his movement gives off the impression that one half of him is losing its structural integrity.</p><p><a></a>“Ah- well,” Aziraphale splutters. &quot;I’m an angel and you’re a demon! We’d probably explode.“ He sounds sad about it and Crowley rolls his eyes so hard he has to miracle away the strain. Typical angel to be so heartbroken over some random harm that hasn’t even come to pass.</p><p>&ldquo;Only one way to find out, angel,” Crowley points out, and it does actually manage to be a little pointy. His attempt to wiggle his eyebrows, less so.</p><p>“I hardly think we have the time to be experimenting with our metaphysicality right now, darling,” Aziraphale scoffs. The sound has a strange formless echo to it, given that he’s not actually moving any air around. But Crowley is drunk, and he’s achy and tired, and he’s been so full of this damnable yearning for so long, and there’s hardly any chance that they’ll succeed anyway. He would rather die than not have this, something, just one more chance to know that no one has been closer to Aziraphale than him, one more chance to just- ask the question. Just one more question, just one more time, and go out with a boom before the answer befalls him.</p><p><a></a>“You hardly have time to find someone else,” he insists, and his voice is so quiet it must be so obvious what he really means. But, in typical angel fashion, Aziraphale shows him mercy and pretends to take those words at face value.<sup><small><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19783825#three-two" title="footnote 3" target="_blank">3</a></small></sup> He shifts again, squirming along with his inconsistent edges, and sighs deeply.</p><p>“Yes,” he says. “Yes, I suppose you’re right. But…” He lifts his imaginary hand to nervously rub along the bridge of his imaginary nose. “Well… Are you quite sure?” Crowley doesn’t so much shrug as undulate his entire body starting at the shoulders.</p><p>“I’m a being of self-interest, angel,” he jibes. Silly that he has to say it. Even without the rest of their history together, this alone would make them both deeply aware. “I wouldn’t offer something if I wasn’t willing to give it.” He attempts to tap his wrist. He misses. “C'mon, then! The time bomb’s a-ticking.” Aziraphale gives every appearance of taking a deep breath, of closing his eyes, of leaning in as if for a kiss.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19783825" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Crowley has a kink. The kink is Aziraphale.</p><p><small>This fic contains a masochist discovering his kink during the course of exploring his demisexuality without understanding it yet. That could be triggering, and is the main reason I chose the ambiguous warning tag. Other reasons include but may not be limited to the same character and his partner neglecting to negotiate a scene until it has already begun, which is unsafe to do irl. Proceed at your own discretion.</small></p><blockquote><p>It’s Aziraphale’s fault. It’s Aziraphale’s fault, and Crowley will defend that hill until such time as he ceases completely to exist. If Aziraphale ever tries to say that it was Crowley who tempted or corrupted him, in this specific particular case Crowley has a defense prepared.</p><p>It all happens because the books are dusty. That’s just how they are, always, even the ones that get regularly handled. Aziraphale likes them that way, not just because it tends to put off customers, but also because he likes to pull one out and blow the dust off of it in a dramatic little cloud. He does this with every single book, every single time, and he bounces on his toes with a besotted little grin at the simple joy it gives him. It’s adorable, and deeply irritating.</p><p>Crowley can’t help but turn to look and watch every time Aziraphale goes through this ridiculous little ritual. It’s like watching a bunny flop over to show its belly, or like a train wreck.2 Crowley is following Aziraphale around, getting in the angel’s way when he can like a needy pet cat. Aziraphale pays him no particular mind except to occasionally glance up at him and give him a look that if it is attempting to be stern is failing. He’s looking around for something in particular; he’d said something about something or other before they’d left the back room but Crowley was only half listening and he can hardly be expected to remember anything when he has thus far endured already two dust cloud shuffles. It’s taking quite a while to find whatever book, in part because Aziraphale doesn’t remember the title or the author, and in part because the shop is poorly organized. Aziraphale likes it that way, not just because it tends to put off customers, but also because he likes to rediscover his own books like they’re new to him and making sure he doesn’t know where any of them are is the best way to get that feeling.</p><p>“Maybe this one,” Aziraphale mutters lowly to himself, squinting at a spine. Crowley leans in a little closer to look at the little wrinkle Aziraphale gets in between his eyebrows when he concentrates hard on something, trying to be subtle when subtlety is really not his strong suit and he knows it. As he moves he runs his fingers along the other books on the shelf, leaving trails in the dust that will be gone by tomorrow (when he’s around Aziraphale sometimes Crowley just gets this inexplicable, insatiable need to touch things). Aziraphale pulls out the book and turns from the shelf, coincidentally in Crowley’s direction, and blows up the dust nearly right into Crowley’s face. Either he doesn’t notice or does a truly bang up job at pretending not to, because he only does his little dance and opens the book with the quiet creak of old binding. Crowley blows some dust out of his lashes with a glare at Aziraphale’s creased forehead, but he’s too- he’s too bewitched by that blessed two-step nonsense that he can’t muster up enough peevishness to mention it. And then he sneezes.</p><p>“G'bless you,” Aziraphale says absently, reflexively. All the dust puffs off of Crowley’s face and it sparkles in the shitty lighting of the shop as if it were something grander, but more importantly an arc of electricity races down Crowley’s back from the base of his skull down to his tailbone. Crowley takes in a sharp breath through his teeth and shivers violently. It’s not… It’s not all bad. It stings, but it’s warm and tingly too. Never has any feeling befit more perfectly the word <i>zing</i>.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19852921" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Taako misses Magic Day. Angus investigates why.</p><p>This fic contains internalized ableism in the form of a depressed character interpreting their emotional dysfunction as them being a bad person. No other characters believe this.</p><blockquote><p>Angus waits patiently in the training room for Taako. It’s not the first time that Taako has been late to a Magic Day lesson, so Angus is not that worried. In fact, Taako being late is a routine thing. Agnus thinks that maybe it is a test. He knows most little boys like him are not prone to being patient, but he is not like most little boys and he can wait for a very long time if necessary. Either that or maybe Taako just isn’t very good at keeping track of time, or he doesn’t want to give Angus high expectations. Angus - being the World’s Greatest Detective, and now also the Greatest Detective on The Moon - is very observant, and not very easily tricked, and he has noticed after a few months on board the moon base that Taako can sometimes purposefully express himself in a contrary way. Angus hasn’t yet figured out the purpose of that behavior, but he most certainly will (and that is both a threat and a promise, Angus would say, if anyone asked).</p><p>Angus waits for a very long time. He’s good at waiting, but this is a very very long time. Every time that Angus considers going to look for Taako it takes a little bit more effort to convince himself not to, to keep waiting, to be patient and pass the test. Of course Taako is taking longer this time, right? If it is a test it probably has to get harder before you can pass it for good. (But if it’s not a test… But it’s probably a test, probably. Maybe. But maybe not…)</p><p>Angus is very patient and waits for a very long time, and definitively would have passed this test if it had been a test. He has his mind pretty much made up for him that it wasn’t when Carey, Killian, and Magnus come in to the training room. The three of them all share teasing trash talk, including Magnus even thought Angus knows that Magnus has never once beat either Carey or Killian in a sparring match.</p><p>“Hey, Ango!” Magnus calls to Angus when he notices him. Angus waves, a little sullenly. “Hanging around for the show after your magic lessons, huh?” He flexes. Angus holds his chin high and tries to make sure his lip doesn’t wobble so that Magnus doesn’t notice that he’s upset (hopefully). Taako might be embarrassed if everyone knew he forgot. Angus would probably be embarrassed if he was Taako (Angus is embarrassed as Angus too, that he waited around so long for nothing, but he’s the only detective around here so he’s the only one that has to know that).</p><p>“I was going to, Sir,” he lies. “But I think it will be a little boring with you here too.” Magnus’s mouth drops open in genuine surprise before he plays it up and gasps theatrically. Meanwhile, Carey and Killian are both ooh ing and laughing, and even though he’s still upset Angus can’t help a small proud smile.</p><p>“Tch, wizards ,” Magnus mutters disparagingly, but he’s grinning at Angus as he says it, and he seems pretty proud too. Also, Angus is very happy to be called a wizard, even if he didn’t have a lesson today ( yet , and that is also a threat and a promise). “No appreciation for the rest of us.” Angus quietly leaves while Carey and Killian are pointing out to Magnus that ‘wizards’ seem to appreciate the two of them just fine and Magnus protests that he has Rustic Hospitality and everyone with any taste likes him automatically.</p><p>Angus makes his way towards the suite that Tres Horny Boys share. His feelings are hurt and he’s angry too, even as he tries to come up with excuses for Taako in his head. There could be all sorts of reasons that Taako forgot it was Magic Day. He almost certainly didn’t stand Angus up on purpose, so Angus shouldn’t be mad, right?</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19983226" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>An “Order” that consists of but four members? Now that just can’t be right…</p><blockquote><p>It’s been a little while since Loki has seen a real, actual battlefield. Not that the Black Order will make any attempt to follow war etiquette of course, but there are no buildings or streets or civilians around. Just grass and plains as far as even Jotunn and Æsir eyes can see, with lush green mountains at their backs. Of course, they in the ranks already - ha - assembled know those mountains to be illusory. In this one particular instance Midgardian technology is better than magic though; Ebony, if he still counts himself one of Thanos’s children - and in his case Loki can’t imagine he doesn’t - won’t be able to look through or dispel the Wakandan camouflage.</p><p>Loki hasn’t had any way to tell how well his tricks have paid him forward, in the almost-decade since he set them. Eight years can mean a lot for a long game, or it can mean next to nothing. That’s why Loki has kept this particular sowing to himself. It would be… ungraceful to prematurely claim a clever deed that failed. Especially while he’s trying to make himself seem valuable, so that the so-called Avengers will allow him to stay, in his own skin and without harassment, with his brother and his people.</p><p>Asgard has been on Earth now for weeks shy of a year. Midgard’s spring draws to a close, and the African heat is making Loki truly miserable as they await the arrival of their would-be invaders. Loki had explained the nature of Thanos’s mission as part of his bid for clemency, as humiliating as it had been to admit to having committed actions not entirely his own. (He had insisted on taking due credit for each little thing that was his idea, unbothered by how every word from his mouth had made several anger-red faces - including Thor’s - edge closer and closer to purple; Loki has always loved a nice gem tone.) Then a few weeks ago, some stellar radar or other had taken note of the size and rapidly shrinking distance of the then-unidentified object that was Sanctuary II. So here they have gathered, all of them who can face such a force - or at least all of them who are willing to die in the attempt. Three Infinity Stones are here on the battlefield with them, their bait.</p><p>There are not very many of them. Those original six who met the first invasion, plus a few more. One small army of ordinary, if very skilled and well-equipped, humans. Barley more than half a dozen Ás, only two of them warriors by trade. And Loki.</p><p>More than not, Loki awaits the results of his spells and tricks with curiosity, or glee at having done them whether they succeed or not, but right now he finds himself hoping. If his words were powerful enough, his nonchalant asides and his hushed whispers that he left behind to burrow like termites through the foundations of the Black Order, then this meager infantry might be enough.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/20265856" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Leave Me a Tip</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>After defeating Thanos, Loki covets Bruce’s attention.</p><blockquote><p>Loki and Bruce are the only two… well, they’re not Avengers, but teammates, at least for the battle that they’ve just all won together. They’re the only two teammates that don’t have their own rooms inside Avengers Compound, and thus they are the only two left in the common area. They will both probably retire eventually to Thor’s apartments. Or perhaps Bruce will follow Romanov or Stark to bed instead; Loki doesn’t know what either of those situations is like, but both seemed to watch him mournfully all night and Loki feels greedy and smug to have Bruce still here with him for however long that lasts. It is Idunn only knows what time in the morning, Thor and Loki and Valkyrie having led the rest in a victory revel the likes of which surely had only been seen on Old Asgard previously. Loki is warm and loose with drink, and judging by the way Bruce is letting him sprawl all over him when there is a whole empty couch worth of space - not to mention all the other furniture in the room - the other man is just as inebriated. Bruce runs a hand through Loki’s hair and Loki hums happily and presses even closer.</p><p>“So,” Bruce murmurs. Loki can feel his voice vibrate between them, chest to chest as they are, and shivers. “Things are going not too bad for you, huh?” Loki hums again, this time in acknowledgement. He’s not particularly interested in talking, for all that Bruce always manages to make himself interesting. He’d rather continue to drink, and ply Bruce with drink too, and bask in the excuse to get closer, closer, closer. As close as he can get before it’s time to pull away again, to return to his brother’s side while Bruce goes to whomever it is that holds his true loyalty - be that Thor as a member of Asgard like it seems he wants, or maybe Valkyrie if their connection is more than camaraderie, or Romanov or Stark; he could have a place with any of them without effort. But for now he’s here, with Loki, and Loki, proudly selfish, will take as much of him as he can. He throws a leg over Bruce’s lap and tucks his face in so tight to Bruce’s neck that when his lips touch it could have been an accident.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/20441309" target="_blank">Keep Reading</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Leave Me a Tip</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Thor has learned that the past and the present and the future are three strands in a string, woven together.</p><p><small>I used accusations similar to blood libel to demonstrate that the justifications for violence against a specific being were falsified for a political agenda. It’s vague and brief but might be triggering.</small></p><blockquote><p>Thor is making merry after a grand adventure. He is too drunken already to tell the tale anymore. Around him, Thor’s friends are loud and raucous and warm. Volstagg has his shirt torn from his shoulders and falling about his waist, still tucked into his pants, arm wrestling a maiden who seems taken with him with one hand and feeding himself roast boar with the other. Fandral’s back, still tacky through his shirt with blood (someone else’s) and sweat (his own), is pressed against Thor’s side, his laughter bright in Thor’s ear, each of his arms wrapped round the shoulders of a breathtaking woman. Sif is drinking men under the table, them lining up orderly before her for the privilege. Loki has taken up the mantle of recounting their victory, standing on top of the table with softly glowing fingers as illusions dance around him. His rhymes are steadily declining in quality as he continues to drink as well, though even still his voice never breaks and he never stutters.</p><p>There is something not quite right, but Thor cannot place it.</p><p>The hot sun beats down through a clear blue sky. The earth underneath Thor’s boots is hard-packed and flat. He’s braced on the balls of his feet with a sword in each hand, a layer of sweat building underneath his leather and plate armor. Steve is on his left, Loki on his right, and ahead of them, charging, is a seemingly unending herd of beasts. The beasts are like hairless, blind dogs with thick mottled grey skin.</p><p>The blood of the dog-beasts smells foul in the heat of the day, twice as much so underscored with the bright ozone scent of Thor’s lightning. They are loud as they attack, and loud as they die, and loud as they continue and continue and continue to charge. Thor is slick with gore. Some has gotten into his mouth, tasting of rot. He has lost track of Loki on the battlefield. He wonders if he will ever see his brother again.</p><p>The snowy air at the topmost open arched stone window of the All-Mother’s favorite palace tower stings pleasantly in Thor’s lungs as he looks out from it across the glittering landscape below. He feels strange, as if he hasn’t yet earned the right to stand here, despite that he was born in this palace. Some of the roofs below are gilded in gold. Thor thinks they are beautiful and familiar and majestic, and also hideous and sickening and garish. He feels powerful, righteous. He feels betrayed, guilty. Huginn sits at his left hand. Muninn is absent. Thor can’t remember ever being able to tell the difference between them without being told before. His mother stands at his right shoulder, leaning comfortably in the window on her elbow, smiling gently, patiently. She was always so patient with him.</p><p>“I’m afraid it won’t ever get less confusing,” she tells him. Her mouth is twisted in a wry humor that she has only ever allowed Thor to see once or twice before, but her eyes are clear and lit with a soft happiness. “It’s an art.”</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Loki’s first instinct upon learning something new has always been to show Thor.</p><blockquote><p>Loki’s first instinct upon learning something new has always been to show Thor.</p><p>Or, more accurately, Loki’s first instinct upon learning something new has always been to use it on Thor. Thor has fallen for it every time before, and he will fall for it again now. It’s not that he’s stupid, or even foolish, really. But he is a child, and he trusts everything that he loves.</p><p>Tyr can tell that Loki has a new trick to play by the way he came swaggering onto the training ground this morning. He’s never exactly reluctant, to show that would earn him too much disapproval from his father and his friends, but his enthusiasm is usually muted unless he has some script where he wins in the end playing in his mind. All morning the younger Prince did his best to behave as if nothing was different as Tyr ran the heirs through their drills. Now it is nearing afternoon and the only thing left before it’s time for lunch is to spar. Loki is visibly struggling not to grin like the Wolf he is - taken more after his father than either of them care to notice.</p><p>“Places,” Tyr instructs, pretending to be as oblivious to whatever is imminent as Thor seems to be. Tyr doesn’t disapprove of the use of magic in battle, nor does he scorn the mixing of gendered skills. In a real battle one does what one must, and the enemy will do the same. Tyr may be retired from war but he remembers that.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Thor is not Odin’s son right now. Right now he is King. And Valkyrie thinks, maybe, she could trust him.</p><blockquote><p>The room on the ship that has become their de facto strategy room, a small circular offshoot of the bridge that must have once been where the captain could take private hails, is barren and chilly. It’s small and closed up so the recycled air is even more stale here than everywhere else on board. There is nothing inside it but a circular table, no chairs. The last Valkyrie still remembers what it was like inside Odin’s strategy rooms and this is jarring in comparison. It makes her mind spin almost as much as a really good shot.</p><p>Odin’s strategy rooms were filled with low ambient light and shiny dark wood and blood red accents, and long rectangular tables for Odin to sit at the head of. The Valkyrior, if they were even invited, were expected to line the walls in uniform like heroic statues. Here and now, the wood of the round table is unpolished and scuffed underneath Thor’s equally roughened hands where he leans on it heavily, the flaws of both thrown into stark relief by the harsh fluorescents along the upper walls. The skin visible around Thor’s eye patch is still red and swollen and his hair is sticking up in a thousand directions, full of static either from a recent sonic shower or else self-inflicted. He’s wearing a clingy but soft-looking shirt, lounge pants, and canvas shoes. Genetic resemblance aside, he couldn’t look less like Odin if he tried with all his (allegedly considerable) might.</p><p>Valkyrie herself has shown up in basically her pajamas too, though the decision to do so had been belligerent and she’d thought she’d be under-dressed. She also brought a bottle of something golden brown and pungent she found in a closet, but the urge to pointedly drink from it is a little bit lessened now that she sees The Great King Of Asgard looking just like any other tired refugee - just like all the rest of them. Maybe her bullshit isn’t necessary (yet). Loki and Heimdall are here too, and Bruce. Bruce’s outfit is almost identical to Thor’s, though he wears his shirt a little less fitted and has his arms folded self-consciously across his chest. Heimdall wears a sleeveless robe over a leather vest and Loki is in a black suit. He’s so fucking obnoxious. The four of them gather, with varying degrees of closeness, around the new All-Father. Valkyrie places herself directly across from him. Whatever this is about, she wants to watch him as close as she can when he tells them, and she wants him to have to look her in the eye. Just in case.</p><p>Thor breathes deeply once they all go still. He stands up, straightens his shoulders, lifts his chin. He looks like a teenager playing grown-up for a school presentation. Valkyrie feels a twinge of sympathy and takes a sip from her pilfered bottle of stuff to make it go away. The taste is foul but it burns in the back of her throat the same as any other liquor, and what more can she ask than that.</p><p>“What would you guys say if I said I wanted to change how Asgard’s governing body is structured?” Thor asks.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Of course you can be happy without being with your soulmate, and Ryan doesn’t judge different kinds of relationships, he just thinks that your soulmate is like the pinnacle of what you can achieve, romantically.</p><p>“You sound like a Nicholas Sparks movie,” Shane tells him, because Shane doesn’t believe in soulmates.</p><p><small>inspired by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mtG__5dw9g8mH0ybLGI6UfA" target="_blank">@kaya4114</a>‘s <a href="https://kaya4114.tumblr.com/post/185371136445/soulmate-au" target="_blank">text post</a></small></p><blockquote><p>Obviously it doesn’t last.</p><p>Sure, for weeks Ryan is there when Sara and Shane try out new face masks or when they go to the botanical gardens or when the art museum has a visiting exhibit on ancient Chinese erotic poetry or when they play hooky to go to Disneyland. For weeks Ryan makes them watch movie musicals and brings them to a dozen vastly different food trucks they’ve never been to before and takes what feels like hundreds of pictures of them on his phone.</p><p>And then, after those weeks, Ryan has a little business trip. It’s one of the increasingly rare businessy things that Shane isn’t involved in. There’s a loose NDA and everything. Ryan heads out of town on Thursday, grumbling and griping without heat about his imminent work weekend. Everything seems normal.</p><p>At five in the morning Saturday, Ryan calls Shane. Shane is pulled out of sleep by the buzz of his phone on the bedside table. He glares blearily at it but grabs it to check the caller, and when he sees that it’s Ryan he answers. He answers with a short grunt and nothing else, but it is five in the morning on a Saturday after all so Shane doesn’t care if Ryan was expecting more decorum.</p><p>“Uh,” says Ryan over the line. His voice swings up in pitch sharply. “Nevermind.” And then he hangs up. Shane is a little pissed off about being woken up for apparently no reason, but the call was short enough that it’s a simple matter for him to go right back to sleep. He wakes up thinking it was a weirdly mundane dream until he sees the call log on his phone. But it doesn’t really seem that significant. Ryan does weird stuff all the time. Shane has all but forgotten about it by the time lunch rolls around that day.</p><p>So when Shane picks Ryan up from the airport late Sunday night and Ryan clumsily lets Shane know he wants to go to his own house without saying those words, Shane doesn’t think to connect it to that weird seconds-long phone call. He just figures Ryan is tired, maybe homesick for his own space. No big deal, and he needn’t have been worried about- about hurting Shane’s and Sara’s feelings or whatever it is that made him too nervous to just say ‘hey, take me to my place, please’. Shane takes Ryan to Ryan’s place, and he doesn’t worry about it.</p><p>That is until Monday and Tuesday and Wednesday and Thursday and Friday all pass without Ryan coming over to theirs. Shane feels Ryan watching him at work all week, staring for long minutes at the side of his face across the short distance between them, but every time he looks over Ryan makes like he’s completely absorbed in his work.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Loki only knows what he doesn’t want when it is forced on him.</p><blockquote><p>Loki looks out at the city - the name of the place irrelevant - and the destruction slakes a thirst in him that has done nothing but grow in the last two years. He feels the urge to join the Chitauri in their violence, craves the feeling of brick and bone crumbling in his own hands, but the desire dies quickly under the cool knowledge that he must guard the portal. Surely, soothes the blessed, beautiful clarity in the back of his mind, which Thanos and the Other so graciously gifted to Loki through the Mind Stone, victory will be more satisfying than personal involvement. Of course. Loki has said as such to Thor himself, countless times. Thor, the wretched thoughtless arrogant-</p><p>“Loki!” Ah, speak of a foul loathsome thing and it shall appear. “Turn off the Tesseract or I will destroy it!”</p><p>Loki’s rage and hatred is familiar, and stoked eagerly by the extra presence in his mind. Yes, Thanos and the Other support Loki in this. Thor is a blight and he deserves death. Loki turns towards Thor, a step below Loki just off Stark’s ostentatious landing pad, letting his lip curl up off of his teeth to imitate the furious wild thing howling and clawing inside him.</p><p>“You can’t,” he taunts. “There is no stopping it! There is only… The War.” The phrase feels strange in his mouth, but the way Thor glares is delicious. Here, now, Loki’s clearer thoughts encourage, now you can get your hands in, like you wanted. Yes, that’s right. That is exactly what Loki wants. He wants to kill Thor. He has always wanted to kill Thor. He tried before and was thwarted, but Thor does not have Odin’s protection now. Now, Loki can kill him. He can do it himself and see it truly done. With an eager, wrathful scream, Loki leaps down from the landing pad and swings the scepter at Thor’s head with all of his might.</p><p>Thor will die.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>The full moon makes Katara feel strong. She keeps watch. The full moon makes Zuko feel weak. He has a nightmare.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>The full moon comes and Katara can’t sleep. Even sequestered away from the moonlight inside the Western Air Temple, the energy of it flows under her skin like white rapids. She’d be surprised that Aang can obviously sleep just fine, his soft snores sending up tiny whirlwinds, but no doubt he’s tired from firebending training with Zuko. Zuko, who no longer slinks away to his room alone at night ever since he and Sokka came back from their little field trip and Sokka wouldn’t stop fawning all over him until they both dropped where they sat. It seems like Katara is the only one left he hasn’t gotten to yet. It’s not that Katara isn’t grateful to have her father back. Of course she is. But one good deed can’t measure up to a lifetime of evil.</p>
<p>Dad is sleeping around the embers with them again tonight, along with Suki snuggled up to Sokka’s side, while the Fire Nation prisoner they had broken out had chosen a room for himself instead. Under the power of the moon Katara can feel the warmth of their blood; its quiet, contained flow through their bodies allows her to be aware of their presence more viscerally than she could have in the day, or on any other night.</p>
<p>She can feel the blood in Zuko’s body too, a little warmer than everyone else’s.</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>During a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is… something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.<br/></p><blockquote><p>Ryan backs right out of the building without a word to anyone. He calls in sick from the parking lot. He’s breathless and shaky, cold sweat on the back of his neck, so he doesn’t even have to fake it. He sits there, breathing in and out through pursed lips with his eyes closed, for almost fifteen minutes before he feels like he can safely drive home.</p><p>Traffic makes Ryan feel normal for just long enough to make it through. But the second he gets home he’s confronted with the windchimes he put up practically as a joke. That they might actually do something to Shane seems so much realer now, and less funny. Ryan reaches out and sets them to chiming in a daze. The gentle metallic tinkles seem to echo around inside his brain hauntingly, and he wonders as if from a distance if it would feel similar to Shane.</p><p>Ryan spends the rest of his day and his weekend in the same weird out-of-body space. Every now and then the image of Shane - changing from a breathtaking and delicate beauty into a terrible frozen monster in the blink of an eye - will float, blurred around the edges and half formless, like it’s ready and willing to be forgotten at any moment, in Ryan’s mind’s eye. The windchimes keep up their quiet music from the windows, but they only make Ryan feel even more confused and detached.</p><p>He debates calling in sick again on Monday, but ultimately decides against it. Ryan has been many things in his life but a coward isn’t one of them - and neither is a quitter or a bad friend. Shane might be something out of Ryan’s worst nightmares, but they have a connection and Ryan can’t imagine just cutting and running even if Shane is dangerous and has to be… dealt with, somehow (Ryan subconsciously begs, in the back of his mind where he still believes in the benevolent God he was raised with, for that not to be the case).</p><p>It seems to get colder and colder in the office the closer Ryan gets to their floor, to Shane, but maybe that’s all in his head.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote>
<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Crowley has a kink. The kink is Aziraphale.</p>
<p><small>This fic contains a masochist discovering his kink during the course of exploring his demisexuality without understanding it yet. That could be triggering, and is the main reason I chose the ambiguous warning tag. Other reasons include but may not be limited to the same character and his partner neglecting to negotiate a scene until it has already begun, which is unsafe to do irl. Proceed at your own discretion.</small></p>
<blockquote>
<p>It’s Aziraphale’s fault. It’s Aziraphale’s fault, and Crowley will defend that hill until such time as he ceases completely to exist. If Aziraphale ever tries to say that it was Crowley who tempted or corrupted him, in this specific particular case Crowley has a defense prepared.</p>
<p>It all happens because the books are dusty. That’s just how they are, always, even the ones that get regularly handled. Aziraphale likes them that way, not just because it tends to put off customers, but also because he likes to pull one out and blow the dust off of it in a dramatic little cloud. He does this with every single book, every single time, and he bounces on his toes with a besotted little grin at the simple joy it gives him. It’s adorable, and deeply irritating.</p>
<p>Crowley can’t help but turn to look and watch every time Aziraphale goes through this ridiculous little ritual. It’s like watching a bunny flop over to show its belly, or like a train wreck.2 Crowley is following Aziraphale around, getting in the angel’s way when he can like a needy pet cat. Aziraphale pays him no particular mind except to occasionally glance up at him and give him a look that if it is attempting to be stern is failing. He’s looking around for something in particular; he’d said something about something or other before they’d left the back room but Crowley was only half listening and he can hardly be expected to remember anything when he has thus far endured already two dust cloud shuffles. It’s taking quite a while to find whatever book, in part because Aziraphale doesn’t remember the title or the author, and in part because the shop is poorly organized. Aziraphale likes it that way, not just because it tends to put off customers, but also because he likes to rediscover his own books like they’re new to him and making sure he doesn’t know where any of them are is the best way to get that feeling.</p>
<p>“Maybe this one,” Aziraphale mutters lowly to himself, squinting at a spine. Crowley leans in a little closer to look at the little wrinkle Aziraphale gets in between his eyebrows when he concentrates hard on something, trying to be subtle when subtlety is really not his strong suit and he knows it. As he moves he runs his fingers along the other books on the shelf, leaving trails in the dust that will be gone by tomorrow (when he’s around Aziraphale sometimes Crowley just gets this inexplicable, insatiable need to touch things). Aziraphale pulls out the book and turns from the shelf, coincidentally in Crowley’s direction, and blows up the dust nearly right into Crowley’s face. Either he doesn’t notice or does a truly bang up job at pretending not to, because he only does his little dance and opens the book with the quiet creak of old binding. Crowley blows some dust out of his lashes with a glare at Aziraphale’s creased forehead, but he’s too- he’s too bewitched by that blessed two-step nonsense that he can’t muster up enough peevishness to mention it. And then he sneezes.</p>
<p>“G'bless you,” Aziraphale says absently, reflexively. All the dust puffs off of Crowley’s face and it sparkles in the shitty lighting of the shop as if it were something grander, but more importantly an arc of electricity races down Crowley’s back from the base of his skull down to his tailbone. Crowley takes in a sharp breath through his teeth and shivers violently. It’s not… It’s not all bad. It stings, but it’s warm and tingly too. Never has any feeling befit more perfectly the word <i>zing</i>.</p>
</blockquote>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19852921" target="_blank">Read More</a></p>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Loki only knows what he doesn’t want when it is forced on him.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>Loki looks out at the city - the name of the place irrelevant - and the destruction slakes a thirst in him that has done nothing but grow in the last two years. He feels the urge to join the Chitauri in their violence, craves the feeling of brick and bone crumbling in his own hands, but the desire dies quickly under the cool knowledge that he must guard the portal. Surely, soothes the blessed, beautiful clarity in the back of his mind, which Thanos and the Other so graciously gifted to Loki through the Mind Stone, victory will be more satisfying than personal involvement. Of course. Loki has said as such to Thor himself, countless times. Thor, the wretched thoughtless arrogant-</p>
<p>“Loki!” Ah, speak of a foul loathsome thing and it shall appear. “Turn off the Tesseract or I will destroy it!”</p>
<p>Loki’s rage and hatred is familiar, and stoked eagerly by the extra presence in his mind. Yes, Thanos and the Other support Loki in this. Thor is a blight and he deserves death. Loki turns towards Thor, a step below Loki just off Stark’s ostentatious landing pad, letting his lip curl up off of his teeth to imitate the furious wild thing howling and clawing inside him.</p>
<p>“You can’t,” he taunts. “There is no stopping it! There is only… The War.” The phrase feels strange in his mouth, but the way Thor glares is delicious. Here, now, Loki’s clearer thoughts encourage, now you can get your hands in, like you wanted. Yes, that’s right. That is exactly what Loki wants. He wants to kill Thor. He has always wanted to kill Thor. He tried before and was thwarted, but Thor does not have Odin’s protection now. Now, Loki can kill him. He can do it himself and see it truly done. With an eager, wrathful scream, Loki leaps down from the landing pad and swings the scepter at Thor’s head with all of his might.</p>
<p>Thor will die.</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Crowley has a kink. The kink is Aziraphale.</p>
<p><small>This fic contains a masochist discovering his kink during the course of exploring his demisexuality without understanding it yet. That could be triggering, and is the main reason I chose the ambiguous warning tag. Other reasons include but may not be limited to the same character and his partner neglecting to negotiate a scene until it has already begun, which is unsafe to do irl. Proceed at your own discretion.</small></p>
<blockquote>
<p>It’s Aziraphale’s fault. It’s Aziraphale’s fault, and Crowley will defend that hill until such time as he ceases completely to exist. If Aziraphale ever tries to say that it was Crowley who tempted or corrupted him, in this specific particular case Crowley has a defense prepared.</p>
<p>It all happens because the books are dusty. That’s just how they are, always, even the ones that get regularly handled. Aziraphale likes them that way, not just because it tends to put off customers, but also because he likes to pull one out and blow the dust off of it in a dramatic little cloud. He does this with every single book, every single time, and he bounces on his toes with a besotted little grin at the simple joy it gives him. It’s adorable, and deeply irritating.</p>
<p>Crowley can’t help but turn to look and watch every time Aziraphale goes through this ridiculous little ritual. It’s like watching a bunny flop over to show its belly, or like a train wreck.2 Crowley is following Aziraphale around, getting in the angel’s way when he can like a needy pet cat. Aziraphale pays him no particular mind except to occasionally glance up at him and give him a look that if it is attempting to be stern is failing. He’s looking around for something in particular; he’d said something about something or other before they’d left the back room but Crowley was only half listening and he can hardly be expected to remember anything when he has thus far endured already two dust cloud shuffles. It’s taking quite a while to find whatever book, in part because Aziraphale doesn’t remember the title or the author, and in part because the shop is poorly organized. Aziraphale likes it that way, not just because it tends to put off customers, but also because he likes to rediscover his own books like they’re new to him and making sure he doesn’t know where any of them are is the best way to get that feeling.</p>
<p>“Maybe this one,” Aziraphale mutters lowly to himself, squinting at a spine. Crowley leans in a little closer to look at the little wrinkle Aziraphale gets in between his eyebrows when he concentrates hard on something, trying to be subtle when subtlety is really not his strong suit and he knows it. As he moves he runs his fingers along the other books on the shelf, leaving trails in the dust that will be gone by tomorrow (when he’s around Aziraphale sometimes Crowley just gets this inexplicable, insatiable need to touch things). Aziraphale pulls out the book and turns from the shelf, coincidentally in Crowley’s direction, and blows up the dust nearly right into Crowley’s face. Either he doesn’t notice or does a truly bang up job at pretending not to, because he only does his little dance and opens the book with the quiet creak of old binding. Crowley blows some dust out of his lashes with a glare at Aziraphale’s creased forehead, but he’s too- he’s too bewitched by that blessed two-step nonsense that he can’t muster up enough peevishness to mention it. And then he sneezes.</p>
<p>“G'bless you,” Aziraphale says absently, reflexively. All the dust puffs off of Crowley’s face and it sparkles in the shitty lighting of the shop as if it were something grander, but more importantly an arc of electricity races down Crowley’s back from the base of his skull down to his tailbone. Crowley takes in a sharp breath through his teeth and shivers violently. It’s not… It’s not all bad. It stings, but it’s warm and tingly too. Never has any feeling befit more perfectly the word <i>zing</i>.</p>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Taako misses Magic Day. Angus investigates why.</p>
<p>This fic contains internalized ableism in the form of a depressed character interpreting their emotional dysfunction as them being a bad person. No other characters believe this.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>Angus waits patiently in the training room for Taako. It’s not the first time that Taako has been late to a Magic Day lesson, so Angus is not that worried. In fact, Taako being late is a routine thing. Agnus thinks that maybe it is a test. He knows most little boys like him are not prone to being patient, but he is not like most little boys and he can wait for a very long time if necessary. Either that or maybe Taako just isn’t very good at keeping track of time, or he doesn’t want to give Angus high expectations. Angus - being the World’s Greatest Detective, and now also the Greatest Detective on The Moon - is very observant, and not very easily tricked, and he has noticed after a few months on board the moon base that Taako can sometimes purposefully express himself in a contrary way. Angus hasn’t yet figured out the purpose of that behavior, but he most certainly will (and that is both a threat and a promise, Angus would say, if anyone asked).</p>
<p>Angus waits for a very long time. He’s good at waiting, but this is a very very long time. Every time that Angus considers going to look for Taako it takes a little bit more effort to convince himself not to, to keep waiting, to be patient and pass the test. Of course Taako is taking longer this time, right? If it is a test it probably has to get harder before you can pass it for good. (But if it’s not a test… But it’s probably a test, probably. Maybe. But maybe not…)</p>
<p>Angus is very patient and waits for a very long time, and definitively would have passed this test if it had been a test. He has his mind pretty much made up for him that it wasn’t when Carey, Killian, and Magnus come in to the training room. The three of them all share teasing trash talk, including Magnus even thought Angus knows that Magnus has never once beat either Carey or Killian in a sparring match.</p>
<p>“Hey, Ango!” Magnus calls to Angus when he notices him. Angus waves, a little sullenly. “Hanging around for the show after your magic lessons, huh?” He flexes. Angus holds his chin high and tries to make sure his lip doesn’t wobble so that Magnus doesn’t notice that he’s upset (hopefully). Taako might be embarrassed if everyone knew he forgot. Angus would probably be embarrassed if he was Taako (Angus is embarrassed as Angus too, that he waited around so long for nothing, but he’s the only detective around here so he’s the only one that has to know that).</p>
<p>“I was going to, Sir,” he lies. “But I think it will be a little boring with you here too.” Magnus’s mouth drops open in genuine surprise before he plays it up and gasps theatrically. Meanwhile, Carey and Killian are both ooh ing and laughing, and even though he’s still upset Angus can’t help a small proud smile.</p>
<p>“Tch, wizards ,” Magnus mutters disparagingly, but he’s grinning at Angus as he says it, and he seems pretty proud too. Also, Angus is very happy to be called a wizard, even if he didn’t have a lesson today ( yet , and that is also a threat and a promise). “No appreciation for the rest of us.” Angus quietly leaves while Carey and Killian are pointing out to Magnus that ‘wizards’ seem to appreciate the two of them just fine and Magnus protests that he has Rustic Hospitality and everyone with any taste likes him automatically.</p>
<p>Angus makes his way towards the suite that Tres Horny Boys share. His feelings are hurt and he’s angry too, even as he tries to come up with excuses for Taako in his head. There could be all sorts of reasons that Taako forgot it was Magic Day. He almost certainly didn’t stand Angus up on purpose, so Angus shouldn’t be mad, right?</p>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Loki only knows what he doesn’t want when it is forced on him.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>Loki looks out at the city - the name of the place irrelevant - and the destruction slakes a thirst in him that has done nothing but grow in the last two years. He feels the urge to join the Chitauri in their violence, craves the feeling of brick and bone crumbling in his own hands, but the desire dies quickly under the cool knowledge that he must guard the portal. Surely, soothes the blessed, beautiful clarity in the back of his mind, which Thanos and the Other so graciously gifted to Loki through the Mind Stone, victory will be more satisfying than personal involvement. Of course. Loki has said as such to Thor himself, countless times. Thor, the wretched thoughtless arrogant-</p>
<p>“Loki!” Ah, speak of a foul loathsome thing and it shall appear. “Turn off the Tesseract or I will destroy it!”</p>
<p>Loki’s rage and hatred is familiar, and stoked eagerly by the extra presence in his mind. Yes, Thanos and the Other support Loki in this. Thor is a blight and he deserves death. Loki turns towards Thor, a step below Loki just off Stark’s ostentatious landing pad, letting his lip curl up off of his teeth to imitate the furious wild thing howling and clawing inside him.</p>
<p>“You can’t,” he taunts. “There is no stopping it! There is only… The War.” The phrase feels strange in his mouth, but the way Thor glares is delicious. Here, now, Loki’s clearer thoughts encourage, now you can get your hands in, like you wanted. Yes, that’s right. That is exactly what Loki wants. He wants to kill Thor. He has always wanted to kill Thor. He tried before and was thwarted, but Thor does not have Odin’s protection now. Now, Loki can kill him. He can do it himself and see it truly done. With an eager, wrathful scream, Loki leaps down from the landing pad and swings the scepter at Thor’s head with all of his might.</p>
<p>Thor will die.</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Taako misses Magic Day. Angus investigates why.</p>
<p>This fic contains internalized ableism in the form of a depressed character interpreting their emotional dysfunction as them being a bad person. No other characters believe this.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>Angus waits patiently in the training room for Taako. It’s not the first time that Taako has been late to a Magic Day lesson, so Angus is not that worried. In fact, Taako being late is a routine thing. Agnus thinks that maybe it is a test. He knows most little boys like him are not prone to being patient, but he is not like most little boys and he can wait for a very long time if necessary. Either that or maybe Taako just isn’t very good at keeping track of time, or he doesn’t want to give Angus high expectations. Angus - being the World’s Greatest Detective, and now also the Greatest Detective on The Moon - is very observant, and not very easily tricked, and he has noticed after a few months on board the moon base that Taako can sometimes purposefully express himself in a contrary way. Angus hasn’t yet figured out the purpose of that behavior, but he most certainly will (and that is both a threat and a promise, Angus would say, if anyone asked).</p>
<p>Angus waits for a very long time. He’s good at waiting, but this is a very very long time. Every time that Angus considers going to look for Taako it takes a little bit more effort to convince himself not to, to keep waiting, to be patient and pass the test. Of course Taako is taking longer this time, right? If it is a test it probably has to get harder before you can pass it for good. (But if it’s not a test… But it’s probably a test, probably. Maybe. But maybe not…)</p>
<p>Angus is very patient and waits for a very long time, and definitively would have passed this test if it had been a test. He has his mind pretty much made up for him that it wasn’t when Carey, Killian, and Magnus come in to the training room. The three of them all share teasing trash talk, including Magnus even thought Angus knows that Magnus has never once beat either Carey or Killian in a sparring match.</p>
<p>“Hey, Ango!” Magnus calls to Angus when he notices him. Angus waves, a little sullenly. “Hanging around for the show after your magic lessons, huh?” He flexes. Angus holds his chin high and tries to make sure his lip doesn’t wobble so that Magnus doesn’t notice that he’s upset (hopefully). Taako might be embarrassed if everyone knew he forgot. Angus would probably be embarrassed if he was Taako (Angus is embarrassed as Angus too, that he waited around so long for nothing, but he’s the only detective around here so he’s the only one that has to know that).</p>
<p>“I was going to, Sir,” he lies. “But I think it will be a little boring with you here too.” Magnus’s mouth drops open in genuine surprise before he plays it up and gasps theatrically. Meanwhile, Carey and Killian are both ooh ing and laughing, and even though he’s still upset Angus can’t help a small proud smile.</p>
<p>“Tch, wizards ,” Magnus mutters disparagingly, but he’s grinning at Angus as he says it, and he seems pretty proud too. Also, Angus is very happy to be called a wizard, even if he didn’t have a lesson today ( yet , and that is also a threat and a promise). “No appreciation for the rest of us.” Angus quietly leaves while Carey and Killian are pointing out to Magnus that ‘wizards’ seem to appreciate the two of them just fine and Magnus protests that he has Rustic Hospitality and everyone with any taste likes him automatically.</p>
<p>Angus makes his way towards the suite that Tres Horny Boys share. His feelings are hurt and he’s angry too, even as he tries to come up with excuses for Taako in his head. There could be all sorts of reasons that Taako forgot it was Magic Day. He almost certainly didn’t stand Angus up on purpose, so Angus shouldn’t be mad, right?</p>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>In between that fateful war meeting and the Day of Black Sun, Prince Zuko earns the loyalty of his people.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>Zan knows he is lucky to be one of Prince Zuko’s aides (as opposed to one of Princess Azula’s or Firelord Ozai’s). He is new to the position, promoted from the night cleaning staff when Prince Zuko returned from his… time away. When he was informed of his new duties a month ago, days before Prince Zuko and Princess Azula had arrived back home from their successful campaign abroad, Zan had been wise enough to be fearful. The tales are never told except in hushed warnings between servants, but the high expectations and severe discipline meted out by the royal family is well known.</p>
<p>Zan is comfortable now though. Prince Zuko has a short fuse, yes, but Zan thinks probably all benders do. But otherwise Prince Zuko is generally quiet and grateful. Waiting on him, surprisingly enough, is significantly less work than cleaning was. And, although Zan is not so arrogant as to brag of it aloud, Prince Zuko seems to favor him. It probably doesn’t hurt that they are relatively close in age. And Zan can’t deny that he himself has gained a certain fondness for Prince Zuko in return - the urge to protect him, to care for him; very useful desires to have as his aide.</p>
<p>All this to say that Zan is instantly worried over Prince Zuko when he returns to his personal wing of the palace after the war meeting. Prince Zuko is pale, and he seems to wobble slightly - not that anyone chosen by Agni, as the royal family is, would ever trip of course (not that Zan would be so foolish as to acknowledge anyway). But the servants of the palace know that their rulers are fallible enough at least to take ill. Prince Zuko especially, Zan remembers from the documents that were spread years ago to show that he might not have the Divine Right after all and that have been redacted now, is prone to sickness at the change of the seasons.</p>
<p>“Water, my Prince?” Zan offers softly, gesturing with the pitcher and glass that he had brought with him to the wing’s foyer to greet Prince Zuko with.</p>
<p>“Thank you,” Prince Zuko accepts. He braces himself on the wall opposite Zan and hangs his head. Zan surreptitiously draws the dark curtain over the doorway with one hand as he hands Prince Zuko his water with the other, so that no one who might be passing by can see Prince Zuko looking so impeachable.</p>
<p>“Forgive me,” Zan adds, confident that Prince Zuko will. “Perhaps you would like to rest a moment? Surely such noble work must be tiring.” Zan is not sure how noble those meetings are, or in fact how much ‘work’ is done at them, but he is sure that Prince Zuko needs to sit down.</p>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>In between that fateful war meeting and the Day of Black Sun, Prince Zuko earns the loyalty of his people.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>Zan knows he is lucky to be one of Prince Zuko’s aides (as opposed to one of Princess Azula’s or Firelord Ozai’s). He is new to the position, promoted from the night cleaning staff when Prince Zuko returned from his… time away. When he was informed of his new duties a month ago, days before Prince Zuko and Princess Azula had arrived back home from their successful campaign abroad, Zan had been wise enough to be fearful. The tales are never told except in hushed warnings between servants, but the high expectations and severe discipline meted out by the royal family is well known.</p>
<p>Zan is comfortable now though. Prince Zuko has a short fuse, yes, but Zan thinks probably all benders do. But otherwise Prince Zuko is generally quiet and grateful. Waiting on him, surprisingly enough, is significantly less work than cleaning was. And, although Zan is not so arrogant as to brag of it aloud, Prince Zuko seems to favor him. It probably doesn’t hurt that they are relatively close in age. And Zan can’t deny that he himself has gained a certain fondness for Prince Zuko in return - the urge to protect him, to care for him; very useful desires to have as his aide.</p>
<p>All this to say that Zan is instantly worried over Prince Zuko when he returns to his personal wing of the palace after the war meeting. Prince Zuko is pale, and he seems to wobble slightly - not that anyone chosen by Agni, as the royal family is, would ever trip of course (not that Zan would be so foolish as to acknowledge anyway). But the servants of the palace know that their rulers are fallible enough at least to take ill. Prince Zuko especially, Zan remembers from the documents that were spread years ago to show that he might not have the Divine Right after all and that have been redacted now, is prone to sickness at the change of the seasons.</p>
<p>“Water, my Prince?” Zan offers softly, gesturing with the pitcher and glass that he had brought with him to the wing’s foyer to greet Prince Zuko with.</p>
<p>“Thank you,” Prince Zuko accepts. He braces himself on the wall opposite Zan and hangs his head. Zan surreptitiously draws the dark curtain over the doorway with one hand as he hands Prince Zuko his water with the other, so that no one who might be passing by can see Prince Zuko looking so impeachable.</p>
<p>“Forgive me,” Zan adds, confident that Prince Zuko will. “Perhaps you would like to rest a moment? Surely such noble work must be tiring.” Zan is not sure how noble those meetings are, or in fact how much ‘work’ is done at them, but he is sure that Prince Zuko needs to sit down.</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
The Divine Right: Zuko & His People + Conspiracy [1/6]
https://archiveofourown.org/works/24770512
Body: 
Tags: 

Post id: 621271944674885632
Date: 2020-06-18 14:38:17 GMT
Post url: https://calicojackofficial.tumblr.com/post/621271944674885632/a-little-ocean-katara-zuko-nightmare
Slug: a-little-ocean-katara-zuko-nightmare
Reblog key: k1lWoxLZ
Reblog url: https://calicojackofficial.tumblr.com/post/621231730257526784/a-little-ocean-katara-zuko-nightmare
Reblog name: calicojackofficial
Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/620938119230963712/a-little-ocean-katara-zuko-nightmare" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote>
<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>The full moon makes Katara feel strong. She keeps watch. The full moon makes Zuko feel weak. He has a nightmare.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>The full moon comes and Katara can’t sleep. Even sequestered away from the moonlight inside the Western Air Temple, the energy of it flows under her skin like white rapids. She’d be surprised that Aang can obviously sleep just fine, his soft snores sending up tiny whirlwinds, but no doubt he’s tired from firebending training with Zuko. Zuko, who no longer slinks away to his room alone at night ever since he and Sokka came back from their little field trip and Sokka wouldn’t stop fawning all over him until they both dropped where they sat. It seems like Katara is the only one left he hasn’t gotten to yet. It’s not that Katara isn’t grateful to have her father back. Of course she is. But one good deed can’t measure up to a lifetime of evil.</p>
<p>Dad is sleeping around the embers with them again tonight, along with Suki snuggled up to Sokka’s side, while the Fire Nation prisoner they had broken out had chosen a room for himself instead. Under the power of the moon Katara can feel the warmth of their blood; its quiet, contained flow through their bodies allows her to be aware of their presence more viscerally than she could have in the day, or on any other night.</p>
<p>She can feel the blood in Zuko’s body too, a little warmer than everyone else’s.</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>During a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is… something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.<br/></p>
<blockquote>
<p>Ryan backs right out of the building without a word to anyone. He calls in sick from the parking lot. He’s breathless and shaky, cold sweat on the back of his neck, so he doesn’t even have to fake it. He sits there, breathing in and out through pursed lips with his eyes closed, for almost fifteen minutes before he feels like he can safely drive home.</p>
<p>Traffic makes Ryan feel normal for just long enough to make it through. But the second he gets home he’s confronted with the windchimes he put up practically as a joke. That they might actually do something to Shane seems so much realer now, and less funny. Ryan reaches out and sets them to chiming in a daze. The gentle metallic tinkles seem to echo around inside his brain hauntingly, and he wonders as if from a distance if it would feel similar to Shane.</p>
<p>Ryan spends the rest of his day and his weekend in the same weird out-of-body space. Every now and then the image of Shane - changing from a breathtaking and delicate beauty into a terrible frozen monster in the blink of an eye - will float, blurred around the edges and half formless, like it’s ready and willing to be forgotten at any moment, in Ryan’s mind’s eye. The windchimes keep up their quiet music from the windows, but they only make Ryan feel even more confused and detached.</p>
<p>He debates calling in sick again on Monday, but ultimately decides against it. Ryan has been many things in his life but a coward isn’t one of them - and neither is a quitter or a bad friend. Shane might be something out of Ryan’s worst nightmares, but they have a connection and Ryan can’t imagine just cutting and running even if Shane is dangerous and has to be… dealt with, somehow (Ryan subconsciously begs, in the back of his mind where he still believes in the benevolent God he was raised with, for that not to be the case).</p>
<p>It seems to get colder and colder in the office the closer Ryan gets to their floor, to Shane, but maybe that’s all in his head.</p>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>During a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is… something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.<br/></p>
<blockquote>
<p>Ryan backs right out of the building without a word to anyone. He calls in sick from the parking lot. He’s breathless and shaky, cold sweat on the back of his neck, so he doesn’t even have to fake it. He sits there, breathing in and out through pursed lips with his eyes closed, for almost fifteen minutes before he feels like he can safely drive home.</p>
<p>Traffic makes Ryan feel normal for just long enough to make it through. But the second he gets home he’s confronted with the windchimes he put up practically as a joke. That they might actually do something to Shane seems so much realer now, and less funny. Ryan reaches out and sets them to chiming in a daze. The gentle metallic tinkles seem to echo around inside his brain hauntingly, and he wonders as if from a distance if it would feel similar to Shane.</p>
<p>Ryan spends the rest of his day and his weekend in the same weird out-of-body space. Every now and then the image of Shane - changing from a breathtaking and delicate beauty into a terrible frozen monster in the blink of an eye - will float, blurred around the edges and half formless, like it’s ready and willing to be forgotten at any moment, in Ryan’s mind’s eye. The windchimes keep up their quiet music from the windows, but they only make Ryan feel even more confused and detached.</p>
<p>He debates calling in sick again on Monday, but ultimately decides against it. Ryan has been many things in his life but a coward isn’t one of them - and neither is a quitter or a bad friend. Shane might be something out of Ryan’s worst nightmares, but they have a connection and Ryan can’t imagine just cutting and running even if Shane is dangerous and has to be… dealt with, somehow (Ryan subconsciously begs, in the back of his mind where he still believes in the benevolent God he was raised with, for that not to be the case).</p>
<p>It seems to get colder and colder in the office the closer Ryan gets to their floor, to Shane, but maybe that’s all in his head.</p>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>The full moon makes Katara feel strong. She keeps watch. The full moon makes Zuko feel weak. He has a nightmare.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>The full moon comes and Katara can’t sleep. Even sequestered away from the moonlight inside the Western Air Temple, the energy of it flows under her skin like white rapids. She’d be surprised that Aang can obviously sleep just fine, his soft snores sending up tiny whirlwinds, but no doubt he’s tired from firebending training with Zuko. Zuko, who no longer slinks away to his room alone at night ever since he and Sokka came back from their little field trip and Sokka wouldn’t stop fawning all over him until they both dropped where they sat. It seems like Katara is the only one left he hasn’t gotten to yet. It’s not that Katara isn’t grateful to have her father back. Of course she is. But one good deed can’t measure up to a lifetime of evil.</p>
<p>Dad is sleeping around the embers with them again tonight, along with Suki snuggled up to Sokka’s side, while the Fire Nation prisoner they had broken out had chosen a room for himself instead. Under the power of the moon Katara can feel the warmth of their blood; its quiet, contained flow through their bodies allows her to be aware of their presence more viscerally than she could have in the day, or on any other night.</p>
<p>She can feel the blood in Zuko’s body too, a little warmer than everyone else’s.</p>
</blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>The full moon makes Katara feel strong. She keeps watch. The full moon makes Zuko feel weak. He has a nightmare.</p><blockquote><p>The full moon comes and Katara can’t sleep. Even sequestered away from the moonlight inside the Western Air Temple, the energy of it flows under her skin like white rapids. She’d be surprised that Aang can obviously sleep just fine, his soft snores sending up tiny whirlwinds, but no doubt he’s tired from firebending training with Zuko. Zuko, who no longer slinks away to his room alone at night ever since he and Sokka came back from their little field trip and Sokka wouldn’t stop fawning all over him until they both dropped where they sat. It seems like Katara is the only one left he hasn’t gotten to yet. It’s not that Katara isn’t grateful to have her father back. Of course she is. But one good deed can’t measure up to a lifetime of evil.</p><p>Dad is sleeping around the embers with them again tonight, along with Suki snuggled up to Sokka’s side, while the Fire Nation prisoner they had broken out had chosen a room for himself instead. Under the power of the moon Katara can feel the warmth of their blood; its quiet, contained flow through their bodies allows her to be aware of their presence more viscerally than she could have in the day, or on any other night.</p><p>She can feel the blood in Zuko’s body too, a little warmer than everyone else’s.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>During a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is… something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.<br/></p><blockquote><p>Ryan backs right out of the building without a word to anyone. He calls in sick from the parking lot. He’s breathless and shaky, cold sweat on the back of his neck, so he doesn’t even have to fake it. He sits there, breathing in and out through pursed lips with his eyes closed, for almost fifteen minutes before he feels like he can safely drive home.</p><p>Traffic makes Ryan feel normal for just long enough to make it through. But the second he gets home he’s confronted with the windchimes he put up practically as a joke. That they might actually do something to Shane seems so much realer now, and less funny. Ryan reaches out and sets them to chiming in a daze. The gentle metallic tinkles seem to echo around inside his brain hauntingly, and he wonders as if from a distance if it would feel similar to Shane.</p><p>Ryan spends the rest of his day and his weekend in the same weird out-of-body space. Every now and then the image of Shane - changing from a breathtaking and delicate beauty into a terrible frozen monster in the blink of an eye - will float, blurred around the edges and half formless, like it’s ready and willing to be forgotten at any moment, in Ryan’s mind’s eye. The windchimes keep up their quiet music from the windows, but they only make Ryan feel even more confused and detached.</p><p>He debates calling in sick again on Monday, but ultimately decides against it. Ryan has been many things in his life but a coward isn’t one of them - and neither is a quitter or a bad friend. Shane might be something out of Ryan’s worst nightmares, but they have a connection and Ryan can’t imagine just cutting and running even if Shane is dangerous and has to be… dealt with, somehow (Ryan subconsciously begs, in the back of his mind where he still believes in the benevolent God he was raised with, for that not to be the case).</p><p>It seems to get colder and colder in the office the closer Ryan gets to their floor, to Shane, but maybe that’s all in his head.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>During a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is… something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.<br/></p><blockquote><p>Ryan backs right out of the building without a word to anyone. He calls in sick from the parking lot. He’s breathless and shaky, cold sweat on the back of his neck, so he doesn’t even have to fake it. He sits there, breathing in and out through pursed lips with his eyes closed, for almost fifteen minutes before he feels like he can safely drive home.</p><p>Traffic makes Ryan feel normal for just long enough to make it through. But the second he gets home he’s confronted with the windchimes he put up practically as a joke. That they might actually do something to Shane seems so much realer now, and less funny. Ryan reaches out and sets them to chiming in a daze. The gentle metallic tinkles seem to echo around inside his brain hauntingly, and he wonders as if from a distance if it would feel similar to Shane.</p><p>Ryan spends the rest of his day and his weekend in the same weird out-of-body space. Every now and then the image of Shane - changing from a breathtaking and delicate beauty into a terrible frozen monster in the blink of an eye - will float, blurred around the edges and half formless, like it’s ready and willing to be forgotten at any moment, in Ryan’s mind’s eye. The windchimes keep up their quiet music from the windows, but they only make Ryan feel even more confused and detached.</p><p>He debates calling in sick again on Monday, but ultimately decides against it. Ryan has been many things in his life but a coward isn’t one of them - and neither is a quitter or a bad friend. Shane might be something out of Ryan’s worst nightmares, but they have a connection and Ryan can’t imagine just cutting and running even if Shane is dangerous and has to be… dealt with, somehow (Ryan subconsciously begs, in the back of his mind where he still believes in the benevolent God he was raised with, for that not to be the case).</p><p>It seems to get colder and colder in the office the closer Ryan gets to their floor, to Shane, but maybe that’s all in his head.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>The full moon makes Katara feel strong. She keeps watch. The full moon makes Zuko feel weak. He has a nightmare.</p><blockquote><p>The full moon comes and Katara can’t sleep. Even sequestered away from the moonlight inside the Western Air Temple, the energy of it flows under her skin like white rapids. She’d be surprised that Aang can obviously sleep just fine, his soft snores sending up tiny whirlwinds, but no doubt he’s tired from firebending training with Zuko. Zuko, who no longer slinks away to his room alone at night ever since he and Sokka came back from their little field trip and Sokka wouldn’t stop fawning all over him until they both dropped where they sat. It seems like Katara is the only one left he hasn’t gotten to yet. It’s not that Katara isn’t grateful to have her father back. Of course she is. But one good deed can’t measure up to a lifetime of evil.</p><p>Dad is sleeping around the embers with them again tonight, along with Suki snuggled up to Sokka’s side, while the Fire Nation prisoner they had broken out had chosen a room for himself instead. Under the power of the moon Katara can feel the warmth of their blood; its quiet, contained flow through their bodies allows her to be aware of their presence more viscerally than she could have in the day, or on any other night.</p><p>She can feel the blood in Zuko’s body too, a little warmer than everyone else’s.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>As a prank on Crowley for napping too long, Aziraphale invites American paranormal investigation show Buzzfeed Unsolved: Supernatural into the bookshop.</p></blockquote>
<p>The proprietor of A. Z. Fell &amp; Co. Book Sellers is unexpectedly intimidating. He’d seemed like a nice old man, a little spacey, over the phone. Ryan had imagined… well, probably someone who looks just like Mr. Fell, but… The man just has a weird presence. He seems somehow powerful, bigger than himself. Standing next to him feels the same way Ryan would guess it feels to stand next to a Nobel Peace Prize winner and know that you can never be as good as them and that they know it too. It’s in the way he carries himself, Ryan supposes. Like absolutely nothing can touch him, or would even dare to try. Ryan certainly wouldn’t, that’s for sure. He wonders, briefly, why Mr. Fell would even feel the need to call them. But he puts it out of his mind, forcibly orienting himself to the job, regardless of how unaccountably nervous he is.</p>
<p>“Please do sit down,” Mr. Fell says. His voice is just as kind and friendly as it was over the phone, and Ryan does his best to let it relax him. “Would you boys like some tea? Biscuits?”</p>
<p>“Um, no thank you,” Ryan refuses, thinking for one hysterical second about fairies and how you should never take food from them - not that he believes in fairies, obviously, but most legends are based on some truth somewhere.</p>
<p>“I’ll take some!” Shane accepts easily. He’s all but lounging, just shy of rudeness, in one of Mr. Fell’s plush little armchairs in the window of the bookshop.</p>
<p>“Oh!” says Mr. Fell, and he seems absolutely thrilled about it. “Lovely! I’ll just nip to the back and bring some up, shall I? Make yourselves comfortable, won’t be but a moment.”</p>
<p>“You truly have no soul,” Ryan hisses at Shane as soon as Mr. Fell is out of earshot. Shane gives him a half-startled, half-amused double blink. “You seriously don’t feel that?” Shane blinks again, and then his eyebrows jump and he grins.</p>
<p>“Don’t tell me you’re gettin’ the vibes off of Mister Vintage Dandy,” he teases. Ryan glares, and Shane huffs a quiet laugh, at least being careful not to alert Mr. Fell that they’re gossiping about him. “C'mon, Ry, he’s like someone’s sweet old grandpa. Betcha five bucks he’s gonna offer us caramel candy next.”</p>
<p>“Who even says ‘dandy’? It’s twenty-twenty, Shane,” Ryan mutters, but he can’t respond any further than that because he can feel Mr. Fell approaching them again from behind what seems like endless dark shelves. Mr. Fell sets down a plate piled high with cookies and pastries and settles himself with a little wiggle into the third armchair, his thighs pressing out the perfect crease in the legs of his beige pants. Ryan drags his eyes away from Mr. Fell’s lap, wondering uncomfortably why he noticed that. Shane catches his eye with a subtle gesture and when Ryan glances over at him Shane smugly holds up what is undeniably a caramel flavored salt water taffy. Shane unwraps the candy and pops it into his mouth, leaning back in his chair like he’s won something. He hasn’t won shit.</p>
<p>“So, Mr. Fell,” Ryan starts.</p>
<p>“Yes, my dear boy?” Mr. Fell says, and Ryan stutters to a halt with red cheeks. He squirms a little, clears his throat.</p>
<p>“Uh,” he tries again. “So, you requested that we come investigate your bookshop. Would you please restate for the cameras why you did that?”</p>
<p>“Oh, of course, yes!” Mr. Fell sets down his tea. He sits up straight with his hands flat on his knees. “I believe that my bookshop is infested with a demon.”</p>
</blockquote>
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<blockquote>
<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>The full moon makes Katara feel strong. She keeps watch. The full moon makes Zuko feel weak. He has a nightmare.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>The full moon comes and Katara can’t sleep. Even sequestered away from the moonlight inside the Western Air Temple, the energy of it flows under her skin like white rapids. She’d be surprised that Aang can obviously sleep just fine, his soft snores sending up tiny whirlwinds, but no doubt he’s tired from firebending training with Zuko. Zuko, who no longer slinks away to his room alone at night ever since he and Sokka came back from their little field trip and Sokka wouldn’t stop fawning all over him until they both dropped where they sat. It seems like Katara is the only one left he hasn’t gotten to yet. It’s not that Katara isn’t grateful to have her father back. Of course she is. But one good deed can’t measure up to a lifetime of evil.</p>
<p>Dad is sleeping around the embers with them again tonight, along with Suki snuggled up to Sokka’s side, while the Fire Nation prisoner they had broken out had chosen a room for himself instead. Under the power of the moon Katara can feel the warmth of their blood; its quiet, contained flow through their bodies allows her to be aware of their presence more viscerally than she could have in the day, or on any other night.</p>
<p>She can feel the blood in Zuko’s body too, a little warmer than everyone else’s.</p>
</blockquote>
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Link: <p><b>Summary:</b><br/>During a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is&hellip; something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.<br/></p><blockquote><p>Ryan backs right out of the building without a word to anyone. He calls in sick from the parking lot. He&rsquo;s breathless and shaky, cold sweat on the back of his neck, so he doesn&rsquo;t even have to fake it. He sits there, breathing in and out through pursed lips with his eyes closed, for almost fifteen minutes before he feels like he can safely drive home.</p><p>Traffic makes Ryan feel normal for just long enough to make it through. But the second he gets home he&rsquo;s confronted with the windchimes he put up practically as a joke. That they might actually do something to Shane seems so much realer now, and less funny. Ryan reaches out and sets them to chiming in a daze. The gentle metallic tinkles seem to echo around inside his brain hauntingly, and he wonders as if from a distance if it would feel similar to Shane.</p><p>Ryan spends the rest of his day and his weekend in the same weird out-of-body space. Every now and then the image of Shane - changing from a breathtaking and delicate beauty into a terrible frozen monster in the blink of an eye - will float, blurred around the edges and half formless, like it&rsquo;s ready and willing to be forgotten at any moment, in Ryan&rsquo;s mind&rsquo;s eye. The windchimes keep up their quiet music from the windows, but they only make Ryan feel even more confused and detached.</p><p>He debates calling in sick again on Monday, but ultimately decides against it. Ryan has been many things in his life but a coward isn&rsquo;t one of them - and neither is a quitter or a bad friend. Shane might be something out of Ryan&rsquo;s worst nightmares, but they have a connection and Ryan can&rsquo;t imagine just cutting and running even if Shane is dangerous and has to be… dealt with, somehow (Ryan subconsciously begs, in the back of his mind where he still believes in the benevolent God he was raised with, for that not to be the case).</p><p>It seems to get colder and colder in the office the closer Ryan gets to their floor, to Shane, but maybe that&rsquo;s all in his head.</p></blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>In between that fateful war meeting and the Day of Black Sun, Prince Zuko earns the loyalty of his people.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>Zan knows he is lucky to be one of Prince Zuko’s aides (as opposed to one of Princess Azula’s or Firelord Ozai’s). He is new to the position, promoted from the night cleaning staff when Prince Zuko returned from his… time away. When he was informed of his new duties a month ago, days before Prince Zuko and Princess Azula had arrived back home from their successful campaign abroad, Zan had been wise enough to be fearful. The tales are never told except in hushed warnings between servants, but the high expectations and severe discipline meted out by the royal family is well known.</p>
<p>Zan is comfortable now though. Prince Zuko has a short fuse, yes, but Zan thinks probably all benders do. But otherwise Prince Zuko is generally quiet and grateful. Waiting on him, surprisingly enough, is significantly less work than cleaning was. And, although Zan is not so arrogant as to brag of it aloud, Prince Zuko seems to favor him. It probably doesn’t hurt that they are relatively close in age. And Zan can’t deny that he himself has gained a certain fondness for Prince Zuko in return - the urge to protect him, to care for him; very useful desires to have as his aide.</p>
<p>All this to say that Zan is instantly worried over Prince Zuko when he returns to his personal wing of the palace after the war meeting. Prince Zuko is pale, and he seems to wobble slightly - not that anyone chosen by Agni, as the royal family is, would ever trip of course (not that Zan would be so foolish as to acknowledge anyway). But the servants of the palace know that their rulers are fallible enough at least to take ill. Prince Zuko especially, Zan remembers from the documents that were spread years ago to show that he might not have the Divine Right after all and that have been redacted now, is prone to sickness at the change of the seasons.</p>
<p>“Water, my Prince?” Zan offers softly, gesturing with the pitcher and glass that he had brought with him to the wing’s foyer to greet Prince Zuko with.</p>
<p>“Thank you,” Prince Zuko accepts. He braces himself on the wall opposite Zan and hangs his head. Zan surreptitiously draws the dark curtain over the doorway with one hand as he hands Prince Zuko his water with the other, so that no one who might be passing by can see Prince Zuko looking so impeachable.</p>
<p>“Forgive me,” Zan adds, confident that Prince Zuko will. “Perhaps you would like to rest a moment? Surely such noble work must be tiring.” Zan is not sure how noble those meetings are, or in fact how much ‘work’ is done at them, but he is sure that Prince Zuko needs to sit down.</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<blockquote>
<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>As a prank on Crowley for napping too long, Aziraphale invites American paranormal investigation show Buzzfeed Unsolved: Supernatural into the bookshop.</p></blockquote>
<p>The proprietor of A. Z. Fell &amp; Co. Book Sellers is unexpectedly intimidating. He’d seemed like a nice old man, a little spacey, over the phone. Ryan had imagined… well, probably someone who looks just like Mr. Fell, but… The man just has a weird presence. He seems somehow powerful, bigger than himself. Standing next to him feels the same way Ryan would guess it feels to stand next to a Nobel Peace Prize winner and know that you can never be as good as them and that they know it too. It’s in the way he carries himself, Ryan supposes. Like absolutely nothing can touch him, or would even dare to try. Ryan certainly wouldn’t, that’s for sure. He wonders, briefly, why Mr. Fell would even feel the need to call them. But he puts it out of his mind, forcibly orienting himself to the job, regardless of how unaccountably nervous he is.</p>
<p>“Please do sit down,” Mr. Fell says. His voice is just as kind and friendly as it was over the phone, and Ryan does his best to let it relax him. “Would you boys like some tea? Biscuits?”</p>
<p>“Um, no thank you,” Ryan refuses, thinking for one hysterical second about fairies and how you should never take food from them - not that he believes in fairies, obviously, but most legends are based on some truth somewhere.</p>
<p>“I’ll take some!” Shane accepts easily. He’s all but lounging, just shy of rudeness, in one of Mr. Fell’s plush little armchairs in the window of the bookshop.</p>
<p>“Oh!” says Mr. Fell, and he seems absolutely thrilled about it. “Lovely! I’ll just nip to the back and bring some up, shall I? Make yourselves comfortable, won’t be but a moment.”</p>
<p>“You truly have no soul,” Ryan hisses at Shane as soon as Mr. Fell is out of earshot. Shane gives him a half-startled, half-amused double blink. “You seriously don’t feel that?” Shane blinks again, and then his eyebrows jump and he grins.</p>
<p>“Don’t tell me you’re gettin’ the vibes off of Mister Vintage Dandy,” he teases. Ryan glares, and Shane huffs a quiet laugh, at least being careful not to alert Mr. Fell that they’re gossiping about him. “C'mon, Ry, he’s like someone’s sweet old grandpa. Betcha five bucks he’s gonna offer us caramel candy next.”</p>
<p>“Who even says ‘dandy’? It’s twenty-twenty, Shane,” Ryan mutters, but he can’t respond any further than that because he can feel Mr. Fell approaching them again from behind what seems like endless dark shelves. Mr. Fell sets down a plate piled high with cookies and pastries and settles himself with a little wiggle into the third armchair, his thighs pressing out the perfect crease in the legs of his beige pants. Ryan drags his eyes away from Mr. Fell’s lap, wondering uncomfortably why he noticed that. Shane catches his eye with a subtle gesture and when Ryan glances over at him Shane smugly holds up what is undeniably a caramel flavored salt water taffy. Shane unwraps the candy and pops it into his mouth, leaning back in his chair like he’s won something. He hasn’t won shit.</p>
<p>“So, Mr. Fell,” Ryan starts.</p>
<p>“Yes, my dear boy?” Mr. Fell says, and Ryan stutters to a halt with red cheeks. He squirms a little, clears his throat.</p>
<p>“Uh,” he tries again. “So, you requested that we come investigate your bookshop. Would you please restate for the cameras why you did that?”</p>
<p>“Oh, of course, yes!” Mr. Fell sets down his tea. He sits up straight with his hands flat on his knees. “I believe that my bookshop is infested with a demon.”</p>
</blockquote>
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<blockquote>
<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>The full moon makes Katara feel strong. She keeps watch. The full moon makes Zuko feel weak. He has a nightmare.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>The full moon comes and Katara can’t sleep. Even sequestered away from the moonlight inside the Western Air Temple, the energy of it flows under her skin like white rapids. She’d be surprised that Aang can obviously sleep just fine, his soft snores sending up tiny whirlwinds, but no doubt he’s tired from firebending training with Zuko. Zuko, who no longer slinks away to his room alone at night ever since he and Sokka came back from their little field trip and Sokka wouldn’t stop fawning all over him until they both dropped where they sat. It seems like Katara is the only one left he hasn’t gotten to yet. It’s not that Katara isn’t grateful to have her father back. Of course she is. But one good deed can’t measure up to a lifetime of evil.</p>
<p>Dad is sleeping around the embers with them again tonight, along with Suki snuggled up to Sokka’s side, while the Fire Nation prisoner they had broken out had chosen a room for himself instead. Under the power of the moon Katara can feel the warmth of their blood; its quiet, contained flow through their bodies allows her to be aware of their presence more viscerally than she could have in the day, or on any other night.</p>
<p>She can feel the blood in Zuko’s body too, a little warmer than everyone else’s.</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>The full moon makes Katara feel strong. She keeps watch. The full moon makes Zuko feel weak. He has a nightmare.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>The full moon comes and Katara can’t sleep. Even sequestered away from the moonlight inside the Western Air Temple, the energy of it flows under her skin like white rapids. She’d be surprised that Aang can obviously sleep just fine, his soft snores sending up tiny whirlwinds, but no doubt he’s tired from firebending training with Zuko. Zuko, who no longer slinks away to his room alone at night ever since he and Sokka came back from their little field trip and Sokka wouldn’t stop fawning all over him until they both dropped where they sat. It seems like Katara is the only one left he hasn’t gotten to yet. It’s not that Katara isn’t grateful to have her father back. Of course she is. But one good deed can’t measure up to a lifetime of evil.</p>
<p>Dad is sleeping around the embers with them again tonight, along with Suki snuggled up to Sokka’s side, while the Fire Nation prisoner they had broken out had chosen a room for himself instead. Under the power of the moon Katara can feel the warmth of their blood; its quiet, contained flow through their bodies allows her to be aware of their presence more viscerally than she could have in the day, or on any other night.</p>
<p>She can feel the blood in Zuko’s body too, a little warmer than everyone else’s.</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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Link: <p><b>Summary:</b><br/>The full moon makes Katara feel strong. She keeps watch. The full moon makes Zuko feel weak. He has a nightmare.</p><blockquote><p>The full moon comes and Katara can&rsquo;t sleep. Even sequestered away from the moonlight inside the Western Air Temple, the energy of it flows under her skin like white rapids. She&rsquo;d be surprised that Aang can obviously sleep just fine, his soft snores sending up tiny whirlwinds, but no doubt he&rsquo;s tired from firebending training with Zuko. Zuko, who no longer slinks away to his room alone at night ever since he and Sokka came back from their little field trip and Sokka wouldn&rsquo;t stop fawning all over him until they both dropped where they sat. It seems like Katara is the only one left he hasn&rsquo;t gotten to yet. It&rsquo;s not that Katara isn&rsquo;t grateful to have her father back. Of course she is. But one good deed can&rsquo;t measure up to a lifetime of evil.</p><p>Dad is sleeping around the embers with them again tonight, along with Suki snuggled up to Sokka&rsquo;s side, while the Fire Nation prisoner they had broken out had chosen a room for himself instead. Under the power of the moon Katara can feel the warmth of their blood; its quiet, contained flow through their bodies allows her to be aware of their presence more viscerally than she could have in the day, or on any other night.</p><p>She can feel the blood in Zuko&rsquo;s body too, a little warmer than everyone else&rsquo;s.</p></blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Thor has learned that the past and the present and the future are three strands in a string, woven together.</p>
<p><small>I used accusations similar to blood libel to demonstrate that the justifications for violence against a specific being were falsified for a political agenda. It’s vague and brief but might be triggering.</small></p>
<blockquote>
<p>Thor is making merry after a grand adventure. He is too drunken already to tell the tale anymore. Around him, Thor’s friends are loud and raucous and warm. Volstagg has his shirt torn from his shoulders and falling about his waist, still tucked into his pants, arm wrestling a maiden who seems taken with him with one hand and feeding himself roast boar with the other. Fandral’s back, still tacky through his shirt with blood (someone else’s) and sweat (his own), is pressed against Thor’s side, his laughter bright in Thor’s ear, each of his arms wrapped round the shoulders of a breathtaking woman. Sif is drinking men under the table, them lining up orderly before her for the privilege. Loki has taken up the mantle of recounting their victory, standing on top of the table with softly glowing fingers as illusions dance around him. His rhymes are steadily declining in quality as he continues to drink as well, though even still his voice never breaks and he never stutters.</p>
<p>There is something not quite right, but Thor cannot place it.</p>
<p>The hot sun beats down through a clear blue sky. The earth underneath Thor’s boots is hard-packed and flat. He’s braced on the balls of his feet with a sword in each hand, a layer of sweat building underneath his leather and plate armor. Steve is on his left, Loki on his right, and ahead of them, charging, is a seemingly unending herd of beasts. The beasts are like hairless, blind dogs with thick mottled grey skin.</p>
<p>The blood of the dog-beasts smells foul in the heat of the day, twice as much so underscored with the bright ozone scent of Thor’s lightning. They are loud as they attack, and loud as they die, and loud as they continue and continue and continue to charge. Thor is slick with gore. Some has gotten into his mouth, tasting of rot. He has lost track of Loki on the battlefield. He wonders if he will ever see his brother again.</p>
<p>The snowy air at the topmost open arched stone window of the All-Mother’s favorite palace tower stings pleasantly in Thor’s lungs as he looks out from it across the glittering landscape below. He feels strange, as if he hasn’t yet earned the right to stand here, despite that he was born in this palace. Some of the roofs below are gilded in gold. Thor thinks they are beautiful and familiar and majestic, and also hideous and sickening and garish. He feels powerful, righteous. He feels betrayed, guilty. Huginn sits at his left hand. Muninn is absent. Thor can’t remember ever being able to tell the difference between them without being told before. His mother stands at his right shoulder, leaning comfortably in the window on her elbow, smiling gently, patiently. She was always so patient with him.</p>
<p>“I’m afraid it won’t ever get less confusing,” she tells him. Her mouth is twisted in a wry humor that she has only ever allowed Thor to see once or twice before, but her eyes are clear and lit with a soft happiness. “It’s an art.”</p>
</blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>The Avengers have a float in the NYC Pride Parade.</p><blockquote><p>It’s Steve who has the idea. It’s just turned June and some asshole on TV is talking about ‘American Values’ this and &lsquo;Wholesome Lifestyle’ that and tossing the Captain America title around like the three of them (except he probably means just Steve, judging by the rest of what he’s spouting) are his best friends, and Steve tells the Compound at large, “I should come out.”</p><p>“You haven’t already?” Bucky asks incredulously from around a huge mouthful of strawberry ice cream, the kind with big chunks of real strawberry.</p><p>“You would know about it if I had, Buck.” From his other side, Sam gives Bucky’s full mouth a distasteful look, but that doesn’t stop him from taking the used spoon out of Bucky’s hand and using it for himself.</p><p>“I been on a nice African beach hangin’ out with some goats,” Bucky says. “I don’t know shit.” He lets 'and thank God too’ go unspoken, knowing it can be heard plain in his tone, and instead begins the struggle to wrestle his spoon back from Sam without spilling his ice cream.</p><p>“I wanna come out,” Steve repeats, glaring at the screen.</p><p>“Alright.” Sam concedes to Steve but not to Bucky, holding the spoon above his head and leaning way back across the couch with one foot on the ground to brace himself and the other, shoe and all, planted in Bucky’s gut to keep him back. He’s not even trying to get any ice cream at this point, he’s just being a dick. “Let’s come out. Now change the damn channel, I don’t wanna hear that.”</p><p>It’s just that, to start. The three Captain Americas, coming out, together. But Steve wants it to be big. As big as possible. Big and loud and primed for rubbing in faces. A press conference or an interview just doesn’t seem to have the panache.</p><p>“What do you want?” Tony teases eventually. “A parade?”</p><p>“Well, they do those now, right?” Steve points out in a deceptively reasonable tone. “Can we be in one?” Tony laughs, foolishly, before realizing that Steve is serious.</p><p>“Oh,” he says, and makes a few calls.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19208788" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Leave Me a Tip</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Thor has learned that the past and the present and the future are three strands in a string, woven together.</p><p><small>I used accusations similar to blood libel to demonstrate that the justifications for violence against a specific being were falsified for a political agenda. It’s vague and brief but might be triggering.</small></p><blockquote><p>Thor is making merry after a grand adventure. He is too drunken already to tell the tale anymore. Around him, Thor’s friends are loud and raucous and warm. Volstagg has his shirt torn from his shoulders and falling about his waist, still tucked into his pants, arm wrestling a maiden who seems taken with him with one hand and feeding himself roast boar with the other. Fandral’s back, still tacky through his shirt with blood (someone else’s) and sweat (his own), is pressed against Thor’s side, his laughter bright in Thor’s ear, each of his arms wrapped round the shoulders of a breathtaking woman. Sif is drinking men under the table, them lining up orderly before her for the privilege. Loki has taken up the mantle of recounting their victory, standing on top of the table with softly glowing fingers as illusions dance around him. His rhymes are steadily declining in quality as he continues to drink as well, though even still his voice never breaks and he never stutters.</p><p>There is something not quite right, but Thor cannot place it.</p><p>The hot sun beats down through a clear blue sky. The earth underneath Thor’s boots is hard-packed and flat. He’s braced on the balls of his feet with a sword in each hand, a layer of sweat building underneath his leather and plate armor. Steve is on his left, Loki on his right, and ahead of them, charging, is a seemingly unending herd of beasts. The beasts are like hairless, blind dogs with thick mottled grey skin.</p><p>The blood of the dog-beasts smells foul in the heat of the day, twice as much so underscored with the bright ozone scent of Thor’s lightning. They are loud as they attack, and loud as they die, and loud as they continue and continue and continue to charge. Thor is slick with gore. Some has gotten into his mouth, tasting of rot. He has lost track of Loki on the battlefield. He wonders if he will ever see his brother again.</p><p>The snowy air at the topmost open arched stone window of the All-Mother’s favorite palace tower stings pleasantly in Thor’s lungs as he looks out from it across the glittering landscape below. He feels strange, as if he hasn’t yet earned the right to stand here, despite that he was born in this palace. Some of the roofs below are gilded in gold. Thor thinks they are beautiful and familiar and majestic, and also hideous and sickening and garish. He feels powerful, righteous. He feels betrayed, guilty. Huginn sits at his left hand. Muninn is absent. Thor can’t remember ever being able to tell the difference between them without being told before. His mother stands at his right shoulder, leaning comfortably in the window on her elbow, smiling gently, patiently. She was always so patient with him.</p><p>“I’m afraid it won’t ever get less confusing,” she tells him. Her mouth is twisted in a wry humor that she has only ever allowed Thor to see once or twice before, but her eyes are clear and lit with a soft happiness. “It’s an art.”</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Of course you can be happy without being with your soulmate, and Ryan doesn’t judge different kinds of relationships, he just thinks that your soulmate is like the pinnacle of what you can achieve, romantically.</p><p>“You sound like a Nicholas Sparks movie,” Shane tells him, because Shane doesn’t believe in soulmates.</p><p><small>inspired by <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mtG__5dw9g8mH0ybLGI6UfA" target="_blank">@kaya4114</a>‘s <a href="https://kaya4114.tumblr.com/post/185371136445/soulmate-au" target="_blank">text post</a></small></p><blockquote><p>Ryan seems a little jittery when he settles in at their desk on set to film this next episode of Unsolved. He taps the bottom of his folder on the desk between his hands and blows a breath out between loose lips. Shane is intrigued. The last time Ryan was this nervous before filming off location it was the alien abduction episode. Obviously, Shane thought that whole deal was absolutely ridiculous, but the banter was especially juicy that day because of it. He folds himself down into the chair next to Ryan eagerly. Ryan gives him a semi-suspicious glare out of the corner of his eye while they wait for setup to finish, and Shane grins back cheekily just to make Ryan huff. They get the count down from TJ, and Ryan sits up straighter.</p><p>“Today on Unsolved: Supernatural,” he introduces on cue. “We discuss soulmarks as part of our ongoing investigation into the question ‘Is the Paranormal real?’” Shane almost laughs this time as he shakes his head at the camera. He never knows ahead of time about the subjects of the episodes to keep his reactions as genuine as possible. He gets why Ryan is so jumpy now though. For most people, soulmarks are a pretty touchy subject. Ryan makes his way with determination through his notes, citing pseudo-scientific research, testimonials, and ancient writings. He summarizes; light brown for inert, yellow when you meet, green when you become friends, red when you’re in love. There’s a lot of &lsquo;we’ve all heard’ this and 'everyone knows’ that, but Shane patiently waits it out. “So, do y-”</p><p>“Nope,” Shane interrupts the question with relish, popping his p to be obnoxious. Ryan glares at him, pressing his lips tightly together so that he doesn’t ruin his stern look by laughing.</p><p>“You didn’t even let me finish,” he complains. “How could you not believe in soulmates?”</p><p>“I mean, it’s not supernatural,” Shane explains. He leans back in his seat with a shrug, and takes a negligent sip of his coffee. “It’s some kind of biological thing, obviously. It’s chemical or something, hormonal. It has nothing to do with love.”</p><p>“Hormonal,” Ryan repeats, making his voice deliberately flat. “Do you even believe in love?”</p><p>“Of course I do!” Shane says. He doesn’t take offense at the question; he knows it’s part of the bit. “I just don’t think it’s magic.”</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote>
<p><b>Rating:</b> Explicit<br/><b>Warnings:</b> No Archive Warnings Apply<br/><b>Relationships:</b> Hulk/Loki, En Dwi Gast | Grandmaster/Loki, Loki/others<br/><b>Characters:</b> Hulk (Marvel), Loki (Marvel), En Dwi Gast | Grandmaster</p>
<p><b>Additional Tags:</b> Thor (mentioned), Exhibitionism, Extreme exhibitionism, Performance Sex, sex on stage, Marathon Sex, Group Sex, Multiple Partners, Voyeurism, Polyamory, Barebacking, Enthusiastic Consent, Consensual But Not Safe Or Sane, Consensual Sex, Dom/sub, Intersex Character, Intersex Jotunn (Marvel), Intersex Loki (Marvel), Alien Gender/Sexuality, Rough Sex, Multiple Orgasms, Anal Fingering, Vaginal Fingering, Vaginal Sex, Praise Kink, Name-Calling, Under-negotiated Kink, Aftercare, Obedience, BDSM, 24/7 BDSM elements, Sexual Fantasy, Scared And Horny, Size Difference, Size Kink, Large Cock</p>
</blockquote>
<p><i>“What do you think?” Grandmaster purrs wetly into Loki’s ear as Hulk roars gleefully after ‘defeating’ Thor. Grandmaster slips a firm hand up in between Loki’s legs. “You think you could- you could take him, hmm? I think you could take him.”</i></p>
<p>Combat isn’t the only thing Grandmaster likes to host in his arena, and Loki is his most popular non-gladiatorial contender. What else is there to do but match him up with the other Champion?</p>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16470341" target="_blank">Read More</a></p>
<p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Loki only knows what he doesn’t want when it is forced on him.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>Loki looks out at the city - the name of the place irrelevant - and the destruction slakes a thirst in him that has done nothing but grow in the last two years. He feels the urge to join the Chitauri in their violence, craves the feeling of brick and bone crumbling in his own hands, but the desire dies quickly under the cool knowledge that he must guard the portal. Surely, soothes the blessed, beautiful clarity in the back of his mind, which Thanos and the Other so graciously gifted to Loki through the Mind Stone, victory will be more satisfying than personal involvement. Of course. Loki has said as such to Thor himself, countless times. Thor, the wretched thoughtless arrogant-</p>
<p>“Loki!” Ah, speak of a foul loathsome thing and it shall appear. “Turn off the Tesseract or I will destroy it!”</p>
<p>Loki’s rage and hatred is familiar, and stoked eagerly by the extra presence in his mind. Yes, Thanos and the Other support Loki in this. Thor is a blight and he deserves death. Loki turns towards Thor, a step below Loki just off Stark’s ostentatious landing pad, letting his lip curl up off of his teeth to imitate the furious wild thing howling and clawing inside him.</p>
<p>“You can’t,” he taunts. “There is no stopping it! There is only… The War.” The phrase feels strange in his mouth, but the way Thor glares is delicious. Here, now, Loki’s clearer thoughts encourage, now you can get your hands in, like you wanted. Yes, that’s right. That is exactly what Loki wants. He wants to kill Thor. He has always wanted to kill Thor. He tried before and was thwarted, but Thor does not have Odin’s protection now. Now, Loki can kill him. He can do it himself and see it truly done. With an eager, wrathful scream, Loki leaps down from the landing pad and swings the scepter at Thor’s head with all of his might.</p>
<p>Thor will die.</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Rating:</b> Explicit<br/><b>Warnings:</b> No Archive Warnings Apply<br/><b>Relationships:</b> Hulk/Loki, En Dwi Gast | Grandmaster/Loki, Loki/others<br/><b>Characters:</b> Hulk (Marvel), Loki (Marvel), En Dwi Gast | Grandmaster</p>
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<p><i>“What do you think?” Grandmaster purrs wetly into Loki’s ear as Hulk roars gleefully after ‘defeating’ Thor. Grandmaster slips a firm hand up in between Loki’s legs. “You think you could- you could take him, hmm? I think you could take him.”</i></p>
<p>Combat isn’t the only thing Grandmaster likes to host in his arena, and Loki is his most popular non-gladiatorial contender. What else is there to do but match him up with the other Champion?</p>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16470341" target="_blank">Read More</a></p>
<p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Taako misses Magic Day. Angus investigates why.</p><p>This fic contains internalized ableism in the form of a depressed character interpreting their emotional dysfunction as them being a bad person. No other characters believe this.</p><blockquote><p>Angus waits patiently in the training room for Taako. It’s not the first time that Taako has been late to a Magic Day lesson, so Angus is not that worried. In fact, Taako being late is a routine thing. Agnus thinks that maybe it is a test. He knows most little boys like him are not prone to being patient, but he is not like most little boys and he can wait for a very long time if necessary. Either that or maybe Taako just isn’t very good at keeping track of time, or he doesn’t want to give Angus high expectations. Angus - being the World’s Greatest Detective, and now also the Greatest Detective on The Moon - is very observant, and not very easily tricked, and he has noticed after a few months on board the moon base that Taako can sometimes purposefully express himself in a contrary way. Angus hasn’t yet figured out the purpose of that behavior, but he most certainly will (and that is both a threat and a promise, Angus would say, if anyone asked).</p><p>Angus waits for a very long time. He’s good at waiting, but this is a very very long time. Every time that Angus considers going to look for Taako it takes a little bit more effort to convince himself not to, to keep waiting, to be patient and pass the test. Of course Taako is taking longer this time, right? If it is a test it probably has to get harder before you can pass it for good. (But if it’s not a test… But it’s probably a test, probably. Maybe. But maybe not…)</p><p>Angus is very patient and waits for a very long time, and definitively would have passed this test if it had been a test. He has his mind pretty much made up for him that it wasn’t when Carey, Killian, and Magnus come in to the training room. The three of them all share teasing trash talk, including Magnus even thought Angus knows that Magnus has never once beat either Carey or Killian in a sparring match.</p><p>“Hey, Ango!” Magnus calls to Angus when he notices him. Angus waves, a little sullenly. “Hanging around for the show after your magic lessons, huh?” He flexes. Angus holds his chin high and tries to make sure his lip doesn’t wobble so that Magnus doesn’t notice that he’s upset (hopefully). Taako might be embarrassed if everyone knew he forgot. Angus would probably be embarrassed if he was Taako (Angus is embarrassed as Angus too, that he waited around so long for nothing, but he’s the only detective around here so he’s the only one that has to know that).</p><p>“I was going to, Sir,” he lies. “But I think it will be a little boring with you here too.” Magnus’s mouth drops open in genuine surprise before he plays it up and gasps theatrically. Meanwhile, Carey and Killian are both ooh ing and laughing, and even though he’s still upset Angus can’t help a small proud smile.</p><p>“Tch, wizards ,” Magnus mutters disparagingly, but he’s grinning at Angus as he says it, and he seems pretty proud too. Also, Angus is very happy to be called a wizard, even if he didn’t have a lesson today ( yet , and that is also a threat and a promise). “No appreciation for the rest of us.” Angus quietly leaves while Carey and Killian are pointing out to Magnus that ‘wizards’ seem to appreciate the two of them just fine and Magnus protests that he has Rustic Hospitality and everyone with any taste likes him automatically.</p><p>Angus makes his way towards the suite that Tres Horny Boys share. His feelings are hurt and he’s angry too, even as he tries to come up with excuses for Taako in his head. There could be all sorts of reasons that Taako forgot it was Magic Day. He almost certainly didn’t stand Angus up on purpose, so Angus shouldn’t be mad, right?</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19983226" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>During a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is… something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.</p></blockquote><p>“So, Ryan,” Shane says with put-on cheeriness, from as far away from Ryan as he can be and still be in the shot, at the end of the post mortem on Monday. “What’s coming up this week?”<br/></p><p>“Let’s see, this week…” Ryan hedges for effect, leaning back in his chair and rubbing thoughtfully at his temples. “This week Shane and I visit a little place where, uh, the boys… are lost.” Friday’s episode is the fairy episode. Ryan had reviewed the final cut when he got in this morning, but that line was still the best he could come up with given everything else that’s on his mind.</p><p>Given, that is, that Shane may or may not be a demon, and that Ryan has apparently decided not to care even though that prospect is utterly terrifying, and even more terrifying still - now Ryan has nothing else to stall with when it comes to figuring out if he wants his relationship with Shane to take the romantic turn it seems to be trending towards. Or at least, that it was trending towards before Ryan implicitly and half-unintentionally threatened Shane with holy water.</p><p>Shane snorts at Ryan’s clumsy teaser reference, and Ryan lets his shoulders sink with relief that despite how Shane is keeping his distance Ryan apparently can still make him laugh. He delivers the outro entirely while looking at Shane, despite the way TJ attempts to redirect him from behind the camera. Shane watches him back, looking curious. Finally TJ calls cut, a soft edge of frustration in his voice that is far from unfamiliar.</p><p>“What’s up?” Shane asks him quietly. Ryan shakes his head. His guts are still squirming around, his heartbeat picking up every time he so much as sees the back of Shane’s head. If it’s the demon thing or the romance thing, Ryan hasn’t been able to tell.</p><p>“Just marveling all over again about how you believe in fairies,” he excuses. It’s not <i>un</i>true. Shane gives him a stern look.</p><p>“Don’t be specist,” he scolds. Ryan chokes over a laugh.</p><p>“Specist?” he demands. He expects Shane to laugh too, to join Ryan in enjoying the bit, but the smile he gives doesn’t quite reach his eyes. Ryan’s laugh and his half-formed rejoinder (he was thinking something about ‘Fairy PETA’ and then Shane could roast PETA for being garbage) both die in his throat.</p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>During a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is… something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.</p></blockquote><p>“So, Ryan,” Shane says with put-on cheeriness, from as far away from Ryan as he can be and still be in the shot, at the end of the post mortem on Monday. “What’s coming up this week?”<br/></p><p>“Let’s see, this week…” Ryan hedges for effect, leaning back in his chair and rubbing thoughtfully at his temples. “This week Shane and I visit a little place where, uh, the boys… are lost.” Friday’s episode is the fairy episode. Ryan had reviewed the final cut when he got in this morning, but that line was still the best he could come up with given everything else that’s on his mind.</p><p>Given, that is, that Shane may or may not be a demon, and that Ryan has apparently decided not to care even though that prospect is utterly terrifying, and even more terrifying still - now Ryan has nothing else to stall with when it comes to figuring out if he wants his relationship with Shane to take the romantic turn it seems to be trending towards. Or at least, that it was trending towards before Ryan implicitly and half-unintentionally threatened Shane with holy water.</p><p>Shane snorts at Ryan’s clumsy teaser reference, and Ryan lets his shoulders sink with relief that despite how Shane is keeping his distance Ryan apparently can still make him laugh. He delivers the outro entirely while looking at Shane, despite the way TJ attempts to redirect him from behind the camera. Shane watches him back, looking curious. Finally TJ calls cut, a soft edge of frustration in his voice that is far from unfamiliar.</p><p>“What’s up?” Shane asks him quietly. Ryan shakes his head. His guts are still squirming around, his heartbeat picking up every time he so much as sees the back of Shane’s head. If it’s the demon thing or the romance thing, Ryan hasn’t been able to tell.</p><p>“Just marveling all over again about how you believe in fairies,” he excuses. It’s not <i>un</i>true. Shane gives him a stern look.</p><p>“Don’t be specist,” he scolds. Ryan chokes over a laugh.</p><p>“Specist?” he demands. He expects Shane to laugh too, to join Ryan in enjoying the bit, but the smile he gives doesn’t quite reach his eyes. Ryan’s laugh and his half-formed rejoinder (he was thinking something about ‘Fairy PETA’ and then Shane could roast PETA for being garbage) both die in his throat.</p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>During a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is… something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.</p></blockquote><p>“So, Ryan,” Shane says with put-on cheeriness, from as far away from Ryan as he can be and still be in the shot, at the end of the post mortem on Monday. “What’s coming up this week?”<br/></p><p>“Let’s see, this week…” Ryan hedges for effect, leaning back in his chair and rubbing thoughtfully at his temples. “This week Shane and I visit a little place where, uh, the boys… are lost.” Friday’s episode is the fairy episode. Ryan had reviewed the final cut when he got in this morning, but that line was still the best he could come up with given everything else that’s on his mind.</p><p>Given, that is, that Shane may or may not be a demon, and that Ryan has apparently decided not to care even though that prospect is utterly terrifying, and even more terrifying still - now Ryan has nothing else to stall with when it comes to figuring out if he wants his relationship with Shane to take the romantic turn it seems to be trending towards. Or at least, that it was trending towards before Ryan implicitly and half-unintentionally threatened Shane with holy water.</p><p>Shane snorts at Ryan’s clumsy teaser reference, and Ryan lets his shoulders sink with relief that despite how Shane is keeping his distance Ryan apparently can still make him laugh. He delivers the outro entirely while looking at Shane, despite the way TJ attempts to redirect him from behind the camera. Shane watches him back, looking curious. Finally TJ calls cut, a soft edge of frustration in his voice that is far from unfamiliar.</p><p>“What’s up?” Shane asks him quietly. Ryan shakes his head. His guts are still squirming around, his heartbeat picking up every time he so much as sees the back of Shane’s head. If it’s the demon thing or the romance thing, Ryan hasn’t been able to tell.</p><p>“Just marveling all over again about how you believe in fairies,” he excuses. It’s not <i>un</i>true. Shane gives him a stern look.</p><p>“Don’t be specist,” he scolds. Ryan chokes over a laugh.</p><p>“Specist?” he demands. He expects Shane to laugh too, to join Ryan in enjoying the bit, but the smile he gives doesn’t quite reach his eyes. Ryan’s laugh and his half-formed rejoinder (he was thinking something about ‘Fairy PETA’ and then Shane could roast PETA for being garbage) both die in his throat.</p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>During a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is… something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.</p></blockquote><p>“So, Ryan,” Shane says with put-on cheeriness, from as far away from Ryan as he can be and still be in the shot, at the end of the post mortem on Monday. “What’s coming up this week?”<br/></p><p>“Let’s see, this week…” Ryan hedges for effect, leaning back in his chair and rubbing thoughtfully at his temples. “This week Shane and I visit a little place where, uh, the boys… are lost.” Friday’s episode is the fairy episode. Ryan had reviewed the final cut when he got in this morning, but that line was still the best he could come up with given everything else that’s on his mind.</p><p>Given, that is, that Shane may or may not be a demon, and that Ryan has apparently decided not to care even though that prospect is utterly terrifying, and even more terrifying still - now Ryan has nothing else to stall with when it comes to figuring out if he wants his relationship with Shane to take the romantic turn it seems to be trending towards. Or at least, that it was trending towards before Ryan implicitly and half-unintentionally threatened Shane with holy water.</p><p>Shane snorts at Ryan’s clumsy teaser reference, and Ryan lets his shoulders sink with relief that despite how Shane is keeping his distance Ryan apparently can still make him laugh. He delivers the outro entirely while looking at Shane, despite the way TJ attempts to redirect him from behind the camera. Shane watches him back, looking curious. Finally TJ calls cut, a soft edge of frustration in his voice that is far from unfamiliar.</p><p>“What’s up?” Shane asks him quietly. Ryan shakes his head. His guts are still squirming around, his heartbeat picking up every time he so much as sees the back of Shane’s head. If it’s the demon thing or the romance thing, Ryan hasn’t been able to tell.</p><p>“Just marveling all over again about how you believe in fairies,” he excuses. It’s not <i>un</i>true. Shane gives him a stern look.</p><p>“Don’t be specist,” he scolds. Ryan chokes over a laugh.</p><p>“Specist?” he demands. He expects Shane to laugh too, to join Ryan in enjoying the bit, but the smile he gives doesn’t quite reach his eyes. Ryan’s laugh and his half-formed rejoinder (he was thinking something about ‘Fairy PETA’ and then Shane could roast PETA for being garbage) both die in his throat.</p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>During a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is… something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.</p></blockquote><p>“So, Ryan,” Shane says with put-on cheeriness, from as far away from Ryan as he can be and still be in the shot, at the end of the post mortem on Monday. “What’s coming up this week?”<br/></p><p>“Let’s see, this week…” Ryan hedges for effect, leaning back in his chair and rubbing thoughtfully at his temples. “This week Shane and I visit a little place where, uh, the boys… are lost.” Friday’s episode is the fairy episode. Ryan had reviewed the final cut when he got in this morning, but that line was still the best he could come up with given everything else that’s on his mind.</p><p>Given, that is, that Shane may or may not be a demon, and that Ryan has apparently decided not to care even though that prospect is utterly terrifying, and even more terrifying still - now Ryan has nothing else to stall with when it comes to figuring out if he wants his relationship with Shane to take the romantic turn it seems to be trending towards. Or at least, that it was trending towards before Ryan implicitly and half-unintentionally threatened Shane with holy water.</p><p>Shane snorts at Ryan’s clumsy teaser reference, and Ryan lets his shoulders sink with relief that despite how Shane is keeping his distance Ryan apparently can still make him laugh. He delivers the outro entirely while looking at Shane, despite the way TJ attempts to redirect him from behind the camera. Shane watches him back, looking curious. Finally TJ calls cut, a soft edge of frustration in his voice that is far from unfamiliar.</p><p>“What’s up?” Shane asks him quietly. Ryan shakes his head. His guts are still squirming around, his heartbeat picking up every time he so much as sees the back of Shane’s head. If it’s the demon thing or the romance thing, Ryan hasn’t been able to tell.</p><p>“Just marveling all over again about how you believe in fairies,” he excuses. It’s not <i>un</i>true. Shane gives him a stern look.</p><p>“Don’t be specist,” he scolds. Ryan chokes over a laugh.</p><p>“Specist?” he demands. He expects Shane to laugh too, to join Ryan in enjoying the bit, but the smile he gives doesn’t quite reach his eyes. Ryan’s laugh and his half-formed rejoinder (he was thinking something about ‘Fairy PETA’ and then Shane could roast PETA for being garbage) both die in his throat.</p></blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Loki only knows what he doesn’t want when it is forced on him.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>Loki looks out at the city - the name of the place irrelevant - and the destruction slakes a thirst in him that has done nothing but grow in the last two years. He feels the urge to join the Chitauri in their violence, craves the feeling of brick and bone crumbling in his own hands, but the desire dies quickly under the cool knowledge that he must guard the portal. Surely, soothes the blessed, beautiful clarity in the back of his mind, which Thanos and the Other so graciously gifted to Loki through the Mind Stone, victory will be more satisfying than personal involvement. Of course. Loki has said as such to Thor himself, countless times. Thor, the wretched thoughtless arrogant-</p>
<p>“Loki!” Ah, speak of a foul loathsome thing and it shall appear. “Turn off the Tesseract or I will destroy it!”</p>
<p>Loki’s rage and hatred is familiar, and stoked eagerly by the extra presence in his mind. Yes, Thanos and the Other support Loki in this. Thor is a blight and he deserves death. Loki turns towards Thor, a step below Loki just off Stark’s ostentatious landing pad, letting his lip curl up off of his teeth to imitate the furious wild thing howling and clawing inside him.</p>
<p>“You can’t,” he taunts. “There is no stopping it! There is only… The War.” The phrase feels strange in his mouth, but the way Thor glares is delicious. Here, now, Loki’s clearer thoughts encourage, now you can get your hands in, like you wanted. Yes, that’s right. That is exactly what Loki wants. He wants to kill Thor. He has always wanted to kill Thor. He tried before and was thwarted, but Thor does not have Odin’s protection now. Now, Loki can kill him. He can do it himself and see it truly done. With an eager, wrathful scream, Loki leaps down from the landing pad and swings the scepter at Thor’s head with all of his might.</p>
<p>Thor will die.</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
punish me with this, and this with me: Loki & Thor + Loki under mind control
https://archiveofourown.org/works/23960572
Body: 
Tags: 

Post id: 619933337265520640
Date: 2020-06-03 20:01:41 GMT
Post url: https://calicojackofficial.tumblr.com/post/619933337265520640/both-sides-now-shaneryan-aziraphalecrowley
Slug: both-sides-now-shaneryan-aziraphalecrowley
Reblog key: f0kg21mK
Reblog url: https://calicojackofficial.tumblr.com/post/617412232419098624/both-sides-now-shaneryan-aziraphalecrowley
Reblog name: calicojackofficial
Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/617012802731802624/both-sides-now-shaneryan-aziraphalecrowley" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote>
<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>As a prank on Crowley for napping too long, Aziraphale invites American paranormal investigation show Buzzfeed Unsolved: Supernatural into the bookshop.</p></blockquote>
<p>The proprietor of A. Z. Fell &amp; Co. Book Sellers is unexpectedly intimidating. He’d seemed like a nice old man, a little spacey, over the phone. Ryan had imagined… well, probably someone who looks just like Mr. Fell, but… The man just has a weird presence. He seems somehow powerful, bigger than himself. Standing next to him feels the same way Ryan would guess it feels to stand next to a Nobel Peace Prize winner and know that you can never be as good as them and that they know it too. It’s in the way he carries himself, Ryan supposes. Like absolutely nothing can touch him, or would even dare to try. Ryan certainly wouldn’t, that’s for sure. He wonders, briefly, why Mr. Fell would even feel the need to call them. But he puts it out of his mind, forcibly orienting himself to the job, regardless of how unaccountably nervous he is.</p>
<p>“Please do sit down,” Mr. Fell says. His voice is just as kind and friendly as it was over the phone, and Ryan does his best to let it relax him. “Would you boys like some tea? Biscuits?”</p>
<p>“Um, no thank you,” Ryan refuses, thinking for one hysterical second about fairies and how you should never take food from them - not that he believes in fairies, obviously, but most legends are based on some truth somewhere.</p>
<p>“I’ll take some!” Shane accepts easily. He’s all but lounging, just shy of rudeness, in one of Mr. Fell’s plush little armchairs in the window of the bookshop.</p>
<p>“Oh!” says Mr. Fell, and he seems absolutely thrilled about it. “Lovely! I’ll just nip to the back and bring some up, shall I? Make yourselves comfortable, won’t be but a moment.”</p>
<p>“You truly have no soul,” Ryan hisses at Shane as soon as Mr. Fell is out of earshot. Shane gives him a half-startled, half-amused double blink. “You seriously don’t feel that?” Shane blinks again, and then his eyebrows jump and he grins.</p>
<p>“Don’t tell me you’re gettin’ the vibes off of Mister Vintage Dandy,” he teases. Ryan glares, and Shane huffs a quiet laugh, at least being careful not to alert Mr. Fell that they’re gossiping about him. “C'mon, Ry, he’s like someone’s sweet old grandpa. Betcha five bucks he’s gonna offer us caramel candy next.”</p>
<p>“Who even says ‘dandy’? It’s twenty-twenty, Shane,” Ryan mutters, but he can’t respond any further than that because he can feel Mr. Fell approaching them again from behind what seems like endless dark shelves. Mr. Fell sets down a plate piled high with cookies and pastries and settles himself with a little wiggle into the third armchair, his thighs pressing out the perfect crease in the legs of his beige pants. Ryan drags his eyes away from Mr. Fell’s lap, wondering uncomfortably why he noticed that. Shane catches his eye with a subtle gesture and when Ryan glances over at him Shane smugly holds up what is undeniably a caramel flavored salt water taffy. Shane unwraps the candy and pops it into his mouth, leaning back in his chair like he’s won something. He hasn’t won shit.</p>
<p>“So, Mr. Fell,” Ryan starts.</p>
<p>“Yes, my dear boy?” Mr. Fell says, and Ryan stutters to a halt with red cheeks. He squirms a little, clears his throat.</p>
<p>“Uh,” he tries again. “So, you requested that we come investigate your bookshop. Would you please restate for the cameras why you did that?”</p>
<p>“Oh, of course, yes!” Mr. Fell sets down his tea. He sits up straight with his hands flat on his knees. “I believe that my bookshop is infested with a demon.”</p>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Loki only knows what he doesn’t want when it is forced on him.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>Loki looks out at the city - the name of the place irrelevant - and the destruction slakes a thirst in him that has done nothing but grow in the last two years. He feels the urge to join the Chitauri in their violence, craves the feeling of brick and bone crumbling in his own hands, but the desire dies quickly under the cool knowledge that he must guard the portal. Surely, soothes the blessed, beautiful clarity in the back of his mind, which Thanos and the Other so graciously gifted to Loki through the Mind Stone, victory will be more satisfying than personal involvement. Of course. Loki has said as such to Thor himself, countless times. Thor, the wretched thoughtless arrogant-</p>
<p>“Loki!” Ah, speak of a foul loathsome thing and it shall appear. “Turn off the Tesseract or I will destroy it!”</p>
<p>Loki’s rage and hatred is familiar, and stoked eagerly by the extra presence in his mind. Yes, Thanos and the Other support Loki in this. Thor is a blight and he deserves death. Loki turns towards Thor, a step below Loki just off Stark’s ostentatious landing pad, letting his lip curl up off of his teeth to imitate the furious wild thing howling and clawing inside him.</p>
<p>“You can’t,” he taunts. “There is no stopping it! There is only… The War.” The phrase feels strange in his mouth, but the way Thor glares is delicious. Here, now, Loki’s clearer thoughts encourage, now you can get your hands in, like you wanted. Yes, that’s right. That is exactly what Loki wants. He wants to kill Thor. He has always wanted to kill Thor. He tried before and was thwarted, but Thor does not have Odin’s protection now. Now, Loki can kill him. He can do it himself and see it truly done. With an eager, wrathful scream, Loki leaps down from the landing pad and swings the scepter at Thor’s head with all of his might.</p>
<p>Thor will die.</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
punish me with this, and this with me: Loki & Thor + Loki under mind control
https://archiveofourown.org/works/23960572
Body: 
Tags: 

Post id: 619836202413146113
Date: 2020-06-02 18:17:46 GMT
Post url: https://calicojackofficial.tumblr.com/post/619836202413146113/in-all-fairness-ryanshane-fae-au-45
Slug: in-all-fairness-ryanshane-fae-au-45
Reblog key: NMdIQLZT
Reblog url: https://calicojackofficial.tumblr.com/post/619783765076639744/in-all-fairness-ryanshane-fae-au-45
Reblog name: calicojackofficial
Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/618904471969447936/in-all-fairness-ryanshane-fae-au-45" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote>
<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>During a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is… something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.</p></blockquote>
<p>“So, Ryan,” Shane says with put-on cheeriness, from as far away from Ryan as he can be and still be in the shot, at the end of the post mortem on Monday. “What’s coming up this week?”<br/></p>
<p>“Let’s see, this week…” Ryan hedges for effect, leaning back in his chair and rubbing thoughtfully at his temples. “This week Shane and I visit a little place where, uh, the boys… are lost.” Friday’s episode is the fairy episode. Ryan had reviewed the final cut when he got in this morning, but that line was still the best he could come up with given everything else that’s on his mind.</p>
<p>Given, that is, that Shane may or may not be a demon, and that Ryan has apparently decided not to care even though that prospect is utterly terrifying, and even more terrifying still - now Ryan has nothing else to stall with when it comes to figuring out if he wants his relationship with Shane to take the romantic turn it seems to be trending towards. Or at least, that it was trending towards before Ryan implicitly and half-unintentionally threatened Shane with holy water.</p>
<p>Shane snorts at Ryan’s clumsy teaser reference, and Ryan lets his shoulders sink with relief that despite how Shane is keeping his distance Ryan apparently can still make him laugh. He delivers the outro entirely while looking at Shane, despite the way TJ attempts to redirect him from behind the camera. Shane watches him back, looking curious. Finally TJ calls cut, a soft edge of frustration in his voice that is far from unfamiliar.</p>
<p>“What’s up?” Shane asks him quietly. Ryan shakes his head. His guts are still squirming around, his heartbeat picking up every time he so much as sees the back of Shane’s head. If it’s the demon thing or the romance thing, Ryan hasn’t been able to tell.</p>
<p>“Just marveling all over again about how you believe in fairies,” he excuses. It’s not <i>un</i>true. Shane gives him a stern look.</p>
<p>“Don’t be specist,” he scolds. Ryan chokes over a laugh.</p>
<p>“Specist?” he demands. He expects Shane to laugh too, to join Ryan in enjoying the bit, but the smile he gives doesn’t quite reach his eyes. Ryan’s laugh and his half-formed rejoinder (he was thinking something about ‘Fairy PETA’ and then Shane could roast PETA for being garbage) both die in his throat.</p>
</blockquote>
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<blockquote>
<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>During a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is… something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.</p></blockquote>
<p>“So, Ryan,” Shane says with put-on cheeriness, from as far away from Ryan as he can be and still be in the shot, at the end of the post mortem on Monday. “What’s coming up this week?”<br/></p>
<p>“Let’s see, this week…” Ryan hedges for effect, leaning back in his chair and rubbing thoughtfully at his temples. “This week Shane and I visit a little place where, uh, the boys… are lost.” Friday’s episode is the fairy episode. Ryan had reviewed the final cut when he got in this morning, but that line was still the best he could come up with given everything else that’s on his mind.</p>
<p>Given, that is, that Shane may or may not be a demon, and that Ryan has apparently decided not to care even though that prospect is utterly terrifying, and even more terrifying still - now Ryan has nothing else to stall with when it comes to figuring out if he wants his relationship with Shane to take the romantic turn it seems to be trending towards. Or at least, that it was trending towards before Ryan implicitly and half-unintentionally threatened Shane with holy water.</p>
<p>Shane snorts at Ryan’s clumsy teaser reference, and Ryan lets his shoulders sink with relief that despite how Shane is keeping his distance Ryan apparently can still make him laugh. He delivers the outro entirely while looking at Shane, despite the way TJ attempts to redirect him from behind the camera. Shane watches him back, looking curious. Finally TJ calls cut, a soft edge of frustration in his voice that is far from unfamiliar.</p>
<p>“What’s up?” Shane asks him quietly. Ryan shakes his head. His guts are still squirming around, his heartbeat picking up every time he so much as sees the back of Shane’s head. If it’s the demon thing or the romance thing, Ryan hasn’t been able to tell.</p>
<p>“Just marveling all over again about how you believe in fairies,” he excuses. It’s not <i>un</i>true. Shane gives him a stern look.</p>
<p>“Don’t be specist,” he scolds. Ryan chokes over a laugh.</p>
<p>“Specist?” he demands. He expects Shane to laugh too, to join Ryan in enjoying the bit, but the smile he gives doesn’t quite reach his eyes. Ryan’s laugh and his half-formed rejoinder (he was thinking something about ‘Fairy PETA’ and then Shane could roast PETA for being garbage) both die in his throat.</p>
</blockquote>
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<blockquote>
<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Loki only knows what he doesn’t want when it is forced on him.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>Loki looks out at the city - the name of the place irrelevant - and the destruction slakes a thirst in him that has done nothing but grow in the last two years. He feels the urge to join the Chitauri in their violence, craves the feeling of brick and bone crumbling in his own hands, but the desire dies quickly under the cool knowledge that he must guard the portal. Surely, soothes the blessed, beautiful clarity in the back of his mind, which Thanos and the Other so graciously gifted to Loki through the Mind Stone, victory will be more satisfying than personal involvement. Of course. Loki has said as such to Thor himself, countless times. Thor, the wretched thoughtless arrogant-</p>
<p>“Loki!” Ah, speak of a foul loathsome thing and it shall appear. “Turn off the Tesseract or I will destroy it!”</p>
<p>Loki’s rage and hatred is familiar, and stoked eagerly by the extra presence in his mind. Yes, Thanos and the Other support Loki in this. Thor is a blight and he deserves death. Loki turns towards Thor, a step below Loki just off Stark’s ostentatious landing pad, letting his lip curl up off of his teeth to imitate the furious wild thing howling and clawing inside him.</p>
<p>“You can’t,” he taunts. “There is no stopping it! There is only… The War.” The phrase feels strange in his mouth, but the way Thor glares is delicious. Here, now, Loki’s clearer thoughts encourage, now you can get your hands in, like you wanted. Yes, that’s right. That is exactly what Loki wants. He wants to kill Thor. He has always wanted to kill Thor. He tried before and was thwarted, but Thor does not have Odin’s protection now. Now, Loki can kill him. He can do it himself and see it truly done. With an eager, wrathful scream, Loki leaps down from the landing pad and swings the scepter at Thor’s head with all of his might.</p>
<p>Thor will die.</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<blockquote>
<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>As a prank on Crowley for napping too long, Aziraphale invites American paranormal investigation show Buzzfeed Unsolved: Supernatural into the bookshop.</p></blockquote>
<p>The proprietor of A. Z. Fell &amp; Co. Book Sellers is unexpectedly intimidating. He’d seemed like a nice old man, a little spacey, over the phone. Ryan had imagined… well, probably someone who looks just like Mr. Fell, but… The man just has a weird presence. He seems somehow powerful, bigger than himself. Standing next to him feels the same way Ryan would guess it feels to stand next to a Nobel Peace Prize winner and know that you can never be as good as them and that they know it too. It’s in the way he carries himself, Ryan supposes. Like absolutely nothing can touch him, or would even dare to try. Ryan certainly wouldn’t, that’s for sure. He wonders, briefly, why Mr. Fell would even feel the need to call them. But he puts it out of his mind, forcibly orienting himself to the job, regardless of how unaccountably nervous he is.</p>
<p>“Please do sit down,” Mr. Fell says. His voice is just as kind and friendly as it was over the phone, and Ryan does his best to let it relax him. “Would you boys like some tea? Biscuits?”</p>
<p>“Um, no thank you,” Ryan refuses, thinking for one hysterical second about fairies and how you should never take food from them - not that he believes in fairies, obviously, but most legends are based on some truth somewhere.</p>
<p>“I’ll take some!” Shane accepts easily. He’s all but lounging, just shy of rudeness, in one of Mr. Fell’s plush little armchairs in the window of the bookshop.</p>
<p>“Oh!” says Mr. Fell, and he seems absolutely thrilled about it. “Lovely! I’ll just nip to the back and bring some up, shall I? Make yourselves comfortable, won’t be but a moment.”</p>
<p>“You truly have no soul,” Ryan hisses at Shane as soon as Mr. Fell is out of earshot. Shane gives him a half-startled, half-amused double blink. “You seriously don’t feel that?” Shane blinks again, and then his eyebrows jump and he grins.</p>
<p>“Don’t tell me you’re gettin’ the vibes off of Mister Vintage Dandy,” he teases. Ryan glares, and Shane huffs a quiet laugh, at least being careful not to alert Mr. Fell that they’re gossiping about him. “C'mon, Ry, he’s like someone’s sweet old grandpa. Betcha five bucks he’s gonna offer us caramel candy next.”</p>
<p>“Who even says ‘dandy’? It’s twenty-twenty, Shane,” Ryan mutters, but he can’t respond any further than that because he can feel Mr. Fell approaching them again from behind what seems like endless dark shelves. Mr. Fell sets down a plate piled high with cookies and pastries and settles himself with a little wiggle into the third armchair, his thighs pressing out the perfect crease in the legs of his beige pants. Ryan drags his eyes away from Mr. Fell’s lap, wondering uncomfortably why he noticed that. Shane catches his eye with a subtle gesture and when Ryan glances over at him Shane smugly holds up what is undeniably a caramel flavored salt water taffy. Shane unwraps the candy and pops it into his mouth, leaning back in his chair like he’s won something. He hasn’t won shit.</p>
<p>“So, Mr. Fell,” Ryan starts.</p>
<p>“Yes, my dear boy?” Mr. Fell says, and Ryan stutters to a halt with red cheeks. He squirms a little, clears his throat.</p>
<p>“Uh,” he tries again. “So, you requested that we come investigate your bookshop. Would you please restate for the cameras why you did that?”</p>
<p>“Oh, of course, yes!” Mr. Fell sets down his tea. He sits up straight with his hands flat on his knees. “I believe that my bookshop is infested with a demon.”</p>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>The Avengers have a float in the NYC Pride Parade.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>It’s Steve who has the idea. It’s just turned June and some asshole on TV is talking about ‘American Values’ this and ‘Wholesome Lifestyle’ that and tossing the Captain America title around like the three of them (except he probably means just Steve, judging by the rest of what he’s spouting) are his best friends, and Steve tells the Compound at large, “I should come out.”</p>
<p>“You haven’t already?” Bucky asks incredulously from around a huge mouthful of strawberry ice cream, the kind with big chunks of real strawberry.</p>
<p>“You would know about it if I had, Buck.” From his other side, Sam gives Bucky’s full mouth a distasteful look, but that doesn’t stop him from taking the used spoon out of Bucky’s hand and using it for himself.</p>
<p>“I been on a nice African beach hangin’ out with some goats,” Bucky says. “I don’t know shit.” He lets &lsquo;and thank God too’ go unspoken, knowing it can be heard plain in his tone, and instead begins the struggle to wrestle his spoon back from Sam without spilling his ice cream.</p>
<p>“I wanna come out,” Steve repeats, glaring at the screen.</p>
<p>“Alright.” Sam concedes to Steve but not to Bucky, holding the spoon above his head and leaning way back across the couch with one foot on the ground to brace himself and the other, shoe and all, planted in Bucky’s gut to keep him back. He’s not even trying to get any ice cream at this point, he’s just being a dick. “Let’s come out. Now change the damn channel, I don’t wanna hear that.”</p>
<p>It’s just that, to start. The three Captain Americas, coming out, together. But Steve wants it to be big. As big as possible. Big and loud and primed for rubbing in faces. A press conference or an interview just doesn’t seem to have the panache.</p>
<p>“What do you want?” Tony teases eventually. “A parade?”</p>
<p>“Well, they do those now, right?” Steve points out in a deceptively reasonable tone. “Can we be in one?” Tony laughs, foolishly, before realizing that Steve is serious.</p>
<p>“Oh,” he says, and makes a few calls.</p>
</blockquote>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19208788" target="_blank">Read More</a></p>
<p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Leave Me a Tip</a></p>
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<blockquote>
<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Loki only knows what he doesn’t want when it is forced on him.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>Loki looks out at the city - the name of the place irrelevant - and the destruction slakes a thirst in him that has done nothing but grow in the last two years. He feels the urge to join the Chitauri in their violence, craves the feeling of brick and bone crumbling in his own hands, but the desire dies quickly under the cool knowledge that he must guard the portal. Surely, soothes the blessed, beautiful clarity in the back of his mind, which Thanos and the Other so graciously gifted to Loki through the Mind Stone, victory will be more satisfying than personal involvement. Of course. Loki has said as such to Thor himself, countless times. Thor, the wretched thoughtless arrogant-</p>
<p>“Loki!” Ah, speak of a foul loathsome thing and it shall appear. “Turn off the Tesseract or I will destroy it!”</p>
<p>Loki’s rage and hatred is familiar, and stoked eagerly by the extra presence in his mind. Yes, Thanos and the Other support Loki in this. Thor is a blight and he deserves death. Loki turns towards Thor, a step below Loki just off Stark’s ostentatious landing pad, letting his lip curl up off of his teeth to imitate the furious wild thing howling and clawing inside him.</p>
<p>“You can’t,” he taunts. “There is no stopping it! There is only… The War.” The phrase feels strange in his mouth, but the way Thor glares is delicious. Here, now, Loki’s clearer thoughts encourage, now you can get your hands in, like you wanted. Yes, that’s right. That is exactly what Loki wants. He wants to kill Thor. He has always wanted to kill Thor. He tried before and was thwarted, but Thor does not have Odin’s protection now. Now, Loki can kill him. He can do it himself and see it truly done. With an eager, wrathful scream, Loki leaps down from the landing pad and swings the scepter at Thor’s head with all of his might.</p>
<p>Thor will die.</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Loki only knows what he doesn’t want when it is forced on him.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>Loki looks out at the city - the name of the place irrelevant - and the destruction slakes a thirst in him that has done nothing but grow in the last two years. He feels the urge to join the Chitauri in their violence, craves the feeling of brick and bone crumbling in his own hands, but the desire dies quickly under the cool knowledge that he must guard the portal. Surely, soothes the blessed, beautiful clarity in the back of his mind, which Thanos and the Other so graciously gifted to Loki through the Mind Stone, victory will be more satisfying than personal involvement. Of course. Loki has said as such to Thor himself, countless times. Thor, the wretched thoughtless arrogant-</p>
<p>“Loki!” Ah, speak of a foul loathsome thing and it shall appear. “Turn off the Tesseract or I will destroy it!”</p>
<p>Loki’s rage and hatred is familiar, and stoked eagerly by the extra presence in his mind. Yes, Thanos and the Other support Loki in this. Thor is a blight and he deserves death. Loki turns towards Thor, a step below Loki just off Stark’s ostentatious landing pad, letting his lip curl up off of his teeth to imitate the furious wild thing howling and clawing inside him.</p>
<p>“You can’t,” he taunts. “There is no stopping it! There is only… The War.” The phrase feels strange in his mouth, but the way Thor glares is delicious. Here, now, Loki’s clearer thoughts encourage, now you can get your hands in, like you wanted. Yes, that’s right. That is exactly what Loki wants. He wants to kill Thor. He has always wanted to kill Thor. He tried before and was thwarted, but Thor does not have Odin’s protection now. Now, Loki can kill him. He can do it himself and see it truly done. With an eager, wrathful scream, Loki leaps down from the landing pad and swings the scepter at Thor’s head with all of his might.</p>
<p>Thor will die.</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>As a prank on Crowley for napping too long, Aziraphale invites American paranormal investigation show Buzzfeed Unsolved: Supernatural into the bookshop.</p></blockquote>
<p>The proprietor of A. Z. Fell &amp; Co. Book Sellers is unexpectedly intimidating. He’d seemed like a nice old man, a little spacey, over the phone. Ryan had imagined… well, probably someone who looks just like Mr. Fell, but… The man just has a weird presence. He seems somehow powerful, bigger than himself. Standing next to him feels the same way Ryan would guess it feels to stand next to a Nobel Peace Prize winner and know that you can never be as good as them and that they know it too. It’s in the way he carries himself, Ryan supposes. Like absolutely nothing can touch him, or would even dare to try. Ryan certainly wouldn’t, that’s for sure. He wonders, briefly, why Mr. Fell would even feel the need to call them. But he puts it out of his mind, forcibly orienting himself to the job, regardless of how unaccountably nervous he is.</p>
<p>“Please do sit down,” Mr. Fell says. His voice is just as kind and friendly as it was over the phone, and Ryan does his best to let it relax him. “Would you boys like some tea? Biscuits?”</p>
<p>“Um, no thank you,” Ryan refuses, thinking for one hysterical second about fairies and how you should never take food from them - not that he believes in fairies, obviously, but most legends are based on some truth somewhere.</p>
<p>“I’ll take some!” Shane accepts easily. He’s all but lounging, just shy of rudeness, in one of Mr. Fell’s plush little armchairs in the window of the bookshop.</p>
<p>“Oh!” says Mr. Fell, and he seems absolutely thrilled about it. “Lovely! I’ll just nip to the back and bring some up, shall I? Make yourselves comfortable, won’t be but a moment.”</p>
<p>“You truly have no soul,” Ryan hisses at Shane as soon as Mr. Fell is out of earshot. Shane gives him a half-startled, half-amused double blink. “You seriously don’t feel that?” Shane blinks again, and then his eyebrows jump and he grins.</p>
<p>“Don’t tell me you’re gettin’ the vibes off of Mister Vintage Dandy,” he teases. Ryan glares, and Shane huffs a quiet laugh, at least being careful not to alert Mr. Fell that they’re gossiping about him. “C'mon, Ry, he’s like someone’s sweet old grandpa. Betcha five bucks he’s gonna offer us caramel candy next.”</p>
<p>“Who even says ‘dandy’? It’s twenty-twenty, Shane,” Ryan mutters, but he can’t respond any further than that because he can feel Mr. Fell approaching them again from behind what seems like endless dark shelves. Mr. Fell sets down a plate piled high with cookies and pastries and settles himself with a little wiggle into the third armchair, his thighs pressing out the perfect crease in the legs of his beige pants. Ryan drags his eyes away from Mr. Fell’s lap, wondering uncomfortably why he noticed that. Shane catches his eye with a subtle gesture and when Ryan glances over at him Shane smugly holds up what is undeniably a caramel flavored salt water taffy. Shane unwraps the candy and pops it into his mouth, leaning back in his chair like he’s won something. He hasn’t won shit.</p>
<p>“So, Mr. Fell,” Ryan starts.</p>
<p>“Yes, my dear boy?” Mr. Fell says, and Ryan stutters to a halt with red cheeks. He squirms a little, clears his throat.</p>
<p>“Uh,” he tries again. “So, you requested that we come investigate your bookshop. Would you please restate for the cameras why you did that?”</p>
<p>“Oh, of course, yes!” Mr. Fell sets down his tea. He sits up straight with his hands flat on his knees. “I believe that my bookshop is infested with a demon.”</p>
</blockquote>
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<blockquote>
<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>During a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is… something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.</p></blockquote>
<p>“So, Ryan,” Shane says with put-on cheeriness, from as far away from Ryan as he can be and still be in the shot, at the end of the post mortem on Monday. “What’s coming up this week?”<br/></p>
<p>“Let’s see, this week…” Ryan hedges for effect, leaning back in his chair and rubbing thoughtfully at his temples. “This week Shane and I visit a little place where, uh, the boys… are lost.” Friday’s episode is the fairy episode. Ryan had reviewed the final cut when he got in this morning, but that line was still the best he could come up with given everything else that’s on his mind.</p>
<p>Given, that is, that Shane may or may not be a demon, and that Ryan has apparently decided not to care even though that prospect is utterly terrifying, and even more terrifying still - now Ryan has nothing else to stall with when it comes to figuring out if he wants his relationship with Shane to take the romantic turn it seems to be trending towards. Or at least, that it was trending towards before Ryan implicitly and half-unintentionally threatened Shane with holy water.</p>
<p>Shane snorts at Ryan’s clumsy teaser reference, and Ryan lets his shoulders sink with relief that despite how Shane is keeping his distance Ryan apparently can still make him laugh. He delivers the outro entirely while looking at Shane, despite the way TJ attempts to redirect him from behind the camera. Shane watches him back, looking curious. Finally TJ calls cut, a soft edge of frustration in his voice that is far from unfamiliar.</p>
<p>“What’s up?” Shane asks him quietly. Ryan shakes his head. His guts are still squirming around, his heartbeat picking up every time he so much as sees the back of Shane’s head. If it’s the demon thing or the romance thing, Ryan hasn’t been able to tell.</p>
<p>“Just marveling all over again about how you believe in fairies,” he excuses. It’s not <i>un</i>true. Shane gives him a stern look.</p>
<p>“Don’t be specist,” he scolds. Ryan chokes over a laugh.</p>
<p>“Specist?” he demands. He expects Shane to laugh too, to join Ryan in enjoying the bit, but the smile he gives doesn’t quite reach his eyes. Ryan’s laugh and his half-formed rejoinder (he was thinking something about ‘Fairy PETA’ and then Shane could roast PETA for being garbage) both die in his throat.</p>
</blockquote>
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<blockquote>
<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>As a prank on Crowley for napping too long, Aziraphale invites American paranormal investigation show Buzzfeed Unsolved: Supernatural into the bookshop.</p></blockquote>
<p>The proprietor of A. Z. Fell &amp; Co. Book Sellers is unexpectedly intimidating. He’d seemed like a nice old man, a little spacey, over the phone. Ryan had imagined… well, probably someone who looks just like Mr. Fell, but… The man just has a weird presence. He seems somehow powerful, bigger than himself. Standing next to him feels the same way Ryan would guess it feels to stand next to a Nobel Peace Prize winner and know that you can never be as good as them and that they know it too. It’s in the way he carries himself, Ryan supposes. Like absolutely nothing can touch him, or would even dare to try. Ryan certainly wouldn’t, that’s for sure. He wonders, briefly, why Mr. Fell would even feel the need to call them. But he puts it out of his mind, forcibly orienting himself to the job, regardless of how unaccountably nervous he is.</p>
<p>“Please do sit down,” Mr. Fell says. His voice is just as kind and friendly as it was over the phone, and Ryan does his best to let it relax him. “Would you boys like some tea? Biscuits?”</p>
<p>“Um, no thank you,” Ryan refuses, thinking for one hysterical second about fairies and how you should never take food from them - not that he believes in fairies, obviously, but most legends are based on some truth somewhere.</p>
<p>“I’ll take some!” Shane accepts easily. He’s all but lounging, just shy of rudeness, in one of Mr. Fell’s plush little armchairs in the window of the bookshop.</p>
<p>“Oh!” says Mr. Fell, and he seems absolutely thrilled about it. “Lovely! I’ll just nip to the back and bring some up, shall I? Make yourselves comfortable, won’t be but a moment.”</p>
<p>“You truly have no soul,” Ryan hisses at Shane as soon as Mr. Fell is out of earshot. Shane gives him a half-startled, half-amused double blink. “You seriously don’t feel that?” Shane blinks again, and then his eyebrows jump and he grins.</p>
<p>“Don’t tell me you’re gettin’ the vibes off of Mister Vintage Dandy,” he teases. Ryan glares, and Shane huffs a quiet laugh, at least being careful not to alert Mr. Fell that they’re gossiping about him. “C'mon, Ry, he’s like someone’s sweet old grandpa. Betcha five bucks he’s gonna offer us caramel candy next.”</p>
<p>“Who even says ‘dandy’? It’s twenty-twenty, Shane,” Ryan mutters, but he can’t respond any further than that because he can feel Mr. Fell approaching them again from behind what seems like endless dark shelves. Mr. Fell sets down a plate piled high with cookies and pastries and settles himself with a little wiggle into the third armchair, his thighs pressing out the perfect crease in the legs of his beige pants. Ryan drags his eyes away from Mr. Fell’s lap, wondering uncomfortably why he noticed that. Shane catches his eye with a subtle gesture and when Ryan glances over at him Shane smugly holds up what is undeniably a caramel flavored salt water taffy. Shane unwraps the candy and pops it into his mouth, leaning back in his chair like he’s won something. He hasn’t won shit.</p>
<p>“So, Mr. Fell,” Ryan starts.</p>
<p>“Yes, my dear boy?” Mr. Fell says, and Ryan stutters to a halt with red cheeks. He squirms a little, clears his throat.</p>
<p>“Uh,” he tries again. “So, you requested that we come investigate your bookshop. Would you please restate for the cameras why you did that?”</p>
<p>“Oh, of course, yes!” Mr. Fell sets down his tea. He sits up straight with his hands flat on his knees. “I believe that my bookshop is infested with a demon.”</p>
</blockquote>
Both Sides Now: Shane/Ryan + Aziraphale/Crowley
https://archiveofourown.org/works/23965372
Body: 
Tags: 

Post id: 619499250962907137
Date: 2020-05-30 01:02:04 GMT
Post url: https://calicojackofficial.tumblr.com/post/619499250962907137/both-sides-now-shaneryan-aziraphalecrowley
Slug: both-sides-now-shaneryan-aziraphalecrowley
Reblog key: f0kg21mK
Reblog url: https://calicojackofficial.tumblr.com/post/617148362239655936/both-sides-now-shaneryan-aziraphalecrowley
Reblog name: calicojackofficial
Link: <p><a href="https://calico-fiction.tumblr.com/post/617012802731802624/both-sides-now-shaneryan-aziraphalecrowley" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">calico-fiction</a>:</p><blockquote>
<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>As a prank on Crowley for napping too long, Aziraphale invites American paranormal investigation show Buzzfeed Unsolved: Supernatural into the bookshop.</p></blockquote>
<p>The proprietor of A. Z. Fell &amp; Co. Book Sellers is unexpectedly intimidating. He’d seemed like a nice old man, a little spacey, over the phone. Ryan had imagined… well, probably someone who looks just like Mr. Fell, but… The man just has a weird presence. He seems somehow powerful, bigger than himself. Standing next to him feels the same way Ryan would guess it feels to stand next to a Nobel Peace Prize winner and know that you can never be as good as them and that they know it too. It’s in the way he carries himself, Ryan supposes. Like absolutely nothing can touch him, or would even dare to try. Ryan certainly wouldn’t, that’s for sure. He wonders, briefly, why Mr. Fell would even feel the need to call them. But he puts it out of his mind, forcibly orienting himself to the job, regardless of how unaccountably nervous he is.</p>
<p>“Please do sit down,” Mr. Fell says. His voice is just as kind and friendly as it was over the phone, and Ryan does his best to let it relax him. “Would you boys like some tea? Biscuits?”</p>
<p>“Um, no thank you,” Ryan refuses, thinking for one hysterical second about fairies and how you should never take food from them - not that he believes in fairies, obviously, but most legends are based on some truth somewhere.</p>
<p>“I’ll take some!” Shane accepts easily. He’s all but lounging, just shy of rudeness, in one of Mr. Fell’s plush little armchairs in the window of the bookshop.</p>
<p>“Oh!” says Mr. Fell, and he seems absolutely thrilled about it. “Lovely! I’ll just nip to the back and bring some up, shall I? Make yourselves comfortable, won’t be but a moment.”</p>
<p>“You truly have no soul,” Ryan hisses at Shane as soon as Mr. Fell is out of earshot. Shane gives him a half-startled, half-amused double blink. “You seriously don’t feel that?” Shane blinks again, and then his eyebrows jump and he grins.</p>
<p>“Don’t tell me you’re gettin’ the vibes off of Mister Vintage Dandy,” he teases. Ryan glares, and Shane huffs a quiet laugh, at least being careful not to alert Mr. Fell that they’re gossiping about him. “C'mon, Ry, he’s like someone’s sweet old grandpa. Betcha five bucks he’s gonna offer us caramel candy next.”</p>
<p>“Who even says ‘dandy’? It’s twenty-twenty, Shane,” Ryan mutters, but he can’t respond any further than that because he can feel Mr. Fell approaching them again from behind what seems like endless dark shelves. Mr. Fell sets down a plate piled high with cookies and pastries and settles himself with a little wiggle into the third armchair, his thighs pressing out the perfect crease in the legs of his beige pants. Ryan drags his eyes away from Mr. Fell’s lap, wondering uncomfortably why he noticed that. Shane catches his eye with a subtle gesture and when Ryan glances over at him Shane smugly holds up what is undeniably a caramel flavored salt water taffy. Shane unwraps the candy and pops it into his mouth, leaning back in his chair like he’s won something. He hasn’t won shit.</p>
<p>“So, Mr. Fell,” Ryan starts.</p>
<p>“Yes, my dear boy?” Mr. Fell says, and Ryan stutters to a halt with red cheeks. He squirms a little, clears his throat.</p>
<p>“Uh,” he tries again. “So, you requested that we come investigate your bookshop. Would you please restate for the cameras why you did that?”</p>
<p>“Oh, of course, yes!” Mr. Fell sets down his tea. He sits up straight with his hands flat on his knees. “I believe that my bookshop is infested with a demon.”</p>
</blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>During a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is… something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.</p></blockquote>
<p>“So, Ryan,” Shane says with put-on cheeriness, from as far away from Ryan as he can be and still be in the shot, at the end of the post mortem on Monday. “What’s coming up this week?”<br/></p>
<p>“Let’s see, this week…” Ryan hedges for effect, leaning back in his chair and rubbing thoughtfully at his temples. “This week Shane and I visit a little place where, uh, the boys… are lost.” Friday’s episode is the fairy episode. Ryan had reviewed the final cut when he got in this morning, but that line was still the best he could come up with given everything else that’s on his mind.</p>
<p>Given, that is, that Shane may or may not be a demon, and that Ryan has apparently decided not to care even though that prospect is utterly terrifying, and even more terrifying still - now Ryan has nothing else to stall with when it comes to figuring out if he wants his relationship with Shane to take the romantic turn it seems to be trending towards. Or at least, that it was trending towards before Ryan implicitly and half-unintentionally threatened Shane with holy water.</p>
<p>Shane snorts at Ryan’s clumsy teaser reference, and Ryan lets his shoulders sink with relief that despite how Shane is keeping his distance Ryan apparently can still make him laugh. He delivers the outro entirely while looking at Shane, despite the way TJ attempts to redirect him from behind the camera. Shane watches him back, looking curious. Finally TJ calls cut, a soft edge of frustration in his voice that is far from unfamiliar.</p>
<p>“What’s up?” Shane asks him quietly. Ryan shakes his head. His guts are still squirming around, his heartbeat picking up every time he so much as sees the back of Shane’s head. If it’s the demon thing or the romance thing, Ryan hasn’t been able to tell.</p>
<p>“Just marveling all over again about how you believe in fairies,” he excuses. It’s not <i>un</i>true. Shane gives him a stern look.</p>
<p>“Don’t be specist,” he scolds. Ryan chokes over a laugh.</p>
<p>“Specist?” he demands. He expects Shane to laugh too, to join Ryan in enjoying the bit, but the smile he gives doesn’t quite reach his eyes. Ryan’s laugh and his half-formed rejoinder (he was thinking something about ‘Fairy PETA’ and then Shane could roast PETA for being garbage) both die in his throat.</p>
</blockquote>
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<blockquote><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>During a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is… something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.</p></blockquote><p>“So, Ryan,” Shane says with put-on cheeriness, from as far away from Ryan as he can be and still be in the shot, at the end of the post mortem on Monday. “What’s coming up this week?”<br/></p><p>“Let’s see, this week…” Ryan hedges for effect, leaning back in his chair and rubbing thoughtfully at his temples. “This week Shane and I visit a little place where, uh, the boys… are lost.” Friday’s episode is the fairy episode. Ryan had reviewed the final cut when he got in this morning, but that line was still the best he could come up with given everything else that’s on his mind.</p><p>Given, that is, that Shane may or may not be a demon, and that Ryan has apparently decided not to care even though that prospect is utterly terrifying, and even more terrifying still - now Ryan has nothing else to stall with when it comes to figuring out if he wants his relationship with Shane to take the romantic turn it seems to be trending towards. Or at least, that it was trending towards before Ryan implicitly and half-unintentionally threatened Shane with holy water.</p><p>Shane snorts at Ryan’s clumsy teaser reference, and Ryan lets his shoulders sink with relief that despite how Shane is keeping his distance Ryan apparently can still make him laugh. He delivers the outro entirely while looking at Shane, despite the way TJ attempts to redirect him from behind the camera. Shane watches him back, looking curious. Finally TJ calls cut, a soft edge of frustration in his voice that is far from unfamiliar.</p><p>“What’s up?” Shane asks him quietly. Ryan shakes his head. His guts are still squirming around, his heartbeat picking up every time he so much as sees the back of Shane’s head. If it’s the demon thing or the romance thing, Ryan hasn’t been able to tell.</p><p>“Just marveling all over again about how you believe in fairies,” he excuses. It’s not <i>un</i>true. Shane gives him a stern look.</p><p>“Don’t be specist,” he scolds. Ryan chokes over a laugh.</p><p>“Specist?” he demands. He expects Shane to laugh too, to join Ryan in enjoying the bit, but the smile he gives doesn’t quite reach his eyes. Ryan’s laugh and his half-formed rejoinder (he was thinking something about ‘Fairy PETA’ and then Shane could roast PETA for being garbage) both die in his throat.</p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Taako misses Magic Day. Angus investigates why.</p><p>This fic contains internalized ableism in the form of a depressed character interpreting their emotional dysfunction as them being a bad person. No other characters believe this.</p><blockquote><p>Angus waits patiently in the training room for Taako. It’s not the first time that Taako has been late to a Magic Day lesson, so Angus is not that worried. In fact, Taako being late is a routine thing. Agnus thinks that maybe it is a test. He knows most little boys like him are not prone to being patient, but he is not like most little boys and he can wait for a very long time if necessary. Either that or maybe Taako just isn’t very good at keeping track of time, or he doesn’t want to give Angus high expectations. Angus - being the World’s Greatest Detective, and now also the Greatest Detective on The Moon - is very observant, and not very easily tricked, and he has noticed after a few months on board the moon base that Taako can sometimes purposefully express himself in a contrary way. Angus hasn’t yet figured out the purpose of that behavior, but he most certainly will (and that is both a threat and a promise, Angus would say, if anyone asked).</p><p>Angus waits for a very long time. He’s good at waiting, but this is a very very long time. Every time that Angus considers going to look for Taako it takes a little bit more effort to convince himself not to, to keep waiting, to be patient and pass the test. Of course Taako is taking longer this time, right? If it is a test it probably has to get harder before you can pass it for good. (But if it’s not a test… But it’s probably a test, probably. Maybe. But maybe not…)</p><p>Angus is very patient and waits for a very long time, and definitively would have passed this test if it had been a test. He has his mind pretty much made up for him that it wasn’t when Carey, Killian, and Magnus come in to the training room. The three of them all share teasing trash talk, including Magnus even thought Angus knows that Magnus has never once beat either Carey or Killian in a sparring match.</p><p>“Hey, Ango!” Magnus calls to Angus when he notices him. Angus waves, a little sullenly. “Hanging around for the show after your magic lessons, huh?” He flexes. Angus holds his chin high and tries to make sure his lip doesn’t wobble so that Magnus doesn’t notice that he’s upset (hopefully). Taako might be embarrassed if everyone knew he forgot. Angus would probably be embarrassed if he was Taako (Angus is embarrassed as Angus too, that he waited around so long for nothing, but he’s the only detective around here so he’s the only one that has to know that).</p><p>“I was going to, Sir,” he lies. “But I think it will be a little boring with you here too.” Magnus’s mouth drops open in genuine surprise before he plays it up and gasps theatrically. Meanwhile, Carey and Killian are both ooh ing and laughing, and even though he’s still upset Angus can’t help a small proud smile.</p><p>“Tch, wizards ,” Magnus mutters disparagingly, but he’s grinning at Angus as he says it, and he seems pretty proud too. Also, Angus is very happy to be called a wizard, even if he didn’t have a lesson today ( yet , and that is also a threat and a promise). “No appreciation for the rest of us.” Angus quietly leaves while Carey and Killian are pointing out to Magnus that ‘wizards’ seem to appreciate the two of them just fine and Magnus protests that he has Rustic Hospitality and everyone with any taste likes him automatically.</p><p>Angus makes his way towards the suite that Tres Horny Boys share. His feelings are hurt and he’s angry too, even as he tries to come up with excuses for Taako in his head. There could be all sorts of reasons that Taako forgot it was Magic Day. He almost certainly didn’t stand Angus up on purpose, so Angus shouldn’t be mad, right?</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19983226" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>During a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is… something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.</p></blockquote><p>“So, Ryan,” Shane says with put-on cheeriness, from as far away from Ryan as he can be and still be in the shot, at the end of the post mortem on Monday. “What’s coming up this week?”<br/></p><p>“Let’s see, this week…” Ryan hedges for effect, leaning back in his chair and rubbing thoughtfully at his temples. “This week Shane and I visit a little place where, uh, the boys… are lost.” Friday’s episode is the fairy episode. Ryan had reviewed the final cut when he got in this morning, but that line was still the best he could come up with given everything else that’s on his mind.</p><p>Given, that is, that Shane may or may not be a demon, and that Ryan has apparently decided not to care even though that prospect is utterly terrifying, and even more terrifying still - now Ryan has nothing else to stall with when it comes to figuring out if he wants his relationship with Shane to take the romantic turn it seems to be trending towards. Or at least, that it was trending towards before Ryan implicitly and half-unintentionally threatened Shane with holy water.</p><p>Shane snorts at Ryan’s clumsy teaser reference, and Ryan lets his shoulders sink with relief that despite how Shane is keeping his distance Ryan apparently can still make him laugh. He delivers the outro entirely while looking at Shane, despite the way TJ attempts to redirect him from behind the camera. Shane watches him back, looking curious. Finally TJ calls cut, a soft edge of frustration in his voice that is far from unfamiliar.</p><p>“What’s up?” Shane asks him quietly. Ryan shakes his head. His guts are still squirming around, his heartbeat picking up every time he so much as sees the back of Shane’s head. If it’s the demon thing or the romance thing, Ryan hasn’t been able to tell.</p><p>“Just marveling all over again about how you believe in fairies,” he excuses. It’s not <i>un</i>true. Shane gives him a stern look.</p><p>“Don’t be specist,” he scolds. Ryan chokes over a laugh.</p><p>“Specist?” he demands. He expects Shane to laugh too, to join Ryan in enjoying the bit, but the smile he gives doesn’t quite reach his eyes. Ryan’s laugh and his half-formed rejoinder (he was thinking something about ‘Fairy PETA’ and then Shane could roast PETA for being garbage) both die in his throat.</p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>As a prank on Crowley for napping too long, Aziraphale invites American paranormal investigation show Buzzfeed Unsolved: Supernatural into the bookshop.</p></blockquote>
<p>The proprietor of A. Z. Fell &amp; Co. Book Sellers is unexpectedly intimidating. He’d seemed like a nice old man, a little spacey, over the phone. Ryan had imagined… well, probably someone who looks just like Mr. Fell, but… The man just has a weird presence. He seems somehow powerful, bigger than himself. Standing next to him feels the same way Ryan would guess it feels to stand next to a Nobel Peace Prize winner and know that you can never be as good as them and that they know it too. It’s in the way he carries himself, Ryan supposes. Like absolutely nothing can touch him, or would even dare to try. Ryan certainly wouldn’t, that’s for sure. He wonders, briefly, why Mr. Fell would even feel the need to call them. But he puts it out of his mind, forcibly orienting himself to the job, regardless of how unaccountably nervous he is.</p>
<p>“Please do sit down,” Mr. Fell says. His voice is just as kind and friendly as it was over the phone, and Ryan does his best to let it relax him. “Would you boys like some tea? Biscuits?”</p>
<p>“Um, no thank you,” Ryan refuses, thinking for one hysterical second about fairies and how you should never take food from them - not that he believes in fairies, obviously, but most legends are based on some truth somewhere.</p>
<p>“I’ll take some!” Shane accepts easily. He’s all but lounging, just shy of rudeness, in one of Mr. Fell’s plush little armchairs in the window of the bookshop.</p>
<p>“Oh!” says Mr. Fell, and he seems absolutely thrilled about it. “Lovely! I’ll just nip to the back and bring some up, shall I? Make yourselves comfortable, won’t be but a moment.”</p>
<p>“You truly have no soul,” Ryan hisses at Shane as soon as Mr. Fell is out of earshot. Shane gives him a half-startled, half-amused double blink. “You seriously don’t feel that?” Shane blinks again, and then his eyebrows jump and he grins.</p>
<p>“Don’t tell me you’re gettin’ the vibes off of Mister Vintage Dandy,” he teases. Ryan glares, and Shane huffs a quiet laugh, at least being careful not to alert Mr. Fell that they’re gossiping about him. “C'mon, Ry, he’s like someone’s sweet old grandpa. Betcha five bucks he’s gonna offer us caramel candy next.”</p>
<p>“Who even says ‘dandy’? It’s twenty-twenty, Shane,” Ryan mutters, but he can’t respond any further than that because he can feel Mr. Fell approaching them again from behind what seems like endless dark shelves. Mr. Fell sets down a plate piled high with cookies and pastries and settles himself with a little wiggle into the third armchair, his thighs pressing out the perfect crease in the legs of his beige pants. Ryan drags his eyes away from Mr. Fell’s lap, wondering uncomfortably why he noticed that. Shane catches his eye with a subtle gesture and when Ryan glances over at him Shane smugly holds up what is undeniably a caramel flavored salt water taffy. Shane unwraps the candy and pops it into his mouth, leaning back in his chair like he’s won something. He hasn’t won shit.</p>
<p>“So, Mr. Fell,” Ryan starts.</p>
<p>“Yes, my dear boy?” Mr. Fell says, and Ryan stutters to a halt with red cheeks. He squirms a little, clears his throat.</p>
<p>“Uh,” he tries again. “So, you requested that we come investigate your bookshop. Would you please restate for the cameras why you did that?”</p>
<p>“Oh, of course, yes!” Mr. Fell sets down his tea. He sits up straight with his hands flat on his knees. “I believe that my bookshop is infested with a demon.”</p>
</blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>As a prank on Crowley for napping too long, Aziraphale invites American paranormal investigation show Buzzfeed Unsolved: Supernatural into the bookshop.</p></blockquote>
<p>The proprietor of A. Z. Fell &amp; Co. Book Sellers is unexpectedly intimidating. He’d seemed like a nice old man, a little spacey, over the phone. Ryan had imagined… well, probably someone who looks just like Mr. Fell, but… The man just has a weird presence. He seems somehow powerful, bigger than himself. Standing next to him feels the same way Ryan would guess it feels to stand next to a Nobel Peace Prize winner and know that you can never be as good as them and that they know it too. It’s in the way he carries himself, Ryan supposes. Like absolutely nothing can touch him, or would even dare to try. Ryan certainly wouldn’t, that’s for sure. He wonders, briefly, why Mr. Fell would even feel the need to call them. But he puts it out of his mind, forcibly orienting himself to the job, regardless of how unaccountably nervous he is.</p>
<p>“Please do sit down,” Mr. Fell says. His voice is just as kind and friendly as it was over the phone, and Ryan does his best to let it relax him. “Would you boys like some tea? Biscuits?”</p>
<p>“Um, no thank you,” Ryan refuses, thinking for one hysterical second about fairies and how you should never take food from them - not that he believes in fairies, obviously, but most legends are based on some truth somewhere.</p>
<p>“I’ll take some!” Shane accepts easily. He’s all but lounging, just shy of rudeness, in one of Mr. Fell’s plush little armchairs in the window of the bookshop.</p>
<p>“Oh!” says Mr. Fell, and he seems absolutely thrilled about it. “Lovely! I’ll just nip to the back and bring some up, shall I? Make yourselves comfortable, won’t be but a moment.”</p>
<p>“You truly have no soul,” Ryan hisses at Shane as soon as Mr. Fell is out of earshot. Shane gives him a half-startled, half-amused double blink. “You seriously don’t feel that?” Shane blinks again, and then his eyebrows jump and he grins.</p>
<p>“Don’t tell me you’re gettin’ the vibes off of Mister Vintage Dandy,” he teases. Ryan glares, and Shane huffs a quiet laugh, at least being careful not to alert Mr. Fell that they’re gossiping about him. “C'mon, Ry, he’s like someone’s sweet old grandpa. Betcha five bucks he’s gonna offer us caramel candy next.”</p>
<p>“Who even says ‘dandy’? It’s twenty-twenty, Shane,” Ryan mutters, but he can’t respond any further than that because he can feel Mr. Fell approaching them again from behind what seems like endless dark shelves. Mr. Fell sets down a plate piled high with cookies and pastries and settles himself with a little wiggle into the third armchair, his thighs pressing out the perfect crease in the legs of his beige pants. Ryan drags his eyes away from Mr. Fell’s lap, wondering uncomfortably why he noticed that. Shane catches his eye with a subtle gesture and when Ryan glances over at him Shane smugly holds up what is undeniably a caramel flavored salt water taffy. Shane unwraps the candy and pops it into his mouth, leaning back in his chair like he’s won something. He hasn’t won shit.</p>
<p>“So, Mr. Fell,” Ryan starts.</p>
<p>“Yes, my dear boy?” Mr. Fell says, and Ryan stutters to a halt with red cheeks. He squirms a little, clears his throat.</p>
<p>“Uh,” he tries again. “So, you requested that we come investigate your bookshop. Would you please restate for the cameras why you did that?”</p>
<p>“Oh, of course, yes!” Mr. Fell sets down his tea. He sits up straight with his hands flat on his knees. “I believe that my bookshop is infested with a demon.”</p>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Loki only knows what he doesn’t want when it is forced on him.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>Loki looks out at the city - the name of the place irrelevant - and the destruction slakes a thirst in him that has done nothing but grow in the last two years. He feels the urge to join the Chitauri in their violence, craves the feeling of brick and bone crumbling in his own hands, but the desire dies quickly under the cool knowledge that he must guard the portal. Surely, soothes the blessed, beautiful clarity in the back of his mind, which Thanos and the Other so graciously gifted to Loki through the Mind Stone, victory will be more satisfying than personal involvement. Of course. Loki has said as such to Thor himself, countless times. Thor, the wretched thoughtless arrogant-</p>
<p>“Loki!” Ah, speak of a foul loathsome thing and it shall appear. “Turn off the Tesseract or I will destroy it!”</p>
<p>Loki’s rage and hatred is familiar, and stoked eagerly by the extra presence in his mind. Yes, Thanos and the Other support Loki in this. Thor is a blight and he deserves death. Loki turns towards Thor, a step below Loki just off Stark’s ostentatious landing pad, letting his lip curl up off of his teeth to imitate the furious wild thing howling and clawing inside him.</p>
<p>“You can’t,” he taunts. “There is no stopping it! There is only… The War.” The phrase feels strange in his mouth, but the way Thor glares is delicious. Here, now, Loki’s clearer thoughts encourage, now you can get your hands in, like you wanted. Yes, that’s right. That is exactly what Loki wants. He wants to kill Thor. He has always wanted to kill Thor. He tried before and was thwarted, but Thor does not have Odin’s protection now. Now, Loki can kill him. He can do it himself and see it truly done. With an eager, wrathful scream, Loki leaps down from the landing pad and swings the scepter at Thor’s head with all of his might.</p>
<p>Thor will die.</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<blockquote>
<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>During a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is… something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.</p></blockquote>
<p>“So, Ryan,” Shane says with put-on cheeriness, from as far away from Ryan as he can be and still be in the shot, at the end of the post mortem on Monday. “What’s coming up this week?”<br/></p>
<p>“Let’s see, this week…” Ryan hedges for effect, leaning back in his chair and rubbing thoughtfully at his temples. “This week Shane and I visit a little place where, uh, the boys… are lost.” Friday’s episode is the fairy episode. Ryan had reviewed the final cut when he got in this morning, but that line was still the best he could come up with given everything else that’s on his mind.</p>
<p>Given, that is, that Shane may or may not be a demon, and that Ryan has apparently decided not to care even though that prospect is utterly terrifying, and even more terrifying still - now Ryan has nothing else to stall with when it comes to figuring out if he wants his relationship with Shane to take the romantic turn it seems to be trending towards. Or at least, that it was trending towards before Ryan implicitly and half-unintentionally threatened Shane with holy water.</p>
<p>Shane snorts at Ryan’s clumsy teaser reference, and Ryan lets his shoulders sink with relief that despite how Shane is keeping his distance Ryan apparently can still make him laugh. He delivers the outro entirely while looking at Shane, despite the way TJ attempts to redirect him from behind the camera. Shane watches him back, looking curious. Finally TJ calls cut, a soft edge of frustration in his voice that is far from unfamiliar.</p>
<p>“What’s up?” Shane asks him quietly. Ryan shakes his head. His guts are still squirming around, his heartbeat picking up every time he so much as sees the back of Shane’s head. If it’s the demon thing or the romance thing, Ryan hasn’t been able to tell.</p>
<p>“Just marveling all over again about how you believe in fairies,” he excuses. It’s not <i>un</i>true. Shane gives him a stern look.</p>
<p>“Don’t be specist,” he scolds. Ryan chokes over a laugh.</p>
<p>“Specist?” he demands. He expects Shane to laugh too, to join Ryan in enjoying the bit, but the smile he gives doesn’t quite reach his eyes. Ryan’s laugh and his half-formed rejoinder (he was thinking something about ‘Fairy PETA’ and then Shane could roast PETA for being garbage) both die in his throat.</p>
</blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>During a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is… something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.</p></blockquote>
<p>“So, Ryan,” Shane says with put-on cheeriness, from as far away from Ryan as he can be and still be in the shot, at the end of the post mortem on Monday. “What’s coming up this week?”<br/></p>
<p>“Let’s see, this week…” Ryan hedges for effect, leaning back in his chair and rubbing thoughtfully at his temples. “This week Shane and I visit a little place where, uh, the boys… are lost.” Friday’s episode is the fairy episode. Ryan had reviewed the final cut when he got in this morning, but that line was still the best he could come up with given everything else that’s on his mind.</p>
<p>Given, that is, that Shane may or may not be a demon, and that Ryan has apparently decided not to care even though that prospect is utterly terrifying, and even more terrifying still - now Ryan has nothing else to stall with when it comes to figuring out if he wants his relationship with Shane to take the romantic turn it seems to be trending towards. Or at least, that it was trending towards before Ryan implicitly and half-unintentionally threatened Shane with holy water.</p>
<p>Shane snorts at Ryan’s clumsy teaser reference, and Ryan lets his shoulders sink with relief that despite how Shane is keeping his distance Ryan apparently can still make him laugh. He delivers the outro entirely while looking at Shane, despite the way TJ attempts to redirect him from behind the camera. Shane watches him back, looking curious. Finally TJ calls cut, a soft edge of frustration in his voice that is far from unfamiliar.</p>
<p>“What’s up?” Shane asks him quietly. Ryan shakes his head. His guts are still squirming around, his heartbeat picking up every time he so much as sees the back of Shane’s head. If it’s the demon thing or the romance thing, Ryan hasn’t been able to tell.</p>
<p>“Just marveling all over again about how you believe in fairies,” he excuses. It’s not <i>un</i>true. Shane gives him a stern look.</p>
<p>“Don’t be specist,” he scolds. Ryan chokes over a laugh.</p>
<p>“Specist?” he demands. He expects Shane to laugh too, to join Ryan in enjoying the bit, but the smile he gives doesn’t quite reach his eyes. Ryan’s laugh and his half-formed rejoinder (he was thinking something about ‘Fairy PETA’ and then Shane could roast PETA for being garbage) both die in his throat.</p>
</blockquote>
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<blockquote><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>During a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is… something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.</p></blockquote><p>“So, Ryan,” Shane says with put-on cheeriness, from as far away from Ryan as he can be and still be in the shot, at the end of the post mortem on Monday. “What’s coming up this week?”<br/></p><p>“Let’s see, this week…” Ryan hedges for effect, leaning back in his chair and rubbing thoughtfully at his temples. “This week Shane and I visit a little place where, uh, the boys… are lost.” Friday’s episode is the fairy episode. Ryan had reviewed the final cut when he got in this morning, but that line was still the best he could come up with given everything else that’s on his mind.</p><p>Given, that is, that Shane may or may not be a demon, and that Ryan has apparently decided not to care even though that prospect is utterly terrifying, and even more terrifying still - now Ryan has nothing else to stall with when it comes to figuring out if he wants his relationship with Shane to take the romantic turn it seems to be trending towards. Or at least, that it was trending towards before Ryan implicitly and half-unintentionally threatened Shane with holy water.</p><p>Shane snorts at Ryan’s clumsy teaser reference, and Ryan lets his shoulders sink with relief that despite how Shane is keeping his distance Ryan apparently can still make him laugh. He delivers the outro entirely while looking at Shane, despite the way TJ attempts to redirect him from behind the camera. Shane watches him back, looking curious. Finally TJ calls cut, a soft edge of frustration in his voice that is far from unfamiliar.</p><p>“What’s up?” Shane asks him quietly. Ryan shakes his head. His guts are still squirming around, his heartbeat picking up every time he so much as sees the back of Shane’s head. If it’s the demon thing or the romance thing, Ryan hasn’t been able to tell.</p><p>“Just marveling all over again about how you believe in fairies,” he excuses. It’s not <i>un</i>true. Shane gives him a stern look.</p><p>“Don’t be specist,” he scolds. Ryan chokes over a laugh.</p><p>“Specist?” he demands. He expects Shane to laugh too, to join Ryan in enjoying the bit, but the smile he gives doesn’t quite reach his eyes. Ryan’s laugh and his half-formed rejoinder (he was thinking something about ‘Fairy PETA’ and then Shane could roast PETA for being garbage) both die in his throat.</p></blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary: </b></p>
<blockquote>
  During a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is… something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.</blockquote>
<p>“How close are we gonna end up to Schaumberg?” Shane asks in the car going toward the next hotel. “Maybe we can stop in and see the ‘rents.”</p>
<p>“Okay, first of all,” Ryan protests with a laugh. He keeps his eyes ahead on the unfamiliar roads, but he can feel Shane’s presence shotgun like they’re still touching the way Shane comforted him on that floor in Amityville. “Don’t call them ‘rents , oh my God. And of course I wouldn’t have us come all the way to upstate Illinois and not carve in enough time for you to visit.” Ryan glances at Shane in his peripheral vision just in time to catch the tail end of Shane giving him the sweetest look. He snaps his own eyes back onto the road, biting down a giggle at the ticklish champagne bubbles in his chest.</p>
<p>“You could come with me,” Shane murmurs to the windshield, and makes Ryan’s situation exponentially worse.</p>
<p>The day before the shoot passes the same as all the others, with the crew mostly just kicking around and eating breakfast food at a local diner at lunchtime, hurrying up and waiting for their appointment with the proprietor of the property to arrive. Finally, it’s time. Shane gets shotgun again, and the aux cord. He plays a really weird lo-fi cover of Hot In Herre and dances with his hands, deliberately trying to distract Ryan like they’re reckless teenagers.</p>
<p>“What the fuck, Madej,” Teege mutters, but it’s far from the strangest thing Shane has ever put on. Shane only laughs at him where he’s grumpily sat next to all their equipment in the very back of the rental van and starts to sing along. His voice is really compelling, actually, when he’s not hamming it up. It ends up being somehow more distracting than the gesturing.</p>
<p>They pull up to the site just as John Mellencamp, jarringly, comes on the shuffle next. The proprietor is waiting for them in the doorway. She’s standing right in the threshold in a way that Ryan won’t admit out loud kind of creeps him out. He puts it out of his mind, turning his back to her even though it makes the spot between his shoulders tingle uncomfortably, to help unload.</p>
<p>Once they get all their shit together Shane leads the way toward the house, the most eager of them all to get started, as usual. Ryan is always gratefully surprised by how Shane never seems to bore of this. But then Shane stops so short that Ryan only just barely avoids running into him.</p>
<p>“Uh,” he says. He tilts his shoulders to address everyone behind him without actually turning to face any of them. “Nobody eat anything here, okay?”</p>
</blockquote>
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<blockquote>
<p><b>Summary: </b></p>
<blockquote>
  During a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is… something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.</blockquote>
<p>“How close are we gonna end up to Schaumberg?” Shane asks in the car going toward the next hotel. “Maybe we can stop in and see the ‘rents.”</p>
<p>“Okay, first of all,” Ryan protests with a laugh. He keeps his eyes ahead on the unfamiliar roads, but he can feel Shane’s presence shotgun like they’re still touching the way Shane comforted him on that floor in Amityville. “Don’t call them ‘rents , oh my God. And of course I wouldn’t have us come all the way to upstate Illinois and not carve in enough time for you to visit.” Ryan glances at Shane in his peripheral vision just in time to catch the tail end of Shane giving him the sweetest look. He snaps his own eyes back onto the road, biting down a giggle at the ticklish champagne bubbles in his chest.</p>
<p>“You could come with me,” Shane murmurs to the windshield, and makes Ryan’s situation exponentially worse.</p>
<p>The day before the shoot passes the same as all the others, with the crew mostly just kicking around and eating breakfast food at a local diner at lunchtime, hurrying up and waiting for their appointment with the proprietor of the property to arrive. Finally, it’s time. Shane gets shotgun again, and the aux cord. He plays a really weird lo-fi cover of Hot In Herre and dances with his hands, deliberately trying to distract Ryan like they’re reckless teenagers.</p>
<p>“What the fuck, Madej,” Teege mutters, but it’s far from the strangest thing Shane has ever put on. Shane only laughs at him where he’s grumpily sat next to all their equipment in the very back of the rental van and starts to sing along. His voice is really compelling, actually, when he’s not hamming it up. It ends up being somehow more distracting than the gesturing.</p>
<p>They pull up to the site just as John Mellencamp, jarringly, comes on the shuffle next. The proprietor is waiting for them in the doorway. She’s standing right in the threshold in a way that Ryan won’t admit out loud kind of creeps him out. He puts it out of his mind, turning his back to her even though it makes the spot between his shoulders tingle uncomfortably, to help unload.</p>
<p>Once they get all their shit together Shane leads the way toward the house, the most eager of them all to get started, as usual. Ryan is always gratefully surprised by how Shane never seems to bore of this. But then Shane stops so short that Ryan only just barely avoids running into him.</p>
<p>“Uh,” he says. He tilts his shoulders to address everyone behind him without actually turning to face any of them. “Nobody eat anything here, okay?”</p>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary: </b></p>
<blockquote>
  During a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is… something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.</blockquote>
<p>“How close are we gonna end up to Schaumberg?” Shane asks in the car going toward the next hotel. “Maybe we can stop in and see the ‘rents.”</p>
<p>“Okay, first of all,” Ryan protests with a laugh. He keeps his eyes ahead on the unfamiliar roads, but he can feel Shane’s presence shotgun like they’re still touching the way Shane comforted him on that floor in Amityville. “Don’t call them &lsquo;rents , oh my God. And of course I wouldn’t have us come all the way to upstate Illinois and not carve in enough time for you to visit.” Ryan glances at Shane in his peripheral vision just in time to catch the tail end of Shane giving him the sweetest look. He snaps his own eyes back onto the road, biting down a giggle at the ticklish champagne bubbles in his chest.</p>
<p>“You could come with me,” Shane murmurs to the windshield, and makes Ryan’s situation exponentially worse.</p>
<p>The day before the shoot passes the same as all the others, with the crew mostly just kicking around and eating breakfast food at a local diner at lunchtime, hurrying up and waiting for their appointment with the proprietor of the property to arrive. Finally, it’s time. Shane gets shotgun again, and the aux cord. He plays a really weird lo-fi cover of Hot In Herre and dances with his hands, deliberately trying to distract Ryan like they’re reckless teenagers.</p>
<p>“What the fuck, Madej,” Teege mutters, but it’s far from the strangest thing Shane has ever put on. Shane only laughs at him where he’s grumpily sat next to all their equipment in the very back of the rental van and starts to sing along. His voice is really compelling, actually, when he’s not hamming it up. It ends up being somehow more distracting than the gesturing.</p>
<p>They pull up to the site just as John Mellencamp, jarringly, comes on the shuffle next. The proprietor is waiting for them in the doorway. She’s standing right in the threshold in a way that Ryan won’t admit out loud kind of creeps him out. He puts it out of his mind, turning his back to her even though it makes the spot between his shoulders tingle uncomfortably, to help unload.</p>
<p>Once they get all their shit together Shane leads the way toward the house, the most eager of them all to get started, as usual. Ryan is always gratefully surprised by how Shane never seems to bore of this. But then Shane stops so short that Ryan only just barely avoids running into him.</p>
<p>“Uh,” he says. He tilts his shoulders to address everyone behind him without actually turning to face any of them. “Nobody eat anything here, okay?”</p>
</blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>During a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is… something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.</p></blockquote>
<p>“So, Ryan,” Shane says with put-on cheeriness, from as far away from Ryan as he can be and still be in the shot, at the end of the post mortem on Monday. “What’s coming up this week?”<br/></p>
<p>“Let’s see, this week…” Ryan hedges for effect, leaning back in his chair and rubbing thoughtfully at his temples. “This week Shane and I visit a little place where, uh, the boys… are lost.” Friday’s episode is the fairy episode. Ryan had reviewed the final cut when he got in this morning, but that line was still the best he could come up with given everything else that’s on his mind.</p>
<p>Given, that is, that Shane may or may not be a demon, and that Ryan has apparently decided not to care even though that prospect is utterly terrifying, and even more terrifying still - now Ryan has nothing else to stall with when it comes to figuring out if he wants his relationship with Shane to take the romantic turn it seems to be trending towards. Or at least, that it was trending towards before Ryan implicitly and half-unintentionally threatened Shane with holy water.</p>
<p>Shane snorts at Ryan’s clumsy teaser reference, and Ryan lets his shoulders sink with relief that despite how Shane is keeping his distance Ryan apparently can still make him laugh. He delivers the outro entirely while looking at Shane, despite the way TJ attempts to redirect him from behind the camera. Shane watches him back, looking curious. Finally TJ calls cut, a soft edge of frustration in his voice that is far from unfamiliar.</p>
<p>“What’s up?” Shane asks him quietly. Ryan shakes his head. His guts are still squirming around, his heartbeat picking up every time he so much as sees the back of Shane’s head. If it’s the demon thing or the romance thing, Ryan hasn’t been able to tell.</p>
<p>“Just marveling all over again about how you believe in fairies,” he excuses. It’s not <i>un</i>true. Shane gives him a stern look.</p>
<p>“Don’t be specist,” he scolds. Ryan chokes over a laugh.</p>
<p>“Specist?” he demands. He expects Shane to laugh too, to join Ryan in enjoying the bit, but the smile he gives doesn’t quite reach his eyes. Ryan’s laugh and his half-formed rejoinder (he was thinking something about ‘Fairy PETA’ and then Shane could roast PETA for being garbage) both die in his throat.</p>
</blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>During a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is… something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.</p></blockquote>
<p>“So, Ryan,” Shane says with put-on cheeriness, from as far away from Ryan as he can be and still be in the shot, at the end of the post mortem on Monday. “What’s coming up this week?”<br/></p>
<p>“Let’s see, this week…” Ryan hedges for effect, leaning back in his chair and rubbing thoughtfully at his temples. “This week Shane and I visit a little place where, uh, the boys… are lost.” Friday’s episode is the fairy episode. Ryan had reviewed the final cut when he got in this morning, but that line was still the best he could come up with given everything else that’s on his mind.</p>
<p>Given, that is, that Shane may or may not be a demon, and that Ryan has apparently decided not to care even though that prospect is utterly terrifying, and even more terrifying still - now Ryan has nothing else to stall with when it comes to figuring out if he wants his relationship with Shane to take the romantic turn it seems to be trending towards. Or at least, that it was trending towards before Ryan implicitly and half-unintentionally threatened Shane with holy water.</p>
<p>Shane snorts at Ryan’s clumsy teaser reference, and Ryan lets his shoulders sink with relief that despite how Shane is keeping his distance Ryan apparently can still make him laugh. He delivers the outro entirely while looking at Shane, despite the way TJ attempts to redirect him from behind the camera. Shane watches him back, looking curious. Finally TJ calls cut, a soft edge of frustration in his voice that is far from unfamiliar.</p>
<p>“What’s up?” Shane asks him quietly. Ryan shakes his head. His guts are still squirming around, his heartbeat picking up every time he so much as sees the back of Shane’s head. If it’s the demon thing or the romance thing, Ryan hasn’t been able to tell.</p>
<p>“Just marveling all over again about how you believe in fairies,” he excuses. It’s not <i>un</i>true. Shane gives him a stern look.</p>
<p>“Don’t be specist,” he scolds. Ryan chokes over a laugh.</p>
<p>“Specist?” he demands. He expects Shane to laugh too, to join Ryan in enjoying the bit, but the smile he gives doesn’t quite reach his eyes. Ryan’s laugh and his half-formed rejoinder (he was thinking something about ‘Fairy PETA’ and then Shane could roast PETA for being garbage) both die in his throat.</p>
</blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>During a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is… something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.</p></blockquote>
<p>“So, Ryan,” Shane says with put-on cheeriness, from as far away from Ryan as he can be and still be in the shot, at the end of the post mortem on Monday. “What’s coming up this week?”<br/></p>
<p>“Let’s see, this week…” Ryan hedges for effect, leaning back in his chair and rubbing thoughtfully at his temples. “This week Shane and I visit a little place where, uh, the boys… are lost.” Friday’s episode is the fairy episode. Ryan had reviewed the final cut when he got in this morning, but that line was still the best he could come up with given everything else that’s on his mind.</p>
<p>Given, that is, that Shane may or may not be a demon, and that Ryan has apparently decided not to care even though that prospect is utterly terrifying, and even more terrifying still - now Ryan has nothing else to stall with when it comes to figuring out if he wants his relationship with Shane to take the romantic turn it seems to be trending towards. Or at least, that it was trending towards before Ryan implicitly and half-unintentionally threatened Shane with holy water.</p>
<p>Shane snorts at Ryan’s clumsy teaser reference, and Ryan lets his shoulders sink with relief that despite how Shane is keeping his distance Ryan apparently can still make him laugh. He delivers the outro entirely while looking at Shane, despite the way TJ attempts to redirect him from behind the camera. Shane watches him back, looking curious. Finally TJ calls cut, a soft edge of frustration in his voice that is far from unfamiliar.</p>
<p>“What’s up?” Shane asks him quietly. Ryan shakes his head. His guts are still squirming around, his heartbeat picking up every time he so much as sees the back of Shane’s head. If it’s the demon thing or the romance thing, Ryan hasn’t been able to tell.</p>
<p>“Just marveling all over again about how you believe in fairies,” he excuses. It’s not <i>un</i>true. Shane gives him a stern look.</p>
<p>“Don’t be specist,” he scolds. Ryan chokes over a laugh.</p>
<p>“Specist?” he demands. He expects Shane to laugh too, to join Ryan in enjoying the bit, but the smile he gives doesn’t quite reach his eyes. Ryan’s laugh and his half-formed rejoinder (he was thinking something about ‘Fairy PETA’ and then Shane could roast PETA for being garbage) both die in his throat.</p>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b></p>
<blockquote><p>During a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is… something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.</p></blockquote>
<p>Ryan does not - absolutely refuses to - think about the Lake Thing until after the season is all shot and they’re back home in L.A. After unpacking it’s just weeks of editing ahead.</p>
<p>Plenty of time to panic.</p>
<p>But if Ryan had panicked every time he’d had cause and a moment, he wouldn’t be where he is today. He’s been an overthinker his whole life, even before he was a believer. He can handle most things, if not with grace then at least with method, this included.</p>
<p>He’ll treat it like an investigation. Remove himself emotionally. Do research, formulate theories.</p>
<p>But what to research, exactly? There’s no way Shane could be a ghost - or at least, not if anything Ryan has ever read about them is true. (And hopefully at least something Ryan has read is true, or he’s really in deep shit here.) And as for if Shane is an alien, there’s just no possible way for Ryan to confirm or deny that. It doesn’t seem likely anyway, given the apparent connection to Lake Michigan.</p>
<p>A cryptid, then. (Please let him be a cryptid, and not—)</p>
<p>So in between the tedious work days of cutting together footage and recording voice overs, in the safety and privacy of his own home just in case he’s being a paranoid idiot and embarrassing himself, Ryan researches Chicago native cryptids.</p>
<p>He finds one (1) claimed sighting of Mothman, and discounts it based on the relative novelty and the lack of corroboration. He wants to focus in on things associated with the Lake or with water in general anyway. In that vein he takes note of a serpent, of which there seems to be one for each Great Lake, and swamp creatures. He dismisses the possibility of Shane being a serpent pretty off hand too, because he doubts that anyone could mistake a person-shaped being for one and he doesn’t find any claims of shapeshifting abilities. He supposes Shane could be a swamp creature, but they’re called the Slobs and despite the fact that Shane would eat a pickle out of a pond as far as Ryan’s noticed he’s otherwise pretty fastidious.</p>
<p>And then there’s just one thing left…</p>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b></p>
<blockquote><p>During a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is… something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.</p></blockquote>
<p>Ryan does not - absolutely refuses to - think about the Lake Thing until after the season is all shot and they’re back home in L.A. After unpacking it’s just weeks of editing ahead.</p>
<p>Plenty of time to panic.</p>
<p>But if Ryan had panicked every time he’d had cause and a moment, he wouldn’t be where he is today. He’s been an overthinker his whole life, even before he was a believer. He can handle most things, if not with grace then at least with method, this included.</p>
<p>He’ll treat it like an investigation. Remove himself emotionally. Do research, formulate theories.</p>
<p>But what to research, exactly? There’s no way Shane could be a ghost - or at least, not if anything Ryan has ever read about them is true. (And hopefully at least something Ryan has read is true, or he’s really in deep shit here.) And as for if Shane is an alien, there’s just no possible way for Ryan to confirm or deny that. It doesn’t seem likely anyway, given the apparent connection to Lake Michigan.</p>
<p>A cryptid, then. (Please let him be a cryptid, and not—)</p>
<p>So in between the tedious work days of cutting together footage and recording voice overs, in the safety and privacy of his own home just in case he’s being a paranoid idiot and embarrassing himself, Ryan researches Chicago native cryptids.</p>
<p>He finds one (1) claimed sighting of Mothman, and discounts it based on the relative novelty and the lack of corroboration. He wants to focus in on things associated with the Lake or with water in general anyway. In that vein he takes note of a serpent, of which there seems to be one for each Great Lake, and swamp creatures. He dismisses the possibility of Shane being a serpent pretty off hand too, because he doubts that anyone could mistake a person-shaped being for one and he doesn’t find any claims of shapeshifting abilities. He supposes Shane could be a swamp creature, but they’re called the Slobs and despite the fact that Shane would eat a pickle out of a pond as far as Ryan’s noticed he’s otherwise pretty fastidious.</p>
<p>And then there’s just one thing left…</p>
</blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>As a prank on Crowley for napping too long, Aziraphale invites American paranormal investigation show Buzzfeed Unsolved: Supernatural into the bookshop.</p></blockquote>
<p>The proprietor of A. Z. Fell &amp; Co. Book Sellers is unexpectedly intimidating. He’d seemed like a nice old man, a little spacey, over the phone. Ryan had imagined… well, probably someone who looks just like Mr. Fell, but… The man just has a weird presence. He seems somehow powerful, bigger than himself. Standing next to him feels the same way Ryan would guess it feels to stand next to a Nobel Peace Prize winner and know that you can never be as good as them and that they know it too. It’s in the way he carries himself, Ryan supposes. Like absolutely nothing can touch him, or would even dare to try. Ryan certainly wouldn’t, that’s for sure. He wonders, briefly, why Mr. Fell would even feel the need to call them. But he puts it out of his mind, forcibly orienting himself to the job, regardless of how unaccountably nervous he is.</p>
<p>“Please do sit down,” Mr. Fell says. His voice is just as kind and friendly as it was over the phone, and Ryan does his best to let it relax him. “Would you boys like some tea? Biscuits?”</p>
<p>“Um, no thank you,” Ryan refuses, thinking for one hysterical second about fairies and how you should never take food from them - not that he believes in fairies, obviously, but most legends are based on some truth somewhere.</p>
<p>“I’ll take some!” Shane accepts easily. He’s all but lounging, just shy of rudeness, in one of Mr. Fell’s plush little armchairs in the window of the bookshop.</p>
<p>“Oh!” says Mr. Fell, and he seems absolutely thrilled about it. “Lovely! I’ll just nip to the back and bring some up, shall I? Make yourselves comfortable, won’t be but a moment.”</p>
<p>“You truly have no soul,” Ryan hisses at Shane as soon as Mr. Fell is out of earshot. Shane gives him a half-startled, half-amused double blink. “You seriously don’t feel that?” Shane blinks again, and then his eyebrows jump and he grins.</p>
<p>“Don’t tell me you’re gettin’ the vibes off of Mister Vintage Dandy,” he teases. Ryan glares, and Shane huffs a quiet laugh, at least being careful not to alert Mr. Fell that they’re gossiping about him. “C'mon, Ry, he’s like someone’s sweet old grandpa. Betcha five bucks he’s gonna offer us caramel candy next.”</p>
<p>“Who even says ‘dandy’? It’s twenty-twenty, Shane,” Ryan mutters, but he can’t respond any further than that because he can feel Mr. Fell approaching them again from behind what seems like endless dark shelves. Mr. Fell sets down a plate piled high with cookies and pastries and settles himself with a little wiggle into the third armchair, his thighs pressing out the perfect crease in the legs of his beige pants. Ryan drags his eyes away from Mr. Fell’s lap, wondering uncomfortably why he noticed that. Shane catches his eye with a subtle gesture and when Ryan glances over at him Shane smugly holds up what is undeniably a caramel flavored salt water taffy. Shane unwraps the candy and pops it into his mouth, leaning back in his chair like he’s won something. He hasn’t won shit.</p>
<p>“So, Mr. Fell,” Ryan starts.</p>
<p>“Yes, my dear boy?” Mr. Fell says, and Ryan stutters to a halt with red cheeks. He squirms a little, clears his throat.</p>
<p>“Uh,” he tries again. “So, you requested that we come investigate your bookshop. Would you please restate for the cameras why you did that?”</p>
<p>“Oh, of course, yes!” Mr. Fell sets down his tea. He sits up straight with his hands flat on his knees. “I believe that my bookshop is infested with a demon.”</p>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Loki only knows what he doesn’t want when it is forced on him.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>Loki looks out at the city - the name of the place irrelevant - and the destruction slakes a thirst in him that has done nothing but grow in the last two years. He feels the urge to join the Chitauri in their violence, craves the feeling of brick and bone crumbling in his own hands, but the desire dies quickly under the cool knowledge that he must guard the portal. Surely, soothes the blessed, beautiful clarity in the back of his mind, which Thanos and the Other so graciously gifted to Loki through the Mind Stone, victory will be more satisfying than personal involvement. Of course. Loki has said as such to Thor himself, countless times. Thor, the wretched thoughtless arrogant-</p>
<p>“Loki!” Ah, speak of a foul loathsome thing and it shall appear. “Turn off the Tesseract or I will destroy it!”</p>
<p>Loki’s rage and hatred is familiar, and stoked eagerly by the extra presence in his mind. Yes, Thanos and the Other support Loki in this. Thor is a blight and he deserves death. Loki turns towards Thor, a step below Loki just off Stark’s ostentatious landing pad, letting his lip curl up off of his teeth to imitate the furious wild thing howling and clawing inside him.</p>
<p>“You can’t,” he taunts. “There is no stopping it! There is only… The War.” The phrase feels strange in his mouth, but the way Thor glares is delicious. Here, now, Loki’s clearer thoughts encourage, now you can get your hands in, like you wanted. Yes, that’s right. That is exactly what Loki wants. He wants to kill Thor. He has always wanted to kill Thor. He tried before and was thwarted, but Thor does not have Odin’s protection now. Now, Loki can kill him. He can do it himself and see it truly done. With an eager, wrathful scream, Loki leaps down from the landing pad and swings the scepter at Thor’s head with all of his might.</p>
<p>Thor will die.</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Crowley has a kink. The kink is Aziraphale.</p><p><small>This fic contains a masochist discovering his kink during the course of exploring his demisexuality without understanding it yet. That could be triggering, and is the main reason I chose the ambiguous warning tag. Other reasons include but may not be limited to the same character and his partner neglecting to negotiate a scene until it has already begun, which is unsafe to do irl. Proceed at your own discretion.</small></p><blockquote><p>It’s Aziraphale’s fault. It’s Aziraphale’s fault, and Crowley will defend that hill until such time as he ceases completely to exist. If Aziraphale ever tries to say that it was Crowley who tempted or corrupted him, in this specific particular case Crowley has a defense prepared.</p><p>It all happens because the books are dusty. That’s just how they are, always, even the ones that get regularly handled. Aziraphale likes them that way, not just because it tends to put off customers, but also because he likes to pull one out and blow the dust off of it in a dramatic little cloud. He does this with every single book, every single time, and he bounces on his toes with a besotted little grin at the simple joy it gives him. It’s adorable, and deeply irritating.</p><p>Crowley can’t help but turn to look and watch every time Aziraphale goes through this ridiculous little ritual. It’s like watching a bunny flop over to show its belly, or like a train wreck.2 Crowley is following Aziraphale around, getting in the angel’s way when he can like a needy pet cat. Aziraphale pays him no particular mind except to occasionally glance up at him and give him a look that if it is attempting to be stern is failing. He’s looking around for something in particular; he’d said something about something or other before they’d left the back room but Crowley was only half listening and he can hardly be expected to remember anything when he has thus far endured already two dust cloud shuffles. It’s taking quite a while to find whatever book, in part because Aziraphale doesn’t remember the title or the author, and in part because the shop is poorly organized. Aziraphale likes it that way, not just because it tends to put off customers, but also because he likes to rediscover his own books like they’re new to him and making sure he doesn’t know where any of them are is the best way to get that feeling.</p><p>“Maybe this one,” Aziraphale mutters lowly to himself, squinting at a spine. Crowley leans in a little closer to look at the little wrinkle Aziraphale gets in between his eyebrows when he concentrates hard on something, trying to be subtle when subtlety is really not his strong suit and he knows it. As he moves he runs his fingers along the other books on the shelf, leaving trails in the dust that will be gone by tomorrow (when he’s around Aziraphale sometimes Crowley just gets this inexplicable, insatiable need to touch things). Aziraphale pulls out the book and turns from the shelf, coincidentally in Crowley’s direction, and blows up the dust nearly right into Crowley’s face. Either he doesn’t notice or does a truly bang up job at pretending not to, because he only does his little dance and opens the book with the quiet creak of old binding. Crowley blows some dust out of his lashes with a glare at Aziraphale’s creased forehead, but he’s too- he’s too bewitched by that blessed two-step nonsense that he can’t muster up enough peevishness to mention it. And then he sneezes.</p><p>“G'bless you,” Aziraphale says absently, reflexively. All the dust puffs off of Crowley’s face and it sparkles in the shitty lighting of the shop as if it were something grander, but more importantly an arc of electricity races down Crowley’s back from the base of his skull down to his tailbone. Crowley takes in a sharp breath through his teeth and shivers violently. It’s not… It’s not all bad. It stings, but it’s warm and tingly too. Never has any feeling befit more perfectly the word <i>zing</i>.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19852921" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Taako misses Magic Day. Angus investigates why.</p><p>This fic contains internalized ableism in the form of a depressed character interpreting their emotional dysfunction as them being a bad person. No other characters believe this.</p><blockquote><p>Angus waits patiently in the training room for Taako. It’s not the first time that Taako has been late to a Magic Day lesson, so Angus is not that worried. In fact, Taako being late is a routine thing. Agnus thinks that maybe it is a test. He knows most little boys like him are not prone to being patient, but he is not like most little boys and he can wait for a very long time if necessary. Either that or maybe Taako just isn’t very good at keeping track of time, or he doesn’t want to give Angus high expectations. Angus - being the World’s Greatest Detective, and now also the Greatest Detective on The Moon - is very observant, and not very easily tricked, and he has noticed after a few months on board the moon base that Taako can sometimes purposefully express himself in a contrary way. Angus hasn’t yet figured out the purpose of that behavior, but he most certainly will (and that is both a threat and a promise, Angus would say, if anyone asked).</p><p>Angus waits for a very long time. He’s good at waiting, but this is a very very long time. Every time that Angus considers going to look for Taako it takes a little bit more effort to convince himself not to, to keep waiting, to be patient and pass the test. Of course Taako is taking longer this time, right? If it is a test it probably has to get harder before you can pass it for good. (But if it’s not a test… But it’s probably a test, probably. Maybe. But maybe not…)</p><p>Angus is very patient and waits for a very long time, and definitively would have passed this test if it had been a test. He has his mind pretty much made up for him that it wasn’t when Carey, Killian, and Magnus come in to the training room. The three of them all share teasing trash talk, including Magnus even thought Angus knows that Magnus has never once beat either Carey or Killian in a sparring match.</p><p>“Hey, Ango!” Magnus calls to Angus when he notices him. Angus waves, a little sullenly. “Hanging around for the show after your magic lessons, huh?” He flexes. Angus holds his chin high and tries to make sure his lip doesn’t wobble so that Magnus doesn’t notice that he’s upset (hopefully). Taako might be embarrassed if everyone knew he forgot. Angus would probably be embarrassed if he was Taako (Angus is embarrassed as Angus too, that he waited around so long for nothing, but he’s the only detective around here so he’s the only one that has to know that).</p><p>“I was going to, Sir,” he lies. “But I think it will be a little boring with you here too.” Magnus’s mouth drops open in genuine surprise before he plays it up and gasps theatrically. Meanwhile, Carey and Killian are both ooh ing and laughing, and even though he’s still upset Angus can’t help a small proud smile.</p><p>“Tch, wizards ,” Magnus mutters disparagingly, but he’s grinning at Angus as he says it, and he seems pretty proud too. Also, Angus is very happy to be called a wizard, even if he didn’t have a lesson today ( yet , and that is also a threat and a promise). “No appreciation for the rest of us.” Angus quietly leaves while Carey and Killian are pointing out to Magnus that ‘wizards’ seem to appreciate the two of them just fine and Magnus protests that he has Rustic Hospitality and everyone with any taste likes him automatically.</p><p>Angus makes his way towards the suite that Tres Horny Boys share. His feelings are hurt and he’s angry too, even as he tries to come up with excuses for Taako in his head. There could be all sorts of reasons that Taako forgot it was Magic Day. He almost certainly didn’t stand Angus up on purpose, so Angus shouldn’t be mad, right?</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19983226" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><blockquote><p><b>Rating:</b> Explicit<br/><b>Warnings:</b> No Archive Warnings Apply<br/><b>Relationships:</b> Hulk/Loki, En Dwi Gast | Grandmaster/Loki, Loki/others<br/><b>Characters:</b> Hulk (Marvel), Loki (Marvel), En Dwi Gast | Grandmaster</p><p><b>Additional Tags:</b> Thor (mentioned), Exhibitionism, Extreme exhibitionism, Performance Sex, sex on stage, Marathon Sex, Group Sex, Multiple Partners, Voyeurism, Polyamory, Barebacking, Enthusiastic Consent, Consensual But Not Safe Or Sane, Consensual Sex, Dom/sub, Intersex Character, Intersex Jotunn (Marvel), Intersex Loki (Marvel), Alien Gender/Sexuality, Rough Sex, Multiple Orgasms, Anal Fingering, Vaginal Fingering, Vaginal Sex, Praise Kink, Name-Calling, Under-negotiated Kink, Aftercare, Obedience, BDSM, 24/7 BDSM elements, Sexual Fantasy, Scared And Horny, Size Difference, Size Kink, Large Cock</p></blockquote><p><i>“What do you think?” Grandmaster purrs wetly into Loki’s ear as Hulk roars gleefully after ‘defeating’ Thor. Grandmaster slips a firm hand up in between Loki’s legs. “You think you could- you could take him, hmm? I think you could take him.”</i></p><p>Combat isn’t the only thing Grandmaster likes to host in his arena, and Loki is his most popular non-gladiatorial contender. What else is there to do but match him up with the other Champion?</p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16470341" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Thor has learned that the past and the present and the future are three strands in a string, woven together.</p><p><small>I used accusations similar to blood libel to demonstrate that the justifications for violence against a specific being were falsified for a political agenda. It’s vague and brief but might be triggering.</small></p><blockquote><p>Thor is making merry after a grand adventure. He is too drunken already to tell the tale anymore. Around him, Thor’s friends are loud and raucous and warm. Volstagg has his shirt torn from his shoulders and falling about his waist, still tucked into his pants, arm wrestling a maiden who seems taken with him with one hand and feeding himself roast boar with the other. Fandral’s back, still tacky through his shirt with blood (someone else’s) and sweat (his own), is pressed against Thor’s side, his laughter bright in Thor’s ear, each of his arms wrapped round the shoulders of a breathtaking woman. Sif is drinking men under the table, them lining up orderly before her for the privilege. Loki has taken up the mantle of recounting their victory, standing on top of the table with softly glowing fingers as illusions dance around him. His rhymes are steadily declining in quality as he continues to drink as well, though even still his voice never breaks and he never stutters.</p><p>There is something not quite right, but Thor cannot place it.</p><p>The hot sun beats down through a clear blue sky. The earth underneath Thor’s boots is hard-packed and flat. He’s braced on the balls of his feet with a sword in each hand, a layer of sweat building underneath his leather and plate armor. Steve is on his left, Loki on his right, and ahead of them, charging, is a seemingly unending herd of beasts. The beasts are like hairless, blind dogs with thick mottled grey skin.</p><p>The blood of the dog-beasts smells foul in the heat of the day, twice as much so underscored with the bright ozone scent of Thor’s lightning. They are loud as they attack, and loud as they die, and loud as they continue and continue and continue to charge. Thor is slick with gore. Some has gotten into his mouth, tasting of rot. He has lost track of Loki on the battlefield. He wonders if he will ever see his brother again.</p><p>The snowy air at the topmost open arched stone window of the All-Mother’s favorite palace tower stings pleasantly in Thor’s lungs as he looks out from it across the glittering landscape below. He feels strange, as if he hasn’t yet earned the right to stand here, despite that he was born in this palace. Some of the roofs below are gilded in gold. Thor thinks they are beautiful and familiar and majestic, and also hideous and sickening and garish. He feels powerful, righteous. He feels betrayed, guilty. Huginn sits at his left hand. Muninn is absent. Thor can’t remember ever being able to tell the difference between them without being told before. His mother stands at his right shoulder, leaning comfortably in the window on her elbow, smiling gently, patiently. She was always so patient with him.</p><p>“I’m afraid it won’t ever get less confusing,” she tells him. Her mouth is twisted in a wry humor that she has only ever allowed Thor to see once or twice before, but her eyes are clear and lit with a soft happiness. “It’s an art.”</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Loki only knows what he doesn’t want when it is forced on him.</p><blockquote><p>Loki looks out at the city - the name of the place irrelevant - and the destruction slakes a thirst in him that has done nothing but grow in the last two years. He feels the urge to join the Chitauri in their violence, craves the feeling of brick and bone crumbling in his own hands, but the desire dies quickly under the cool knowledge that he must guard the portal. Surely, soothes the blessed, beautiful clarity in the back of his mind, which Thanos and the Other so graciously gifted to Loki through the Mind Stone, victory will be more satisfying than personal involvement. Of course. Loki has said as such to Thor himself, countless times. Thor, the wretched thoughtless arrogant-</p><p>“Loki!” Ah, speak of a foul loathsome thing and it shall appear. “Turn off the Tesseract or I will destroy it!”</p><p>Loki’s rage and hatred is familiar, and stoked eagerly by the extra presence in his mind. Yes, Thanos and the Other support Loki in this. Thor is a blight and he deserves death. Loki turns towards Thor, a step below Loki just off Stark’s ostentatious landing pad, letting his lip curl up off of his teeth to imitate the furious wild thing howling and clawing inside him.</p><p>“You can’t,” he taunts. “There is no stopping it! There is only… The War.” The phrase feels strange in his mouth, but the way Thor glares is delicious. Here, now, Loki’s clearer thoughts encourage, now you can get your hands in, like you wanted. Yes, that’s right. That is exactly what Loki wants. He wants to kill Thor. He has always wanted to kill Thor. He tried before and was thwarted, but Thor does not have Odin’s protection now. Now, Loki can kill him. He can do it himself and see it truly done. With an eager, wrathful scream, Loki leaps down from the landing pad and swings the scepter at Thor’s head with all of his might.</p><p>Thor will die.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Of course you can be happy without being with your soulmate, and Ryan doesn’t judge different kinds of relationships, he just thinks that your soulmate is like the pinnacle of what you can achieve, romantically.</p><p>“You sound like a Nicholas Sparks movie,” Shane tells him, because Shane doesn’t believe in soulmates.</p><p><small>inspired by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mtG__5dw9g8mH0ybLGI6UfA" target="_blank">@kaya4114</a>‘s <a href="https://kaya4114.tumblr.com/post/185371136445/soulmate-au" target="_blank">text post</a></small></p><blockquote><p>Obviously it doesn’t last.</p><p>Sure, for weeks Ryan is there when Sara and Shane try out new face masks or when they go to the botanical gardens or when the art museum has a visiting exhibit on ancient Chinese erotic poetry or when they play hooky to go to Disneyland. For weeks Ryan makes them watch movie musicals and brings them to a dozen vastly different food trucks they’ve never been to before and takes what feels like hundreds of pictures of them on his phone.</p><p>And then, after those weeks, Ryan has a little business trip. It’s one of the increasingly rare businessy things that Shane isn’t involved in. There’s a loose NDA and everything. Ryan heads out of town on Thursday, grumbling and griping without heat about his imminent work weekend. Everything seems normal.</p><p>At five in the morning Saturday, Ryan calls Shane. Shane is pulled out of sleep by the buzz of his phone on the bedside table. He glares blearily at it but grabs it to check the caller, and when he sees that it’s Ryan he answers. He answers with a short grunt and nothing else, but it is five in the morning on a Saturday after all so Shane doesn’t care if Ryan was expecting more decorum.</p><p>“Uh,” says Ryan over the line. His voice swings up in pitch sharply. “Nevermind.” And then he hangs up. Shane is a little pissed off about being woken up for apparently no reason, but the call was short enough that it’s a simple matter for him to go right back to sleep. He wakes up thinking it was a weirdly mundane dream until he sees the call log on his phone. But it doesn’t really seem that significant. Ryan does weird stuff all the time. Shane has all but forgotten about it by the time lunch rolls around that day.</p><p>So when Shane picks Ryan up from the airport late Sunday night and Ryan clumsily lets Shane know he wants to go to his own house without saying those words, Shane doesn’t think to connect it to that weird seconds-long phone call. He just figures Ryan is tired, maybe homesick for his own space. No big deal, and he needn’t have been worried about- about hurting Shane’s and Sara’s feelings or whatever it is that made him too nervous to just say ‘hey, take me to my place, please’. Shane takes Ryan to Ryan’s place, and he doesn’t worry about it.</p><p>That is until Monday and Tuesday and Wednesday and Thursday and Friday all pass without Ryan coming over to theirs. Shane feels Ryan watching him at work all week, staring for long minutes at the side of his face across the short distance between them, but every time he looks over Ryan makes like he’s completely absorbed in his work.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>As a prank on Crowley for napping too long, Aziraphale invites American paranormal investigation show Buzzfeed Unsolved: Supernatural into the bookshop.</p></blockquote><p>The proprietor of A. Z. Fell &amp; Co. Book Sellers is unexpectedly intimidating. He’d seemed like a nice old man, a little spacey, over the phone. Ryan had imagined… well, probably someone who looks just like Mr. Fell, but… The man just has a weird presence. He seems somehow powerful, bigger than himself. Standing next to him feels the same way Ryan would guess it feels to stand next to a Nobel Peace Prize winner and know that you can never be as good as them and that they know it too. It’s in the way he carries himself, Ryan supposes. Like absolutely nothing can touch him, or would even dare to try. Ryan certainly wouldn’t, that’s for sure. He wonders, briefly, why Mr. Fell would even feel the need to call them. But he puts it out of his mind, forcibly orienting himself to the job, regardless of how unaccountably nervous he is.</p><p>“Please do sit down,” Mr. Fell says. His voice is just as kind and friendly as it was over the phone, and Ryan does his best to let it relax him. “Would you boys like some tea? Biscuits?”</p><p>“Um, no thank you,” Ryan refuses, thinking for one hysterical second about fairies and how you should never take food from them - not that he believes in fairies, obviously, but most legends are based on some truth somewhere.</p><p>“I’ll take some!” Shane accepts easily. He’s all but lounging, just shy of rudeness, in one of Mr. Fell’s plush little armchairs in the window of the bookshop.</p><p>“Oh!” says Mr. Fell, and he seems absolutely thrilled about it. “Lovely! I’ll just nip to the back and bring some up, shall I? Make yourselves comfortable, won’t be but a moment.”</p><p>“You truly have no soul,” Ryan hisses at Shane as soon as Mr. Fell is out of earshot. Shane gives him a half-startled, half-amused double blink. “You seriously don’t feel that?” Shane blinks again, and then his eyebrows jump and he grins.</p><p>“Don’t tell me you’re gettin’ the vibes off of Mister Vintage Dandy,” he teases. Ryan glares, and Shane huffs a quiet laugh, at least being careful not to alert Mr. Fell that they’re gossiping about him. “C'mon, Ry, he’s like someone’s sweet old grandpa. Betcha five bucks he’s gonna offer us caramel candy next.”</p><p>“Who even says ‘dandy’? It’s twenty-twenty, Shane,” Ryan mutters, but he can’t respond any further than that because he can feel Mr. Fell approaching them again from behind what seems like endless dark shelves. Mr. Fell sets down a plate piled high with cookies and pastries and settles himself with a little wiggle into the third armchair, his thighs pressing out the perfect crease in the legs of his beige pants. Ryan drags his eyes away from Mr. Fell’s lap, wondering uncomfortably why he noticed that. Shane catches his eye with a subtle gesture and when Ryan glances over at him Shane smugly holds up what is undeniably a caramel flavored salt water taffy. Shane unwraps the candy and pops it into his mouth, leaning back in his chair like he’s won something. He hasn’t won shit.</p><p>“So, Mr. Fell,” Ryan starts.</p><p>“Yes, my dear boy?” Mr. Fell says, and Ryan stutters to a halt with red cheeks. He squirms a little, clears his throat.</p><p>“Uh,” he tries again. “So, you requested that we come investigate your bookshop. Would you please restate for the cameras why you did that?”</p><p>“Oh, of course, yes!” Mr. Fell sets down his tea. He sits up straight with his hands flat on his knees. “I believe that my bookshop is infested with a demon.”</p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b></p><blockquote><p>During a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is… something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.</p></blockquote><p>Ryan does not - absolutely refuses to - think about the Lake Thing until after the season is all shot and they’re back home in L.A. After unpacking it’s just weeks of editing ahead.</p><p>Plenty of time to panic.</p><p>But if Ryan had panicked every time he’d had cause and a moment, he wouldn’t be where he is today. He’s been an overthinker his whole life, even before he was a believer. He can handle most things, if not with grace then at least with method, this included.</p><p>He’ll treat it like an investigation. Remove himself emotionally. Do research, formulate theories.</p><p>But what to research, exactly? There’s no way Shane could be a ghost - or at least, not if anything Ryan has ever read about them is true. (And hopefully at least something Ryan has read is true, or he’s really in deep shit here.) And as for if Shane is an alien, there’s just no possible way for Ryan to confirm or deny that. It doesn’t seem likely anyway, given the apparent connection to Lake Michigan.</p><p>A cryptid, then. (Please let him be a cryptid, and not—)</p><p>So in between the tedious work days of cutting together footage and recording voice overs, in the safety and privacy of his own home just in case he’s being a paranoid idiot and embarrassing himself, Ryan researches Chicago native cryptids.</p><p>He finds one (1) claimed sighting of Mothman, and discounts it based on the relative novelty and the lack of corroboration. He wants to focus in on things associated with the Lake or with water in general anyway. In that vein he takes note of a serpent, of which there seems to be one for each Great Lake, and swamp creatures. He dismisses the possibility of Shane being a serpent pretty off hand too, because he doubts that anyone could mistake a person-shaped being for one and he doesn’t find any claims of shapeshifting abilities. He supposes Shane could be a swamp creature, but they’re called the Slobs and despite the fact that Shane would eat a pickle out of a pond as far as Ryan’s noticed he’s otherwise pretty fastidious.</p><p>And then there’s just one thing left…</p></blockquote>
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<blockquote>
<p><b>Summary:</b></p>
<blockquote><p>During a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is… something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.</p></blockquote>
<p>Ryan does not - absolutely refuses to - think about the Lake Thing until after the season is all shot and they’re back home in L.A. After unpacking it’s just weeks of editing ahead.</p>
<p>Plenty of time to panic.</p>
<p>But if Ryan had panicked every time he’d had cause and a moment, he wouldn’t be where he is today. He’s been an overthinker his whole life, even before he was a believer. He can handle most things, if not with grace then at least with method, this included.</p>
<p>He’ll treat it like an investigation. Remove himself emotionally. Do research, formulate theories.</p>
<p>But what to research, exactly? There’s no way Shane could be a ghost - or at least, not if anything Ryan has ever read about them is true. (And hopefully at least something Ryan has read is true, or he’s really in deep shit here.) And as for if Shane is an alien, there’s just no possible way for Ryan to confirm or deny that. It doesn’t seem likely anyway, given the apparent connection to Lake Michigan.</p>
<p>A cryptid, then. (Please let him be a cryptid, and not—)</p>
<p>So in between the tedious work days of cutting together footage and recording voice overs, in the safety and privacy of his own home just in case he’s being a paranoid idiot and embarrassing himself, Ryan researches Chicago native cryptids.</p>
<p>He finds one (1) claimed sighting of Mothman, and discounts it based on the relative novelty and the lack of corroboration. He wants to focus in on things associated with the Lake or with water in general anyway. In that vein he takes note of a serpent, of which there seems to be one for each Great Lake, and swamp creatures. He dismisses the possibility of Shane being a serpent pretty off hand too, because he doubts that anyone could mistake a person-shaped being for one and he doesn’t find any claims of shapeshifting abilities. He supposes Shane could be a swamp creature, but they’re called the Slobs and despite the fact that Shane would eat a pickle out of a pond as far as Ryan’s noticed he’s otherwise pretty fastidious.</p>
<p>And then there’s just one thing left…</p>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Thor is so free. His touch can be soft, and his outlook, and his belly.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>Thor retires from the Avengers to be King. Once Asgard is so graciously allowed citizenship of Earth, and then so generously given land upon which to exist (land which comes with a purposefully unpayable debt), the job gradually becomes easier. And given Thor’s openness to collaboration and the plentifulness of his support, the burden of the work is lesser for him than it might have been for a different king.</p>
<p>Thor has time. He has time to spend with his people, in their fields and in their labs and in their classrooms. There still aren’t many (although their numbers have finally begun to grow) but they fill their new lands in spirit if not yet in population per acre. They reside now on land that once was a part of Norway, which claimed to be glad to have them take it (the debt seems to say otherwise, but Earth’s values are as they are and Thor chose to being them here; besides, given Old Asgard’s ways he has little room to judge). The grown-ups love to feed him and the children love to tell him their jokes. Thor loves to eat and Thor loves to laugh.</p>
<p>Thor has time to visit with King T'challa. Sometimes Thor goes to Wakanda and sometimes T'challa comes to Asgard. Sometimes they bring an entourage of their advisors (friends), and sometimes they are alone. Always they learn, and always they eat.</p>
<p>Thor has time to visit with Tony Stark as well, and they get along much better now that they are strictly friends and no longer teammates. Tony talks and talks and shares as much of his culture with Thor as he can possibly squeeze into each “hang sesh”. Slowly, as the rest of the old team - and the new - knit back together, Tony becomes less frenetic. He steadies, mellows, and highly recommends his therapist.</p>
<p>Thor has time to cautiously woo the Valkyrie. She finally tells him her given name over a gigantic plate of nachos they are sharing at a sticky and poorly lit bar. She tells him to use it carefully, and he does. The two of them learn the taste of every kind of alcohol this world has to offer. Thor takes her to his first Earth bar - the one in New Mexico - and she drinks seven boilermakers, calls him a bitch, and kisses him. He’s already in love with her.</p>
<p>Even with this great wealth of time, still Thor and Loki tend to spend their days on each other. It has always been this way and it seems that it always will. Of course, there are differences.</p>
</blockquote>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/18787375" target="_blank">Read More</a></p>
<p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Leave Me a Tip</a></p>
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<blockquote>
<p><b>Rating:</b> Explicit<br/><b>Warnings:</b> No Archive Warnings Apply<br/><b>Relationships:</b> Hulk/Loki, En Dwi Gast | Grandmaster/Loki, Loki/others<br/><b>Characters:</b> Hulk (Marvel), Loki (Marvel), En Dwi Gast | Grandmaster</p>
<p><b>Additional Tags:</b> Thor (mentioned), Exhibitionism, Extreme exhibitionism, Performance Sex, sex on stage, Marathon Sex, Group Sex, Multiple Partners, Voyeurism, Polyamory, Barebacking, Enthusiastic Consent, Consensual But Not Safe Or Sane, Consensual Sex, Dom/sub, Intersex Character, Intersex Jotunn (Marvel), Intersex Loki (Marvel), Alien Gender/Sexuality, Rough Sex, Multiple Orgasms, Anal Fingering, Vaginal Fingering, Vaginal Sex, Praise Kink, Name-Calling, Under-negotiated Kink, Aftercare, Obedience, BDSM, 24/7 BDSM elements, Sexual Fantasy, Scared And Horny, Size Difference, Size Kink, Large Cock</p>
</blockquote>
<p><i>“What do you think?” Grandmaster purrs wetly into Loki’s ear as Hulk roars gleefully after ‘defeating’ Thor. Grandmaster slips a firm hand up in between Loki’s legs. “You think you could- you could take him, hmm? I think you could take him.”</i></p>
<p>Combat isn’t the only thing Grandmaster likes to host in his arena, and Loki is his most popular non-gladiatorial contender. What else is there to do but match him up with the other Champion?</p>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16470341" target="_blank">Read More</a></p>
<p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b></p>
<blockquote><p>During a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is… something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.</p></blockquote>
<p>Ryan does not - absolutely refuses to - think about the Lake Thing until after the season is all shot and they’re back home in L.A. After unpacking it’s just weeks of editing ahead.</p>
<p>Plenty of time to panic.</p>
<p>But if Ryan had panicked every time he’d had cause and a moment, he wouldn’t be where he is today. He’s been an overthinker his whole life, even before he was a believer. He can handle most things, if not with grace then at least with method, this included.</p>
<p>He’ll treat it like an investigation. Remove himself emotionally. Do research, formulate theories.</p>
<p>But what to research, exactly? There’s no way Shane could be a ghost - or at least, not if anything Ryan has ever read about them is true. (And hopefully at least something Ryan has read is true, or he’s really in deep shit here.) And as for if Shane is an alien, there’s just no possible way for Ryan to confirm or deny that. It doesn’t seem likely anyway, given the apparent connection to Lake Michigan.</p>
<p>A cryptid, then. (Please let him be a cryptid, and not—)</p>
<p>So in between the tedious work days of cutting together footage and recording voice overs, in the safety and privacy of his own home just in case he’s being a paranoid idiot and embarrassing himself, Ryan researches Chicago native cryptids.</p>
<p>He finds one (1) claimed sighting of Mothman, and discounts it based on the relative novelty and the lack of corroboration. He wants to focus in on things associated with the Lake or with water in general anyway. In that vein he takes note of a serpent, of which there seems to be one for each Great Lake, and swamp creatures. He dismisses the possibility of Shane being a serpent pretty off hand too, because he doubts that anyone could mistake a person-shaped being for one and he doesn’t find any claims of shapeshifting abilities. He supposes Shane could be a swamp creature, but they’re called the Slobs and despite the fact that Shane would eat a pickle out of a pond as far as Ryan’s noticed he’s otherwise pretty fastidious.</p>
<p>And then there’s just one thing left…</p>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Crowley has a kink. The kink is Aziraphale.</p>
<p><small>This fic contains a masochist discovering his kink during the course of exploring his demisexuality without understanding it yet. That could be triggering, and is the main reason I chose the ambiguous warning tag. Other reasons include but may not be limited to the same character and his partner neglecting to negotiate a scene until it has already begun, which is unsafe to do irl. Proceed at your own discretion.</small></p>
<blockquote>
<p>It’s Aziraphale’s fault. It’s Aziraphale’s fault, and Crowley will defend that hill until such time as he ceases completely to exist. If Aziraphale ever tries to say that it was Crowley who tempted or corrupted him, in this specific particular case Crowley has a defense prepared.</p>
<p>It all happens because the books are dusty. That’s just how they are, always, even the ones that get regularly handled. Aziraphale likes them that way, not just because it tends to put off customers, but also because he likes to pull one out and blow the dust off of it in a dramatic little cloud. He does this with every single book, every single time, and he bounces on his toes with a besotted little grin at the simple joy it gives him. It’s adorable, and deeply irritating.</p>
<p>Crowley can’t help but turn to look and watch every time Aziraphale goes through this ridiculous little ritual. It’s like watching a bunny flop over to show its belly, or like a train wreck.2 Crowley is following Aziraphale around, getting in the angel’s way when he can like a needy pet cat. Aziraphale pays him no particular mind except to occasionally glance up at him and give him a look that if it is attempting to be stern is failing. He’s looking around for something in particular; he’d said something about something or other before they’d left the back room but Crowley was only half listening and he can hardly be expected to remember anything when he has thus far endured already two dust cloud shuffles. It’s taking quite a while to find whatever book, in part because Aziraphale doesn’t remember the title or the author, and in part because the shop is poorly organized. Aziraphale likes it that way, not just because it tends to put off customers, but also because he likes to rediscover his own books like they’re new to him and making sure he doesn’t know where any of them are is the best way to get that feeling.</p>
<p>“Maybe this one,” Aziraphale mutters lowly to himself, squinting at a spine. Crowley leans in a little closer to look at the little wrinkle Aziraphale gets in between his eyebrows when he concentrates hard on something, trying to be subtle when subtlety is really not his strong suit and he knows it. As he moves he runs his fingers along the other books on the shelf, leaving trails in the dust that will be gone by tomorrow (when he’s around Aziraphale sometimes Crowley just gets this inexplicable, insatiable need to touch things). Aziraphale pulls out the book and turns from the shelf, coincidentally in Crowley’s direction, and blows up the dust nearly right into Crowley’s face. Either he doesn’t notice or does a truly bang up job at pretending not to, because he only does his little dance and opens the book with the quiet creak of old binding. Crowley blows some dust out of his lashes with a glare at Aziraphale’s creased forehead, but he’s too- he’s too bewitched by that blessed two-step nonsense that he can’t muster up enough peevishness to mention it. And then he sneezes.</p>
<p>“G'bless you,” Aziraphale says absently, reflexively. All the dust puffs off of Crowley’s face and it sparkles in the shitty lighting of the shop as if it were something grander, but more importantly an arc of electricity races down Crowley’s back from the base of his skull down to his tailbone. Crowley takes in a sharp breath through his teeth and shivers violently. It’s not… It’s not all bad. It stings, but it’s warm and tingly too. Never has any feeling befit more perfectly the word <i>zing</i>.</p>
</blockquote>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19852921" target="_blank">Read More</a></p>
<p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p>
</blockquote>
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<blockquote>
<p>“Hey,” Shane says, standing near the couch. “Look what I found.” Shane uncurls his fingers to show Ryan the feathers on his palm.</p>
<p>Ryan looks up from his phone and for one spectacular moment, his eyes widen like a comic book character. His expression shutters just as swiftly.</p>
<p>“Those’re neat,” Ryan says, going back to his phone screen. “Where’d you find ‘em?”</p>
<p>“In the office,” Shane says. “I found one in the kitchen yesterday. Thought they were from one of Obi’s toys, but I really don’t think so.”</p>
<p>“Mm,” Ryan says, not looking up from his lap.</p>
</blockquote>
<p>

Ryan’s got a secret. Perhaps bunking in with Shane while the world locks down around them is not the best situation for continuing to keep that secret.

<br/></p>
<p>—</p>
<p>Almost exactly one month ago, <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mJJRp0W0yvG5zN0yd2gMLOQ" target="_blank">@uneventfulhouses</a> DM’d me with ‘I need more wings in fics’. Then the world went insane and here we are with eighteen thousand words about that.</p>
<p>Thanks to the book club server for cheering us on and sponsoring &lsquo;finish a WIP Monday’. Thanks also to <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mFZEwcVMMZxV8f0VSABgiBA" target="_blank">@justcourbeau</a>, <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mxBuckhsCmygZsRgSj5pAAg" target="_blank">@emberglows</a> and <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mBU-vrvyvv7FZ0JKic63gdg" target="_blank">@arostinebfu</a> for the beta help. </p>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Crowley has a kink. The kink is Aziraphale.</p>
<p><small>This fic contains a masochist discovering his kink during the course of exploring his demisexuality without understanding it yet. That could be triggering, and is the main reason I chose the ambiguous warning tag. Other reasons include but may not be limited to the same character and his partner neglecting to negotiate a scene until it has already begun, which is unsafe to do irl. Proceed at your own discretion.</small></p>
<blockquote>
<p>It’s Aziraphale’s fault. It’s Aziraphale’s fault, and Crowley will defend that hill until such time as he ceases completely to exist. If Aziraphale ever tries to say that it was Crowley who tempted or corrupted him, in this specific particular case Crowley has a defense prepared.</p>
<p>It all happens because the books are dusty. That’s just how they are, always, even the ones that get regularly handled. Aziraphale likes them that way, not just because it tends to put off customers, but also because he likes to pull one out and blow the dust off of it in a dramatic little cloud. He does this with every single book, every single time, and he bounces on his toes with a besotted little grin at the simple joy it gives him. It’s adorable, and deeply irritating.</p>
<p>Crowley can’t help but turn to look and watch every time Aziraphale goes through this ridiculous little ritual. It’s like watching a bunny flop over to show its belly, or like a train wreck.2 Crowley is following Aziraphale around, getting in the angel’s way when he can like a needy pet cat. Aziraphale pays him no particular mind except to occasionally glance up at him and give him a look that if it is attempting to be stern is failing. He’s looking around for something in particular; he’d said something about something or other before they’d left the back room but Crowley was only half listening and he can hardly be expected to remember anything when he has thus far endured already two dust cloud shuffles. It’s taking quite a while to find whatever book, in part because Aziraphale doesn’t remember the title or the author, and in part because the shop is poorly organized. Aziraphale likes it that way, not just because it tends to put off customers, but also because he likes to rediscover his own books like they’re new to him and making sure he doesn’t know where any of them are is the best way to get that feeling.</p>
<p>“Maybe this one,” Aziraphale mutters lowly to himself, squinting at a spine. Crowley leans in a little closer to look at the little wrinkle Aziraphale gets in between his eyebrows when he concentrates hard on something, trying to be subtle when subtlety is really not his strong suit and he knows it. As he moves he runs his fingers along the other books on the shelf, leaving trails in the dust that will be gone by tomorrow (when he’s around Aziraphale sometimes Crowley just gets this inexplicable, insatiable need to touch things). Aziraphale pulls out the book and turns from the shelf, coincidentally in Crowley’s direction, and blows up the dust nearly right into Crowley’s face. Either he doesn’t notice or does a truly bang up job at pretending not to, because he only does his little dance and opens the book with the quiet creak of old binding. Crowley blows some dust out of his lashes with a glare at Aziraphale’s creased forehead, but he’s too- he’s too bewitched by that blessed two-step nonsense that he can’t muster up enough peevishness to mention it. And then he sneezes.</p>
<p>“G'bless you,” Aziraphale says absently, reflexively. All the dust puffs off of Crowley’s face and it sparkles in the shitty lighting of the shop as if it were something grander, but more importantly an arc of electricity races down Crowley’s back from the base of his skull down to his tailbone. Crowley takes in a sharp breath through his teeth and shivers violently. It’s not… It’s not all bad. It stings, but it’s warm and tingly too. Never has any feeling befit more perfectly the word <i>zing</i>.</p>
</blockquote>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19852921" target="_blank">Read More</a></p>
<p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p>
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<p><b>Summary:</b></p>
<blockquote><p>During a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is… something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.</p></blockquote>
<p>Ryan does not - absolutely refuses to - think about the Lake Thing until after the season is all shot and they’re back home in L.A. After unpacking it’s just weeks of editing ahead.</p>
<p>Plenty of time to panic.</p>
<p>But if Ryan had panicked every time he’d had cause and a moment, he wouldn’t be where he is today. He’s been an overthinker his whole life, even before he was a believer. He can handle most things, if not with grace then at least with method, this included.</p>
<p>He’ll treat it like an investigation. Remove himself emotionally. Do research, formulate theories.</p>
<p>But what to research, exactly? There’s no way Shane could be a ghost - or at least, not if anything Ryan has ever read about them is true. (And hopefully at least something Ryan has read is true, or he’s really in deep shit here.) And as for if Shane is an alien, there’s just no possible way for Ryan to confirm or deny that. It doesn’t seem likely anyway, given the apparent connection to Lake Michigan.</p>
<p>A cryptid, then. (Please let him be a cryptid, and not—)</p>
<p>So in between the tedious work days of cutting together footage and recording voice overs, in the safety and privacy of his own home just in case he’s being a paranoid idiot and embarrassing himself, Ryan researches Chicago native cryptids.</p>
<p>He finds one (1) claimed sighting of Mothman, and discounts it based on the relative novelty and the lack of corroboration. He wants to focus in on things associated with the Lake or with water in general anyway. In that vein he takes note of a serpent, of which there seems to be one for each Great Lake, and swamp creatures. He dismisses the possibility of Shane being a serpent pretty off hand too, because he doubts that anyone could mistake a person-shaped being for one and he doesn’t find any claims of shapeshifting abilities. He supposes Shane could be a swamp creature, but they’re called the Slobs and despite the fact that Shane would eat a pickle out of a pond as far as Ryan’s noticed he’s otherwise pretty fastidious.</p>
<p>And then there’s just one thing left…</p>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b></p>
<blockquote><p>During a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is… something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.</p></blockquote>
<p>Ryan does not - absolutely refuses to - think about the Lake Thing until after the season is all shot and they’re back home in L.A. After unpacking it’s just weeks of editing ahead.</p>
<p>Plenty of time to panic.</p>
<p>But if Ryan had panicked every time he’d had cause and a moment, he wouldn’t be where he is today. He’s been an overthinker his whole life, even before he was a believer. He can handle most things, if not with grace then at least with method, this included.</p>
<p>He’ll treat it like an investigation. Remove himself emotionally. Do research, formulate theories.</p>
<p>But what to research, exactly? There’s no way Shane could be a ghost - or at least, not if anything Ryan has ever read about them is true. (And hopefully at least something Ryan has read is true, or he’s really in deep shit here.) And as for if Shane is an alien, there’s just no possible way for Ryan to confirm or deny that. It doesn’t seem likely anyway, given the apparent connection to Lake Michigan.</p>
<p>A cryptid, then. (Please let him be a cryptid, and not—)</p>
<p>So in between the tedious work days of cutting together footage and recording voice overs, in the safety and privacy of his own home just in case he’s being a paranoid idiot and embarrassing himself, Ryan researches Chicago native cryptids.</p>
<p>He finds one (1) claimed sighting of Mothman, and discounts it based on the relative novelty and the lack of corroboration. He wants to focus in on things associated with the Lake or with water in general anyway. In that vein he takes note of a serpent, of which there seems to be one for each Great Lake, and swamp creatures. He dismisses the possibility of Shane being a serpent pretty off hand too, because he doubts that anyone could mistake a person-shaped being for one and he doesn’t find any claims of shapeshifting abilities. He supposes Shane could be a swamp creature, but they’re called the Slobs and despite the fact that Shane would eat a pickle out of a pond as far as Ryan’s noticed he’s otherwise pretty fastidious.</p>
<p>And then there’s just one thing left…</p>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b></p>
<blockquote><p>During a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is… something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.</p></blockquote>
<p>Ryan does not - absolutely refuses to - think about the Lake Thing until after the season is all shot and they’re back home in L.A. After unpacking it’s just weeks of editing ahead.</p>
<p>Plenty of time to panic.</p>
<p>But if Ryan had panicked every time he’d had cause and a moment, he wouldn’t be where he is today. He’s been an overthinker his whole life, even before he was a believer. He can handle most things, if not with grace then at least with method, this included.</p>
<p>He’ll treat it like an investigation. Remove himself emotionally. Do research, formulate theories.</p>
<p>But what to research, exactly? There’s no way Shane could be a ghost - or at least, not if anything Ryan has ever read about them is true. (And hopefully at least something Ryan has read is true, or he’s really in deep shit here.) And as for if Shane is an alien, there’s just no possible way for Ryan to confirm or deny that. It doesn’t seem likely anyway, given the apparent connection to Lake Michigan.</p>
<p>A cryptid, then. (Please let him be a cryptid, and not—)</p>
<p>So in between the tedious work days of cutting together footage and recording voice overs, in the safety and privacy of his own home just in case he’s being a paranoid idiot and embarrassing himself, Ryan researches Chicago native cryptids.</p>
<p>He finds one (1) claimed sighting of Mothman, and discounts it based on the relative novelty and the lack of corroboration. He wants to focus in on things associated with the Lake or with water in general anyway. In that vein he takes note of a serpent, of which there seems to be one for each Great Lake, and swamp creatures. He dismisses the possibility of Shane being a serpent pretty off hand too, because he doubts that anyone could mistake a person-shaped being for one and he doesn’t find any claims of shapeshifting abilities. He supposes Shane could be a swamp creature, but they’re called the Slobs and despite the fact that Shane would eat a pickle out of a pond as far as Ryan’s noticed he’s otherwise pretty fastidious.</p>
<p>And then there’s just one thing left…</p>
</blockquote>
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<blockquote>
<p><b>Summary:</b></p>
<blockquote><p>During a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is… something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.</p></blockquote>
<p>Ryan does not - absolutely refuses to - think about the Lake Thing until after the season is all shot and they’re back home in L.A. After unpacking it’s just weeks of editing ahead.</p>
<p>Plenty of time to panic.</p>
<p>But if Ryan had panicked every time he’d had cause and a moment, he wouldn’t be where he is today. He’s been an overthinker his whole life, even before he was a believer. He can handle most things, if not with grace then at least with method, this included.</p>
<p>He’ll treat it like an investigation. Remove himself emotionally. Do research, formulate theories.</p>
<p>But what to research, exactly? There’s no way Shane could be a ghost - or at least, not if anything Ryan has ever read about them is true. (And hopefully at least something Ryan has read is true, or he’s really in deep shit here.) And as for if Shane is an alien, there’s just no possible way for Ryan to confirm or deny that. It doesn’t seem likely anyway, given the apparent connection to Lake Michigan.</p>
<p>A cryptid, then. (Please let him be a cryptid, and not—)</p>
<p>So in between the tedious work days of cutting together footage and recording voice overs, in the safety and privacy of his own home just in case he’s being a paranoid idiot and embarrassing himself, Ryan researches Chicago native cryptids.</p>
<p>He finds one (1) claimed sighting of Mothman, and discounts it based on the relative novelty and the lack of corroboration. He wants to focus in on things associated with the Lake or with water in general anyway. In that vein he takes note of a serpent, of which there seems to be one for each Great Lake, and swamp creatures. He dismisses the possibility of Shane being a serpent pretty off hand too, because he doubts that anyone could mistake a person-shaped being for one and he doesn’t find any claims of shapeshifting abilities. He supposes Shane could be a swamp creature, but they’re called the Slobs and despite the fact that Shane would eat a pickle out of a pond as far as Ryan’s noticed he’s otherwise pretty fastidious.</p>
<p>And then there’s just one thing left…</p>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b></p>
<blockquote><p>During a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is… something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.</p></blockquote>
<p>Ryan does not - absolutely refuses to - think about the Lake Thing until after the season is all shot and they’re back home in L.A. After unpacking it’s just weeks of editing ahead.</p>
<p>Plenty of time to panic.</p>
<p>But if Ryan had panicked every time he’d had cause and a moment, he wouldn’t be where he is today. He’s been an overthinker his whole life, even before he was a believer. He can handle most things, if not with grace then at least with method, this included.</p>
<p>He’ll treat it like an investigation. Remove himself emotionally. Do research, formulate theories.</p>
<p>But what to research, exactly? There’s no way Shane could be a ghost - or at least, not if anything Ryan has ever read about them is true. (And hopefully at least something Ryan has read is true, or he’s really in deep shit here.) And as for if Shane is an alien, there’s just no possible way for Ryan to confirm or deny that. It doesn’t seem likely anyway, given the apparent connection to Lake Michigan.</p>
<p>A cryptid, then. (Please let him be a cryptid, and not—)</p>
<p>So in between the tedious work days of cutting together footage and recording voice overs, in the safety and privacy of his own home just in case he’s being a paranoid idiot and embarrassing himself, Ryan researches Chicago native cryptids.</p>
<p>He finds one (1) claimed sighting of Mothman, and discounts it based on the relative novelty and the lack of corroboration. He wants to focus in on things associated with the Lake or with water in general anyway. In that vein he takes note of a serpent, of which there seems to be one for each Great Lake, and swamp creatures. He dismisses the possibility of Shane being a serpent pretty off hand too, because he doubts that anyone could mistake a person-shaped being for one and he doesn’t find any claims of shapeshifting abilities. He supposes Shane could be a swamp creature, but they’re called the Slobs and despite the fact that Shane would eat a pickle out of a pond as far as Ryan’s noticed he’s otherwise pretty fastidious.</p>
<p>And then there’s just one thing left…</p>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b></p>
<blockquote><p>During a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is… something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.</p></blockquote>
<p>Ryan does not - absolutely refuses to - think about the Lake Thing until after the season is all shot and they’re back home in L.A. After unpacking it’s just weeks of editing ahead.</p>
<p>Plenty of time to panic.</p>
<p>But if Ryan had panicked every time he’d had cause and a moment, he wouldn’t be where he is today. He’s been an overthinker his whole life, even before he was a believer. He can handle most things, if not with grace then at least with method, this included.</p>
<p>He’ll treat it like an investigation. Remove himself emotionally. Do research, formulate theories.</p>
<p>But what to research, exactly? There’s no way Shane could be a ghost - or at least, not if anything Ryan has ever read about them is true. (And hopefully at least something Ryan has read is true, or he’s really in deep shit here.) And as for if Shane is an alien, there’s just no possible way for Ryan to confirm or deny that. It doesn’t seem likely anyway, given the apparent connection to Lake Michigan.</p>
<p>A cryptid, then. (Please let him be a cryptid, and not—)</p>
<p>So in between the tedious work days of cutting together footage and recording voice overs, in the safety and privacy of his own home just in case he’s being a paranoid idiot and embarrassing himself, Ryan researches Chicago native cryptids.</p>
<p>He finds one (1) claimed sighting of Mothman, and discounts it based on the relative novelty and the lack of corroboration. He wants to focus in on things associated with the Lake or with water in general anyway. In that vein he takes note of a serpent, of which there seems to be one for each Great Lake, and swamp creatures. He dismisses the possibility of Shane being a serpent pretty off hand too, because he doubts that anyone could mistake a person-shaped being for one and he doesn’t find any claims of shapeshifting abilities. He supposes Shane could be a swamp creature, but they’re called the Slobs and despite the fact that Shane would eat a pickle out of a pond as far as Ryan’s noticed he’s otherwise pretty fastidious.</p>
<p>And then there’s just one thing left…</p>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b></p>
<blockquote><p>During a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is… something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.</p></blockquote>
<p>Ryan does not - absolutely refuses to - think about the Lake Thing until after the season is all shot and they’re back home in L.A. After unpacking it’s just weeks of editing ahead.</p>
<p>Plenty of time to panic.</p>
<p>But if Ryan had panicked every time he’d had cause and a moment, he wouldn’t be where he is today. He’s been an overthinker his whole life, even before he was a believer. He can handle most things, if not with grace then at least with method, this included.</p>
<p>He’ll treat it like an investigation. Remove himself emotionally. Do research, formulate theories.</p>
<p>But what to research, exactly? There’s no way Shane could be a ghost - or at least, not if anything Ryan has ever read about them is true. (And hopefully at least something Ryan has read is true, or he’s really in deep shit here.) And as for if Shane is an alien, there’s just no possible way for Ryan to confirm or deny that. It doesn’t seem likely anyway, given the apparent connection to Lake Michigan.</p>
<p>A cryptid, then. (Please let him be a cryptid, and not—)</p>
<p>So in between the tedious work days of cutting together footage and recording voice overs, in the safety and privacy of his own home just in case he’s being a paranoid idiot and embarrassing himself, Ryan researches Chicago native cryptids.</p>
<p>He finds one (1) claimed sighting of Mothman, and discounts it based on the relative novelty and the lack of corroboration. He wants to focus in on things associated with the Lake or with water in general anyway. In that vein he takes note of a serpent, of which there seems to be one for each Great Lake, and swamp creatures. He dismisses the possibility of Shane being a serpent pretty off hand too, because he doubts that anyone could mistake a person-shaped being for one and he doesn’t find any claims of shapeshifting abilities. He supposes Shane could be a swamp creature, but they’re called the Slobs and despite the fact that Shane would eat a pickle out of a pond as far as Ryan’s noticed he’s otherwise pretty fastidious.</p>
<p>And then there’s just one thing left…</p>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b></p>
<blockquote><p>During a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is… something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.</p></blockquote>
<p>Ryan does not - absolutely refuses to - think about the Lake Thing until after the season is all shot and they’re back home in L.A. After unpacking it’s just weeks of editing ahead.</p>
<p>Plenty of time to panic.</p>
<p>But if Ryan had panicked every time he’d had cause and a moment, he wouldn’t be where he is today. He’s been an overthinker his whole life, even before he was a believer. He can handle most things, if not with grace then at least with method, this included.</p>
<p>He’ll treat it like an investigation. Remove himself emotionally. Do research, formulate theories.</p>
<p>But what to research, exactly? There’s no way Shane could be a ghost - or at least, not if anything Ryan has ever read about them is true. (And hopefully at least something Ryan has read is true, or he’s really in deep shit here.) And as for if Shane is an alien, there’s just no possible way for Ryan to confirm or deny that. It doesn’t seem likely anyway, given the apparent connection to Lake Michigan.</p>
<p>A cryptid, then. (Please let him be a cryptid, and not—)</p>
<p>So in between the tedious work days of cutting together footage and recording voice overs, in the safety and privacy of his own home just in case he’s being a paranoid idiot and embarrassing himself, Ryan researches Chicago native cryptids.</p>
<p>He finds one (1) claimed sighting of Mothman, and discounts it based on the relative novelty and the lack of corroboration. He wants to focus in on things associated with the Lake or with water in general anyway. In that vein he takes note of a serpent, of which there seems to be one for each Great Lake, and swamp creatures. He dismisses the possibility of Shane being a serpent pretty off hand too, because he doubts that anyone could mistake a person-shaped being for one and he doesn’t find any claims of shapeshifting abilities. He supposes Shane could be a swamp creature, but they’re called the Slobs and despite the fact that Shane would eat a pickle out of a pond as far as Ryan’s noticed he’s otherwise pretty fastidious.</p>
<p>And then there’s just one thing left…</p>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Crowley has a kink. The kink is Aziraphale.</p>
<p><small>This fic contains a masochist discovering his kink during the course of exploring his demisexuality without understanding it yet. That could be triggering, and is the main reason I chose the ambiguous warning tag. Other reasons include but may not be limited to the same character and his partner neglecting to negotiate a scene until it has already begun, which is unsafe to do irl. Proceed at your own discretion.</small></p>
<blockquote>
<p>It’s Aziraphale’s fault. It’s Aziraphale’s fault, and Crowley will defend that hill until such time as he ceases completely to exist. If Aziraphale ever tries to say that it was Crowley who tempted or corrupted him, in this specific particular case Crowley has a defense prepared.</p>
<p>It all happens because the books are dusty. That’s just how they are, always, even the ones that get regularly handled. Aziraphale likes them that way, not just because it tends to put off customers, but also because he likes to pull one out and blow the dust off of it in a dramatic little cloud. He does this with every single book, every single time, and he bounces on his toes with a besotted little grin at the simple joy it gives him. It’s adorable, and deeply irritating.</p>
<p>Crowley can’t help but turn to look and watch every time Aziraphale goes through this ridiculous little ritual. It’s like watching a bunny flop over to show its belly, or like a train wreck.2 Crowley is following Aziraphale around, getting in the angel’s way when he can like a needy pet cat. Aziraphale pays him no particular mind except to occasionally glance up at him and give him a look that if it is attempting to be stern is failing. He’s looking around for something in particular; he’d said something about something or other before they’d left the back room but Crowley was only half listening and he can hardly be expected to remember anything when he has thus far endured already two dust cloud shuffles. It’s taking quite a while to find whatever book, in part because Aziraphale doesn’t remember the title or the author, and in part because the shop is poorly organized. Aziraphale likes it that way, not just because it tends to put off customers, but also because he likes to rediscover his own books like they’re new to him and making sure he doesn’t know where any of them are is the best way to get that feeling.</p>
<p>“Maybe this one,” Aziraphale mutters lowly to himself, squinting at a spine. Crowley leans in a little closer to look at the little wrinkle Aziraphale gets in between his eyebrows when he concentrates hard on something, trying to be subtle when subtlety is really not his strong suit and he knows it. As he moves he runs his fingers along the other books on the shelf, leaving trails in the dust that will be gone by tomorrow (when he’s around Aziraphale sometimes Crowley just gets this inexplicable, insatiable need to touch things). Aziraphale pulls out the book and turns from the shelf, coincidentally in Crowley’s direction, and blows up the dust nearly right into Crowley’s face. Either he doesn’t notice or does a truly bang up job at pretending not to, because he only does his little dance and opens the book with the quiet creak of old binding. Crowley blows some dust out of his lashes with a glare at Aziraphale’s creased forehead, but he’s too- he’s too bewitched by that blessed two-step nonsense that he can’t muster up enough peevishness to mention it. And then he sneezes.</p>
<p>“G'bless you,” Aziraphale says absently, reflexively. All the dust puffs off of Crowley’s face and it sparkles in the shitty lighting of the shop as if it were something grander, but more importantly an arc of electricity races down Crowley’s back from the base of his skull down to his tailbone. Crowley takes in a sharp breath through his teeth and shivers violently. It’s not… It’s not all bad. It stings, but it’s warm and tingly too. Never has any feeling befit more perfectly the word <i>zing</i>.</p>
</blockquote>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19852921" target="_blank">Read More</a></p>
<p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:<br/></b>Throughout a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is… something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.</p><blockquote><p>Ryan starts off the Supernatural season with an easy one. Shane has been away on a short vacation and loathe as Ryan is to admit it, he missed him, so he’s feeling merciful. He picks something lighthearted, a little silly, something he himself isn’t going to be taking too seriously so Shane won’t have to put the effort in to be respectful. Something they can cover from behind their desk on set, and won’t have to stay up into the wee hours or trek through old dust. It’s a welcome back gift, given without card or comment.</p><p>Shane comes in a few minutes late. Across the short distance from the front of the room to the back, he looks too tall for the doorway, just an inch or so larger than life, before he passes into the room and resolves into a normal person. He’s fluffy haired and bleary eyed and soft. He folds himself down into the chair next to Ryan, knocking his knees all over the place like he somehow still isn’t used to having seven miles of leg.</p><p>“Hey,” he says. Ryan chews on his lip to keep his grin from getting too big, his heart picking up a beat in excitement that he gets to make Shane laugh in just a matter of minutes. He nods his own greeting in hopes that Shane won’t cotton on too quick and Ryan might be able to take him by surprise - although he can’t help but tap his folder on the table smugly. He pretends not to notice the narrow-eyed glance Shane gives him as TJ starts to count them in. Feeling dastardly, Ryan does wait until Shane takes his customary sip of coffee before he opens the episode.</p><p>“Today on Buzzfeed: Unsolved we will be discussing the legendary Unseelie Court,” he introduces, and thrills at the expected choke beside him, “as part of our ongoing investigation into the question - is the supernatural real? So, before we get into it, Shane, do you believe in fairies?” Ryan laughs, feeling accomplished, when Shane shoots him another glare and clears his throat.</p><p>“That’s a derisive term,” he non-answers, and it’s Ryan’s turn to choke. Of all the things to turn around on him… But Shane gets that sly little tilt to his mouth that he always gets when he’s gearing up to pull Ryan’s leg until Ryan loses it, when he knows Ryan will never know for sure if he’s fucking with him or not.</p><p>“I swear to god, Madej, if you say you believe in f-” Ryan can’t help but laugh into the camera. Shane is just such an endearingly weird dude. Even though he frustrates Ryan to the point of boiling he’s an endless source of entertainment too.</p><p>“Maybe I do!” Shane says, leaning back in his chair. His voice has an unusually combative undertone to it. Ryan glances quickly between his friend and Mark and TJ behind the camera, at Devon over by the sound equipment to see if they noticed, but it seems like it was just Ryan. “It makes more sense than ghosts.”</p><p>“What- How- How can fairies make more sense than ghosts?” Ryan forgets all about Shane’s vocal idiosyncrasies at that, and turns fully to face him. Now this. This is bullshit.</p><p>“The- the Folk are just people who come to be alive in a different way than human people.” Ryan stares at Shane with eyes so wide they feel cold. He truly can’t believe this is happening, but Shane is being completely earnest - maybe even defensive. He really believes in fucking fairies.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary: </b></p>
<blockquote>
  During a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is… something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.</blockquote>
<p>“How close are we gonna end up to Schaumberg?” Shane asks in the car going toward the next hotel. “Maybe we can stop in and see the ‘rents.”</p>
<p>“Okay, first of all,” Ryan protests with a laugh. He keeps his eyes ahead on the unfamiliar roads, but he can feel Shane’s presence shotgun like they’re still touching the way Shane comforted him on that floor in Amityville. “Don’t call them ‘rents , oh my God. And of course I wouldn’t have us come all the way to upstate Illinois and not carve in enough time for you to visit.” Ryan glances at Shane in his peripheral vision just in time to catch the tail end of Shane giving him the sweetest look. He snaps his own eyes back onto the road, biting down a giggle at the ticklish champagne bubbles in his chest.</p>
<p>“You could come with me,” Shane murmurs to the windshield, and makes Ryan’s situation exponentially worse.</p>
<p>The day before the shoot passes the same as all the others, with the crew mostly just kicking around and eating breakfast food at a local diner at lunchtime, hurrying up and waiting for their appointment with the proprietor of the property to arrive. Finally, it’s time. Shane gets shotgun again, and the aux cord. He plays a really weird lo-fi cover of Hot In Herre and dances with his hands, deliberately trying to distract Ryan like they’re reckless teenagers.</p>
<p>“What the fuck, Madej,” Teege mutters, but it’s far from the strangest thing Shane has ever put on. Shane only laughs at him where he’s grumpily sat next to all their equipment in the very back of the rental van and starts to sing along. His voice is really compelling, actually, when he’s not hamming it up. It ends up being somehow more distracting than the gesturing.</p>
<p>They pull up to the site just as John Mellencamp, jarringly, comes on the shuffle next. The proprietor is waiting for them in the doorway. She’s standing right in the threshold in a way that Ryan won’t admit out loud kind of creeps him out. He puts it out of his mind, turning his back to her even though it makes the spot between his shoulders tingle uncomfortably, to help unload.</p>
<p>Once they get all their shit together Shane leads the way toward the house, the most eager of them all to get started, as usual. Ryan is always gratefully surprised by how Shane never seems to bore of this. But then Shane stops so short that Ryan only just barely avoids running into him.</p>
<p>“Uh,” he says. He tilts his shoulders to address everyone behind him without actually turning to face any of them. “Nobody eat anything here, okay?”</p>
</blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>As a prank on Crowley for napping too long, Aziraphale invites American paranormal investigation show Buzzfeed Unsolved: Supernatural into the bookshop.</p></blockquote>
<p>The proprietor of A. Z. Fell &amp; Co. Book Sellers is unexpectedly intimidating. He’d seemed like a nice old man, a little spacey, over the phone. Ryan had imagined… well, probably someone who looks just like Mr. Fell, but… The man just has a weird presence. He seems somehow powerful, bigger than himself. Standing next to him feels the same way Ryan would guess it feels to stand next to a Nobel Peace Prize winner and know that you can never be as good as them and that they know it too. It’s in the way he carries himself, Ryan supposes. Like absolutely nothing can touch him, or would even dare to try. Ryan certainly wouldn’t, that’s for sure. He wonders, briefly, why Mr. Fell would even feel the need to call them. But he puts it out of his mind, forcibly orienting himself to the job, regardless of how unaccountably nervous he is.</p>
<p>“Please do sit down,” Mr. Fell says. His voice is just as kind and friendly as it was over the phone, and Ryan does his best to let it relax him. “Would you boys like some tea? Biscuits?”</p>
<p>“Um, no thank you,” Ryan refuses, thinking for one hysterical second about fairies and how you should never take food from them - not that he believes in fairies, obviously, but most legends are based on some truth somewhere.</p>
<p>“I’ll take some!” Shane accepts easily. He’s all but lounging, just shy of rudeness, in one of Mr. Fell’s plush little armchairs in the window of the bookshop.</p>
<p>“Oh!” says Mr. Fell, and he seems absolutely thrilled about it. “Lovely! I’ll just nip to the back and bring some up, shall I? Make yourselves comfortable, won’t be but a moment.”</p>
<p>“You truly have no soul,” Ryan hisses at Shane as soon as Mr. Fell is out of earshot. Shane gives him a half-startled, half-amused double blink. “You seriously don’t feel that?” Shane blinks again, and then his eyebrows jump and he grins.</p>
<p>“Don’t tell me you’re gettin’ the vibes off of Mister Vintage Dandy,” he teases. Ryan glares, and Shane huffs a quiet laugh, at least being careful not to alert Mr. Fell that they’re gossiping about him. “C'mon, Ry, he’s like someone’s sweet old grandpa. Betcha five bucks he’s gonna offer us caramel candy next.”</p>
<p>“Who even says ‘dandy’? It’s twenty-twenty, Shane,” Ryan mutters, but he can’t respond any further than that because he can feel Mr. Fell approaching them again from behind what seems like endless dark shelves. Mr. Fell sets down a plate piled high with cookies and pastries and settles himself with a little wiggle into the third armchair, his thighs pressing out the perfect crease in the legs of his beige pants. Ryan drags his eyes away from Mr. Fell’s lap, wondering uncomfortably why he noticed that. Shane catches his eye with a subtle gesture and when Ryan glances over at him Shane smugly holds up what is undeniably a caramel flavored salt water taffy. Shane unwraps the candy and pops it into his mouth, leaning back in his chair like he’s won something. He hasn’t won shit.</p>
<p>“So, Mr. Fell,” Ryan starts.</p>
<p>“Yes, my dear boy?” Mr. Fell says, and Ryan stutters to a halt with red cheeks. He squirms a little, clears his throat.</p>
<p>“Uh,” he tries again. “So, you requested that we come investigate your bookshop. Would you please restate for the cameras why you did that?”</p>
<p>“Oh, of course, yes!” Mr. Fell sets down his tea. He sits up straight with his hands flat on his knees. “I believe that my bookshop is infested with a demon.”</p>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Loki only knows what he doesn’t want when it is forced on him.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>Loki looks out at the city - the name of the place irrelevant - and the destruction slakes a thirst in him that has done nothing but grow in the last two years. He feels the urge to join the Chitauri in their violence, craves the feeling of brick and bone crumbling in his own hands, but the desire dies quickly under the cool knowledge that he must guard the portal. Surely, soothes the blessed, beautiful clarity in the back of his mind, which Thanos and the Other so graciously gifted to Loki through the Mind Stone, victory will be more satisfying than personal involvement. Of course. Loki has said as such to Thor himself, countless times. Thor, the wretched thoughtless arrogant-</p>
<p>“Loki!” Ah, speak of a foul loathsome thing and it shall appear. “Turn off the Tesseract or I will destroy it!”</p>
<p>Loki’s rage and hatred is familiar, and stoked eagerly by the extra presence in his mind. Yes, Thanos and the Other support Loki in this. Thor is a blight and he deserves death. Loki turns towards Thor, a step below Loki just off Stark’s ostentatious landing pad, letting his lip curl up off of his teeth to imitate the furious wild thing howling and clawing inside him.</p>
<p>“You can’t,” he taunts. “There is no stopping it! There is only… The War.” The phrase feels strange in his mouth, but the way Thor glares is delicious. Here, now, Loki’s clearer thoughts encourage, now you can get your hands in, like you wanted. Yes, that’s right. That is exactly what Loki wants. He wants to kill Thor. He has always wanted to kill Thor. He tried before and was thwarted, but Thor does not have Odin’s protection now. Now, Loki can kill him. He can do it himself and see it truly done. With an eager, wrathful scream, Loki leaps down from the landing pad and swings the scepter at Thor’s head with all of his might.</p>
<p>Thor will die.</p>
</blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Loki only knows what he doesn’t want when it is forced on him.</p><blockquote><p>Loki looks out at the city - the name of the place irrelevant - and the destruction slakes a thirst in him that has done nothing but grow in the last two years. He feels the urge to join the Chitauri in their violence, craves the feeling of brick and bone crumbling in his own hands, but the desire dies quickly under the cool knowledge that he must guard the portal. Surely, soothes the blessed, beautiful clarity in the back of his mind, which Thanos and the Other so graciously gifted to Loki through the Mind Stone, victory will be more satisfying than personal involvement. Of course. Loki has said as such to Thor himself, countless times. Thor, the wretched thoughtless arrogant-</p><p>“Loki!” Ah, speak of a foul loathsome thing and it shall appear. “Turn off the Tesseract or I will destroy it!”</p><p>Loki’s rage and hatred is familiar, and stoked eagerly by the extra presence in his mind. Yes, Thanos and the Other support Loki in this. Thor is a blight and he deserves death. Loki turns towards Thor, a step below Loki just off Stark’s ostentatious landing pad, letting his lip curl up off of his teeth to imitate the furious wild thing howling and clawing inside him.</p><p>“You can’t,” he taunts. “There is no stopping it! There is only… The War.” The phrase feels strange in his mouth, but the way Thor glares is delicious. Here, now, Loki’s clearer thoughts encourage, now you can get your hands in, like you wanted. Yes, that’s right. That is exactly what Loki wants. He wants to kill Thor. He has always wanted to kill Thor. He tried before and was thwarted, but Thor does not have Odin’s protection now. Now, Loki can kill him. He can do it himself and see it truly done. With an eager, wrathful scream, Loki leaps down from the landing pad and swings the scepter at Thor’s head with all of his might.</p><p>Thor will die.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>As a prank on Crowley for napping too long, Aziraphale invites American paranormal investigation show Buzzfeed Unsolved: Supernatural into the bookshop.</p></blockquote><p>The proprietor of A. Z. Fell &amp; Co. Book Sellers is unexpectedly intimidating. He’d seemed like a nice old man, a little spacey, over the phone. Ryan had imagined… well, probably someone who looks just like Mr. Fell, but… The man just has a weird presence. He seems somehow powerful, bigger than himself. Standing next to him feels the same way Ryan would guess it feels to stand next to a Nobel Peace Prize winner and know that you can never be as good as them and that they know it too. It’s in the way he carries himself, Ryan supposes. Like absolutely nothing can touch him, or would even dare to try. Ryan certainly wouldn’t, that’s for sure. He wonders, briefly, why Mr. Fell would even feel the need to call them. But he puts it out of his mind, forcibly orienting himself to the job, regardless of how unaccountably nervous he is.</p><p>“Please do sit down,” Mr. Fell says. His voice is just as kind and friendly as it was over the phone, and Ryan does his best to let it relax him. “Would you boys like some tea? Biscuits?”</p><p>“Um, no thank you,” Ryan refuses, thinking for one hysterical second about fairies and how you should never take food from them - not that he believes in fairies, obviously, but most legends are based on some truth somewhere.</p><p>“I’ll take some!” Shane accepts easily. He’s all but lounging, just shy of rudeness, in one of Mr. Fell’s plush little armchairs in the window of the bookshop.</p><p>“Oh!” says Mr. Fell, and he seems absolutely thrilled about it. “Lovely! I’ll just nip to the back and bring some up, shall I? Make yourselves comfortable, won’t be but a moment.”</p><p>“You truly have no soul,” Ryan hisses at Shane as soon as Mr. Fell is out of earshot. Shane gives him a half-startled, half-amused double blink. “You seriously don’t feel that?” Shane blinks again, and then his eyebrows jump and he grins.</p><p>“Don’t tell me you’re gettin’ the vibes off of Mister Vintage Dandy,” he teases. Ryan glares, and Shane huffs a quiet laugh, at least being careful not to alert Mr. Fell that they’re gossiping about him. “C'mon, Ry, he’s like someone’s sweet old grandpa. Betcha five bucks he’s gonna offer us caramel candy next.”</p><p>“Who even says ‘dandy’? It’s twenty-twenty, Shane,” Ryan mutters, but he can’t respond any further than that because he can feel Mr. Fell approaching them again from behind what seems like endless dark shelves. Mr. Fell sets down a plate piled high with cookies and pastries and settles himself with a little wiggle into the third armchair, his thighs pressing out the perfect crease in the legs of his beige pants. Ryan drags his eyes away from Mr. Fell’s lap, wondering uncomfortably why he noticed that. Shane catches his eye with a subtle gesture and when Ryan glances over at him Shane smugly holds up what is undeniably a caramel flavored salt water taffy. Shane unwraps the candy and pops it into his mouth, leaning back in his chair like he’s won something. He hasn’t won shit.</p><p>“So, Mr. Fell,” Ryan starts.</p><p>“Yes, my dear boy?” Mr. Fell says, and Ryan stutters to a halt with red cheeks. He squirms a little, clears his throat.</p><p>“Uh,” he tries again. “So, you requested that we come investigate your bookshop. Would you please restate for the cameras why you did that?”</p><p>“Oh, of course, yes!” Mr. Fell sets down his tea. He sits up straight with his hands flat on his knees. “I believe that my bookshop is infested with a demon.”</p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary: </b></p><blockquote>
  During a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is… something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.</blockquote><p>“How close are we gonna end up to Schaumberg?” Shane asks in the car going toward the next hotel. “Maybe we can stop in and see the ‘rents.”</p><p>“Okay, first of all,” Ryan protests with a laugh. He keeps his eyes ahead on the unfamiliar roads, but he can feel Shane’s presence shotgun like they’re still touching the way Shane comforted him on that floor in Amityville. “Don’t call them &lsquo;rents , oh my God. And of course I wouldn’t have us come all the way to upstate Illinois and not carve in enough time for you to visit.” Ryan glances at Shane in his peripheral vision just in time to catch the tail end of Shane giving him the sweetest look. He snaps his own eyes back onto the road, biting down a giggle at the ticklish champagne bubbles in his chest.</p><p>“You could come with me,” Shane murmurs to the windshield, and makes Ryan’s situation exponentially worse.</p><p>The day before the shoot passes the same as all the others, with the crew mostly just kicking around and eating breakfast food at a local diner at lunchtime, hurrying up and waiting for their appointment with the proprietor of the property to arrive. Finally, it’s time. Shane gets shotgun again, and the aux cord. He plays a really weird lo-fi cover of Hot In Herre and dances with his hands, deliberately trying to distract Ryan like they’re reckless teenagers.</p><p>“What the fuck, Madej,” Teege mutters, but it’s far from the strangest thing Shane has ever put on. Shane only laughs at him where he’s grumpily sat next to all their equipment in the very back of the rental van and starts to sing along. His voice is really compelling, actually, when he’s not hamming it up. It ends up being somehow more distracting than the gesturing.</p><p>They pull up to the site just as John Mellencamp, jarringly, comes on the shuffle next. The proprietor is waiting for them in the doorway. She’s standing right in the threshold in a way that Ryan won’t admit out loud kind of creeps him out. He puts it out of his mind, turning his back to her even though it makes the spot between his shoulders tingle uncomfortably, to help unload.</p><p>Once they get all their shit together Shane leads the way toward the house, the most eager of them all to get started, as usual. Ryan is always gratefully surprised by how Shane never seems to bore of this. But then Shane stops so short that Ryan only just barely avoids running into him.</p><p>“Uh,” he says. He tilts his shoulders to address everyone behind him without actually turning to face any of them. “Nobody eat anything here, okay?”</p></blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Merle, Magnus, and Lup beg Taako to let them invite Lucretia to Candlenights. Merle posits that Taako should try to forgive for his own good, Magnus invokes the spirit of familial togetherness, and Lup just says please. So Taako agrees, even though he’s not ready.</p>
<p>

<small>Taako’s views in this fic on himself and Lucretia do not reflect my views on either character or on their relationship. Taako is traumatized and blames Lucretia disproportionately to her actions because he hasn’t been able to adjust yet. Some of his thoughts on this might be upsetting.</small>

<br/></p>
<blockquote>
<p>After everything, Taako buys a house. Taako fills his house with things. Mostly cooking things, but also books and art and bedding and cute little knick knacks that have absolutely no conceivable practical use. He has more than one walk in closet. No room is empty, and there are many many rooms. He has rugs and curtains and armchairs and eight pairs of sandals. He has a collection of nail polish that takes up a whole cabinet by itself. He owns lots of things that are heavy, unwieldy, loud. He plants himself right in the middle of Neverwinter and declares, silently and to himself, that he won’t be budged. Never ever.</p>
<p>That’s not the only thing Taako swears to never ever do. And Taako may have changed a lot over the past hundred and ten years - sometimes by choice, sometimes organically, sometimes against his will - but stubbornness? Nothing ever managed to take that away from him. So he swears he’ll never be on the run again, and he’ll never forgive Lucretia.</p>
<p>He’s not an asshole about it or anything, not that he couldn’t or that the urge to doesn’t ever hit him, stab him right between the ribs and stir up his guts until he gets ill. But given everything she took from him, Taako can’t bear to deprive himself even further by causing rifts or whatever. He did threaten to kill her while furiously weeping though, so he thinks his stance on hanging out is pretty clear. Sure, sometimes he can’t sleep because of cyclical inexpressible rage. And sometimes when he does sleep he’s woken by the same gut-wrenching night terrors that he had during those ten years, the ones where he’s searching and searching for something undefined and he knows somehow that if he doesn’t find it he’ll disappear too, but now when he wakes up instead of aimlessly trying to fill that void with food or attention or hats or other bullshit Taako knows to think of Lup. And of Barry, and Merle, and Magnus, and Davenport - and Lucretia. He was looking for her and she was right there , watching him search and fail and decompose. But whatever. She gets it, everyone gets it, no need to drag it out again. Taako can deal with his icky feelings all by himself like a big boy.</p>
<p>So life goes on and everything is a little weird and mostly good. Angus goes to school. Kravitz sleeps over at Taako’s a lot even though he doesn’t, strictly speaking, need to sleep, being dead and all, which is very sweet and nice and gives Taako feelings that are gooey but very much not icky at all. Carey and Killian go on a honeymoon that’s supposed to last for one week but actually lasts for three because no one has the heart and/or guts to tell them they have to come back. Davenport goes to sea and sends them all postcards. Merle lives on the beach and spends all his time with kids, and Magnus lives in the boonies and spends all his time with dogs. Lup and Barry renew their vows, again, and everyone they know is there, and Taako and Lucretia sit on opposite sides of the aisle, and it’s fine. Everything is fine.</p>
<p>One Candlenights passes, and then Midsummer, and the four birds left in between them go to Lucretia’s on one day and to Taako’s on another day for the celebrations, and it’s all perfectly fine. Taako feels mostly okay most of the time, and for the times when he’s doing shitty he has a Cleric who is not Merle that he visits sometimes and she kind of helps usually even though Taako doesn’t actually take her advice very often. Sooner than it seems it should, Candlenights is coming again.</p>
<p>Merle, Magnus, and Lup, in that order, all beg Taako to invite - or to let them invite - Lucretia to Candlenights at his place this year. Davenport is still at sea and won’t be attending, just as it was last year and for Midsummer. Barry says it’s Taako’s choice and refuses to express any opinion beyond that. Merle posits that Taako should let go of his anger for his own good (which would be fine and Taako figures he could wrestle his stubbornness into compliance to get it done, if only this gods-awful feeling was as simple as ‘anger’), Magnus invokes the spirit of familial togetherness, and Lup just says please. So, reluctantly and not very charitably, Taako agrees.</p>
</blockquote>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19478245" target="_blank">Read More</a></p>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Loki only knows what he doesn’t want when it is forced on him.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>Loki looks out at the city - the name of the place irrelevant - and the destruction slakes a thirst in him that has done nothing but grow in the last two years. He feels the urge to join the Chitauri in their violence, craves the feeling of brick and bone crumbling in his own hands, but the desire dies quickly under the cool knowledge that he must guard the portal. Surely, soothes the blessed, beautiful clarity in the back of his mind, which Thanos and the Other so graciously gifted to Loki through the Mind Stone, victory will be more satisfying than personal involvement. Of course. Loki has said as such to Thor himself, countless times. Thor, the wretched thoughtless arrogant-</p>
<p>“Loki!” Ah, speak of a foul loathsome thing and it shall appear. “Turn off the Tesseract or I will destroy it!”</p>
<p>Loki’s rage and hatred is familiar, and stoked eagerly by the extra presence in his mind. Yes, Thanos and the Other support Loki in this. Thor is a blight and he deserves death. Loki turns towards Thor, a step below Loki just off Stark’s ostentatious landing pad, letting his lip curl up off of his teeth to imitate the furious wild thing howling and clawing inside him.</p>
<p>“You can’t,” he taunts. “There is no stopping it! There is only… The War.” The phrase feels strange in his mouth, but the way Thor glares is delicious. Here, now, Loki’s clearer thoughts encourage, now you can get your hands in, like you wanted. Yes, that’s right. That is exactly what Loki wants. He wants to kill Thor. He has always wanted to kill Thor. He tried before and was thwarted, but Thor does not have Odin’s protection now. Now, Loki can kill him. He can do it himself and see it truly done. With an eager, wrathful scream, Loki leaps down from the landing pad and swings the scepter at Thor’s head with all of his might.</p>
<p>Thor will die.</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary: </b></p>
<blockquote>
  During a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is… something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.</blockquote>
<p>“How close are we gonna end up to Schaumberg?” Shane asks in the car going toward the next hotel. “Maybe we can stop in and see the ‘rents.”</p>
<p>“Okay, first of all,” Ryan protests with a laugh. He keeps his eyes ahead on the unfamiliar roads, but he can feel Shane’s presence shotgun like they’re still touching the way Shane comforted him on that floor in Amityville. “Don’t call them ‘rents , oh my God. And of course I wouldn’t have us come all the way to upstate Illinois and not carve in enough time for you to visit.” Ryan glances at Shane in his peripheral vision just in time to catch the tail end of Shane giving him the sweetest look. He snaps his own eyes back onto the road, biting down a giggle at the ticklish champagne bubbles in his chest.</p>
<p>“You could come with me,” Shane murmurs to the windshield, and makes Ryan’s situation exponentially worse.</p>
<p>The day before the shoot passes the same as all the others, with the crew mostly just kicking around and eating breakfast food at a local diner at lunchtime, hurrying up and waiting for their appointment with the proprietor of the property to arrive. Finally, it’s time. Shane gets shotgun again, and the aux cord. He plays a really weird lo-fi cover of Hot In Herre and dances with his hands, deliberately trying to distract Ryan like they’re reckless teenagers.</p>
<p>“What the fuck, Madej,” Teege mutters, but it’s far from the strangest thing Shane has ever put on. Shane only laughs at him where he’s grumpily sat next to all their equipment in the very back of the rental van and starts to sing along. His voice is really compelling, actually, when he’s not hamming it up. It ends up being somehow more distracting than the gesturing.</p>
<p>They pull up to the site just as John Mellencamp, jarringly, comes on the shuffle next. The proprietor is waiting for them in the doorway. She’s standing right in the threshold in a way that Ryan won’t admit out loud kind of creeps him out. He puts it out of his mind, turning his back to her even though it makes the spot between his shoulders tingle uncomfortably, to help unload.</p>
<p>Once they get all their shit together Shane leads the way toward the house, the most eager of them all to get started, as usual. Ryan is always gratefully surprised by how Shane never seems to bore of this. But then Shane stops so short that Ryan only just barely avoids running into him.</p>
<p>“Uh,” he says. He tilts his shoulders to address everyone behind him without actually turning to face any of them. “Nobody eat anything here, okay?”</p>
</blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>As a prank on Crowley for napping too long, Aziraphale invites American paranormal investigation show Buzzfeed Unsolved: Supernatural into the bookshop.</p></blockquote>
<p>The proprietor of A. Z. Fell &amp; Co. Book Sellers is unexpectedly intimidating. He’d seemed like a nice old man, a little spacey, over the phone. Ryan had imagined… well, probably someone who looks just like Mr. Fell, but… The man just has a weird presence. He seems somehow powerful, bigger than himself. Standing next to him feels the same way Ryan would guess it feels to stand next to a Nobel Peace Prize winner and know that you can never be as good as them and that they know it too. It’s in the way he carries himself, Ryan supposes. Like absolutely nothing can touch him, or would even dare to try. Ryan certainly wouldn’t, that’s for sure. He wonders, briefly, why Mr. Fell would even feel the need to call them. But he puts it out of his mind, forcibly orienting himself to the job, regardless of how unaccountably nervous he is.</p>
<p>“Please do sit down,” Mr. Fell says. His voice is just as kind and friendly as it was over the phone, and Ryan does his best to let it relax him. “Would you boys like some tea? Biscuits?”</p>
<p>“Um, no thank you,” Ryan refuses, thinking for one hysterical second about fairies and how you should never take food from them - not that he believes in fairies, obviously, but most legends are based on some truth somewhere.</p>
<p>“I’ll take some!” Shane accepts easily. He’s all but lounging, just shy of rudeness, in one of Mr. Fell’s plush little armchairs in the window of the bookshop.</p>
<p>“Oh!” says Mr. Fell, and he seems absolutely thrilled about it. “Lovely! I’ll just nip to the back and bring some up, shall I? Make yourselves comfortable, won’t be but a moment.”</p>
<p>“You truly have no soul,” Ryan hisses at Shane as soon as Mr. Fell is out of earshot. Shane gives him a half-startled, half-amused double blink. “You seriously don’t feel that?” Shane blinks again, and then his eyebrows jump and he grins.</p>
<p>“Don’t tell me you’re gettin’ the vibes off of Mister Vintage Dandy,” he teases. Ryan glares, and Shane huffs a quiet laugh, at least being careful not to alert Mr. Fell that they’re gossiping about him. “C'mon, Ry, he’s like someone’s sweet old grandpa. Betcha five bucks he’s gonna offer us caramel candy next.”</p>
<p>“Who even says ‘dandy’? It’s twenty-twenty, Shane,” Ryan mutters, but he can’t respond any further than that because he can feel Mr. Fell approaching them again from behind what seems like endless dark shelves. Mr. Fell sets down a plate piled high with cookies and pastries and settles himself with a little wiggle into the third armchair, his thighs pressing out the perfect crease in the legs of his beige pants. Ryan drags his eyes away from Mr. Fell’s lap, wondering uncomfortably why he noticed that. Shane catches his eye with a subtle gesture and when Ryan glances over at him Shane smugly holds up what is undeniably a caramel flavored salt water taffy. Shane unwraps the candy and pops it into his mouth, leaning back in his chair like he’s won something. He hasn’t won shit.</p>
<p>“So, Mr. Fell,” Ryan starts.</p>
<p>“Yes, my dear boy?” Mr. Fell says, and Ryan stutters to a halt with red cheeks. He squirms a little, clears his throat.</p>
<p>“Uh,” he tries again. “So, you requested that we come investigate your bookshop. Would you please restate for the cameras why you did that?”</p>
<p>“Oh, of course, yes!” Mr. Fell sets down his tea. He sits up straight with his hands flat on his knees. “I believe that my bookshop is infested with a demon.”</p>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Of course you can be happy without being with your soulmate, and Ryan doesn’t judge different kinds of relationships, he just thinks that your soulmate is like the pinnacle of what you can achieve, romantically.</p>
<p>“You sound like a Nicholas Sparks movie,” Shane tells him, because Shane doesn’t believe in soulmates.</p>
<p><small>inspired by <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mtG__5dw9g8mH0ybLGI6UfA" target="_blank">@kaya4114</a>‘s <a href="https://kaya4114.tumblr.com/post/185371136445/soulmate-au" target="_blank">text post</a></small></p>
<blockquote>
<p>Ryan seems a little jittery when he settles in at their desk on set to film this next episode of Unsolved. He taps the bottom of his folder on the desk between his hands and blows a breath out between loose lips. Shane is intrigued. The last time Ryan was this nervous before filming off location it was the alien abduction episode. Obviously, Shane thought that whole deal was absolutely ridiculous, but the banter was especially juicy that day because of it. He folds himself down into the chair next to Ryan eagerly. Ryan gives him a semi-suspicious glare out of the corner of his eye while they wait for setup to finish, and Shane grins back cheekily just to make Ryan huff. They get the count down from TJ, and Ryan sits up straighter.</p>
<p>“Today on Unsolved: Supernatural,” he introduces on cue. “We discuss soulmarks as part of our ongoing investigation into the question ‘Is the Paranormal real?’” Shane almost laughs this time as he shakes his head at the camera. He never knows ahead of time about the subjects of the episodes to keep his reactions as genuine as possible. He gets why Ryan is so jumpy now though. For most people, soulmarks are a pretty touchy subject. Ryan makes his way with determination through his notes, citing pseudo-scientific research, testimonials, and ancient writings. He summarizes; light brown for inert, yellow when you meet, green when you become friends, red when you’re in love. There’s a lot of ‘we’ve all heard’ this and &lsquo;everyone knows’ that, but Shane patiently waits it out. “So, do y-”</p>
<p>“Nope,” Shane interrupts the question with relish, popping his p to be obnoxious. Ryan glares at him, pressing his lips tightly together so that he doesn’t ruin his stern look by laughing.</p>
<p>“You didn’t even let me finish,” he complains. “How could you not believe in soulmates?”</p>
<p>“I mean, it’s not supernatural,” Shane explains. He leans back in his seat with a shrug, and takes a negligent sip of his coffee. “It’s some kind of biological thing, obviously. It’s chemical or something, hormonal. It has nothing to do with love.”</p>
<p>“Hormonal,” Ryan repeats, making his voice deliberately flat. “Do you even believe in love?”</p>
<p>“Of course I do!” Shane says. He doesn’t take offense at the question; he knows it’s part of the bit. “I just don’t think it’s magic.”</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<blockquote><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>As a prank on Crowley for napping too long, Aziraphale invites American paranormal investigation show Buzzfeed Unsolved: Supernatural into the bookshop.</p></blockquote><p>The proprietor of A. Z. Fell &amp; Co. Book Sellers is unexpectedly intimidating. He’d seemed like a nice old man, a little spacey, over the phone. Ryan had imagined… well, probably someone who looks just like Mr. Fell, but… The man just has a weird presence. He seems somehow powerful, bigger than himself. Standing next to him feels the same way Ryan would guess it feels to stand next to a Nobel Peace Prize winner and know that you can never be as good as them and that they know it too. It’s in the way he carries himself, Ryan supposes. Like absolutely nothing can touch him, or would even dare to try. Ryan certainly wouldn’t, that’s for sure. He wonders, briefly, why Mr. Fell would even feel the need to call them. But he puts it out of his mind, forcibly orienting himself to the job, regardless of how unaccountably nervous he is.</p><p>“Please do sit down,” Mr. Fell says. His voice is just as kind and friendly as it was over the phone, and Ryan does his best to let it relax him. “Would you boys like some tea? Biscuits?”</p><p>“Um, no thank you,” Ryan refuses, thinking for one hysterical second about fairies and how you should never take food from them - not that he believes in fairies, obviously, but most legends are based on some truth somewhere.</p><p>“I’ll take some!” Shane accepts easily. He’s all but lounging, just shy of rudeness, in one of Mr. Fell’s plush little armchairs in the window of the bookshop.</p><p>“Oh!” says Mr. Fell, and he seems absolutely thrilled about it. “Lovely! I’ll just nip to the back and bring some up, shall I? Make yourselves comfortable, won’t be but a moment.”</p><p>“You truly have no soul,” Ryan hisses at Shane as soon as Mr. Fell is out of earshot. Shane gives him a half-startled, half-amused double blink. “You seriously don’t feel that?” Shane blinks again, and then his eyebrows jump and he grins.</p><p>“Don’t tell me you’re gettin’ the vibes off of Mister Vintage Dandy,” he teases. Ryan glares, and Shane huffs a quiet laugh, at least being careful not to alert Mr. Fell that they’re gossiping about him. “C'mon, Ry, he’s like someone’s sweet old grandpa. Betcha five bucks he’s gonna offer us caramel candy next.”</p><p>“Who even says ‘dandy’? It’s twenty-twenty, Shane,” Ryan mutters, but he can’t respond any further than that because he can feel Mr. Fell approaching them again from behind what seems like endless dark shelves. Mr. Fell sets down a plate piled high with cookies and pastries and settles himself with a little wiggle into the third armchair, his thighs pressing out the perfect crease in the legs of his beige pants. Ryan drags his eyes away from Mr. Fell’s lap, wondering uncomfortably why he noticed that. Shane catches his eye with a subtle gesture and when Ryan glances over at him Shane smugly holds up what is undeniably a caramel flavored salt water taffy. Shane unwraps the candy and pops it into his mouth, leaning back in his chair like he’s won something. He hasn’t won shit.</p><p>“So, Mr. Fell,” Ryan starts.</p><p>“Yes, my dear boy?” Mr. Fell says, and Ryan stutters to a halt with red cheeks. He squirms a little, clears his throat.</p><p>“Uh,” he tries again. “So, you requested that we come investigate your bookshop. Would you please restate for the cameras why you did that?”</p><p>“Oh, of course, yes!” Mr. Fell sets down his tea. He sits up straight with his hands flat on his knees. “I believe that my bookshop is infested with a demon.”</p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary: </b></p><blockquote>
  During a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is… something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.</blockquote><p>“How close are we gonna end up to Schaumberg?” Shane asks in the car going toward the next hotel. “Maybe we can stop in and see the ‘rents.”</p><p>“Okay, first of all,” Ryan protests with a laugh. He keeps his eyes ahead on the unfamiliar roads, but he can feel Shane’s presence shotgun like they’re still touching the way Shane comforted him on that floor in Amityville. “Don’t call them &lsquo;rents , oh my God. And of course I wouldn’t have us come all the way to upstate Illinois and not carve in enough time for you to visit.” Ryan glances at Shane in his peripheral vision just in time to catch the tail end of Shane giving him the sweetest look. He snaps his own eyes back onto the road, biting down a giggle at the ticklish champagne bubbles in his chest.</p><p>“You could come with me,” Shane murmurs to the windshield, and makes Ryan’s situation exponentially worse.</p><p>The day before the shoot passes the same as all the others, with the crew mostly just kicking around and eating breakfast food at a local diner at lunchtime, hurrying up and waiting for their appointment with the proprietor of the property to arrive. Finally, it’s time. Shane gets shotgun again, and the aux cord. He plays a really weird lo-fi cover of Hot In Herre and dances with his hands, deliberately trying to distract Ryan like they’re reckless teenagers.</p><p>“What the fuck, Madej,” Teege mutters, but it’s far from the strangest thing Shane has ever put on. Shane only laughs at him where he’s grumpily sat next to all their equipment in the very back of the rental van and starts to sing along. His voice is really compelling, actually, when he’s not hamming it up. It ends up being somehow more distracting than the gesturing.</p><p>They pull up to the site just as John Mellencamp, jarringly, comes on the shuffle next. The proprietor is waiting for them in the doorway. She’s standing right in the threshold in a way that Ryan won’t admit out loud kind of creeps him out. He puts it out of his mind, turning his back to her even though it makes the spot between his shoulders tingle uncomfortably, to help unload.</p><p>Once they get all their shit together Shane leads the way toward the house, the most eager of them all to get started, as usual. Ryan is always gratefully surprised by how Shane never seems to bore of this. But then Shane stops so short that Ryan only just barely avoids running into him.</p><p>“Uh,” he says. He tilts his shoulders to address everyone behind him without actually turning to face any of them. “Nobody eat anything here, okay?”</p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Loki only knows what he doesn’t want when it is forced on him.</p><blockquote><p>Loki looks out at the city - the name of the place irrelevant - and the destruction slakes a thirst in him that has done nothing but grow in the last two years. He feels the urge to join the Chitauri in their violence, craves the feeling of brick and bone crumbling in his own hands, but the desire dies quickly under the cool knowledge that he must guard the portal. Surely, soothes the blessed, beautiful clarity in the back of his mind, which Thanos and the Other so graciously gifted to Loki through the Mind Stone, victory will be more satisfying than personal involvement. Of course. Loki has said as such to Thor himself, countless times. Thor, the wretched thoughtless arrogant-</p><p>“Loki!” Ah, speak of a foul loathsome thing and it shall appear. “Turn off the Tesseract or I will destroy it!”</p><p>Loki’s rage and hatred is familiar, and stoked eagerly by the extra presence in his mind. Yes, Thanos and the Other support Loki in this. Thor is a blight and he deserves death. Loki turns towards Thor, a step below Loki just off Stark’s ostentatious landing pad, letting his lip curl up off of his teeth to imitate the furious wild thing howling and clawing inside him.</p><p>“You can’t,” he taunts. “There is no stopping it! There is only… The War.” The phrase feels strange in his mouth, but the way Thor glares is delicious. Here, now, Loki’s clearer thoughts encourage, now you can get your hands in, like you wanted. Yes, that’s right. That is exactly what Loki wants. He wants to kill Thor. He has always wanted to kill Thor. He tried before and was thwarted, but Thor does not have Odin’s protection now. Now, Loki can kill him. He can do it himself and see it truly done. With an eager, wrathful scream, Loki leaps down from the landing pad and swings the scepter at Thor’s head with all of his might.</p><p>Thor will die.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>As a prank on Crowley for napping too long, Aziraphale invites American paranormal investigation show Buzzfeed Unsolved: Supernatural into the bookshop.</p></blockquote><p>The proprietor of A. Z. Fell &amp; Co. Book Sellers is unexpectedly intimidating. He’d seemed like a nice old man, a little spacey, over the phone. Ryan had imagined… well, probably someone who looks just like Mr. Fell, but… The man just has a weird presence. He seems somehow powerful, bigger than himself. Standing next to him feels the same way Ryan would guess it feels to stand next to a Nobel Peace Prize winner and know that you can never be as good as them and that they know it too. It’s in the way he carries himself, Ryan supposes. Like absolutely nothing can touch him, or would even dare to try. Ryan certainly wouldn’t, that’s for sure. He wonders, briefly, why Mr. Fell would even feel the need to call them. But he puts it out of his mind, forcibly orienting himself to the job, regardless of how unaccountably nervous he is.</p><p>“Please do sit down,” Mr. Fell says. His voice is just as kind and friendly as it was over the phone, and Ryan does his best to let it relax him. “Would you boys like some tea? Biscuits?”</p><p>“Um, no thank you,” Ryan refuses, thinking for one hysterical second about fairies and how you should never take food from them - not that he believes in fairies, obviously, but most legends are based on some truth somewhere.</p><p>“I’ll take some!” Shane accepts easily. He’s all but lounging, just shy of rudeness, in one of Mr. Fell’s plush little armchairs in the window of the bookshop.</p><p>“Oh!” says Mr. Fell, and he seems absolutely thrilled about it. “Lovely! I’ll just nip to the back and bring some up, shall I? Make yourselves comfortable, won’t be but a moment.”</p><p>“You truly have no soul,” Ryan hisses at Shane as soon as Mr. Fell is out of earshot. Shane gives him a half-startled, half-amused double blink. “You seriously don’t feel that?” Shane blinks again, and then his eyebrows jump and he grins.</p><p>“Don’t tell me you’re gettin’ the vibes off of Mister Vintage Dandy,” he teases. Ryan glares, and Shane huffs a quiet laugh, at least being careful not to alert Mr. Fell that they’re gossiping about him. “C'mon, Ry, he’s like someone’s sweet old grandpa. Betcha five bucks he’s gonna offer us caramel candy next.”</p><p>“Who even says ‘dandy’? It’s twenty-twenty, Shane,” Ryan mutters, but he can’t respond any further than that because he can feel Mr. Fell approaching them again from behind what seems like endless dark shelves. Mr. Fell sets down a plate piled high with cookies and pastries and settles himself with a little wiggle into the third armchair, his thighs pressing out the perfect crease in the legs of his beige pants. Ryan drags his eyes away from Mr. Fell’s lap, wondering uncomfortably why he noticed that. Shane catches his eye with a subtle gesture and when Ryan glances over at him Shane smugly holds up what is undeniably a caramel flavored salt water taffy. Shane unwraps the candy and pops it into his mouth, leaning back in his chair like he’s won something. He hasn’t won shit.</p><p>“So, Mr. Fell,” Ryan starts.</p><p>“Yes, my dear boy?” Mr. Fell says, and Ryan stutters to a halt with red cheeks. He squirms a little, clears his throat.</p><p>“Uh,” he tries again. “So, you requested that we come investigate your bookshop. Would you please restate for the cameras why you did that?”</p><p>“Oh, of course, yes!” Mr. Fell sets down his tea. He sits up straight with his hands flat on his knees. “I believe that my bookshop is infested with a demon.”</p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary: </b></p><blockquote>
  During a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is… something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.</blockquote><p>“How close are we gonna end up to Schaumberg?” Shane asks in the car going toward the next hotel. “Maybe we can stop in and see the ‘rents.”</p><p>“Okay, first of all,” Ryan protests with a laugh. He keeps his eyes ahead on the unfamiliar roads, but he can feel Shane’s presence shotgun like they’re still touching the way Shane comforted him on that floor in Amityville. “Don’t call them ‘rents , oh my God. And of course I wouldn’t have us come all the way to upstate Illinois and not carve in enough time for you to visit.” Ryan glances at Shane in his peripheral vision just in time to catch the tail end of Shane giving him the sweetest look. He snaps his own eyes back onto the road, biting down a giggle at the ticklish champagne bubbles in his chest.</p><p>“You could come with me,” Shane murmurs to the windshield, and makes Ryan’s situation exponentially worse.</p><p>The day before the shoot passes the same as all the others, with the crew mostly just kicking around and eating breakfast food at a local diner at lunchtime, hurrying up and waiting for their appointment with the proprietor of the property to arrive. Finally, it’s time. Shane gets shotgun again, and the aux cord. He plays a really weird lo-fi cover of Hot In Herre and dances with his hands, deliberately trying to distract Ryan like they’re reckless teenagers.</p><p>“What the fuck, Madej,” Teege mutters, but it’s far from the strangest thing Shane has ever put on. Shane only laughs at him where he’s grumpily sat next to all their equipment in the very back of the rental van and starts to sing along. His voice is really compelling, actually, when he’s not hamming it up. It ends up being somehow more distracting than the gesturing.</p><p>They pull up to the site just as John Mellencamp, jarringly, comes on the shuffle next. The proprietor is waiting for them in the doorway. She’s standing right in the threshold in a way that Ryan won’t admit out loud kind of creeps him out. He puts it out of his mind, turning his back to her even though it makes the spot between his shoulders tingle uncomfortably, to help unload.</p><p>Once they get all their shit together Shane leads the way toward the house, the most eager of them all to get started, as usual. Ryan is always gratefully surprised by how Shane never seems to bore of this. But then Shane stops so short that Ryan only just barely avoids running into him.</p><p>“Uh,” he says. He tilts his shoulders to address everyone behind him without actually turning to face any of them. “Nobody eat anything here, okay?”</p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary: </b></p><blockquote>
  During a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is… something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.</blockquote><p>“How close are we gonna end up to Schaumberg?” Shane asks in the car going toward the next hotel. “Maybe we can stop in and see the ‘rents.”</p><p>“Okay, first of all,” Ryan protests with a laugh. He keeps his eyes ahead on the unfamiliar roads, but he can feel Shane’s presence shotgun like they’re still touching the way Shane comforted him on that floor in Amityville. “Don’t call them &lsquo;rents , oh my God. And of course I wouldn’t have us come all the way to upstate Illinois and not carve in enough time for you to visit.” Ryan glances at Shane in his peripheral vision just in time to catch the tail end of Shane giving him the sweetest look. He snaps his own eyes back onto the road, biting down a giggle at the ticklish champagne bubbles in his chest.</p><p>“You could come with me,” Shane murmurs to the windshield, and makes Ryan’s situation exponentially worse.</p><p>The day before the shoot passes the same as all the others, with the crew mostly just kicking around and eating breakfast food at a local diner at lunchtime, hurrying up and waiting for their appointment with the proprietor of the property to arrive. Finally, it’s time. Shane gets shotgun again, and the aux cord. He plays a really weird lo-fi cover of Hot In Herre and dances with his hands, deliberately trying to distract Ryan like they’re reckless teenagers.</p><p>“What the fuck, Madej,” Teege mutters, but it’s far from the strangest thing Shane has ever put on. Shane only laughs at him where he’s grumpily sat next to all their equipment in the very back of the rental van and starts to sing along. His voice is really compelling, actually, when he’s not hamming it up. It ends up being somehow more distracting than the gesturing.</p><p>They pull up to the site just as John Mellencamp, jarringly, comes on the shuffle next. The proprietor is waiting for them in the doorway. She’s standing right in the threshold in a way that Ryan won’t admit out loud kind of creeps him out. He puts it out of his mind, turning his back to her even though it makes the spot between his shoulders tingle uncomfortably, to help unload.</p><p>Once they get all their shit together Shane leads the way toward the house, the most eager of them all to get started, as usual. Ryan is always gratefully surprised by how Shane never seems to bore of this. But then Shane stops so short that Ryan only just barely avoids running into him.</p><p>“Uh,” he says. He tilts his shoulders to address everyone behind him without actually turning to face any of them. “Nobody eat anything here, okay?”</p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>As a prank on Crowley for napping too long, Aziraphale invites American paranormal investigation show Buzzfeed Unsolved: Supernatural into the bookshop.</p></blockquote><p>The proprietor of A. Z. Fell &amp; Co. Book Sellers is unexpectedly intimidating. He’d seemed like a nice old man, a little spacey, over the phone. Ryan had imagined… well, probably someone who looks just like Mr. Fell, but… The man just has a weird presence. He seems somehow powerful, bigger than himself. Standing next to him feels the same way Ryan would guess it feels to stand next to a Nobel Peace Prize winner and know that you can never be as good as them and that they know it too. It’s in the way he carries himself, Ryan supposes. Like absolutely nothing can touch him, or would even dare to try. Ryan certainly wouldn’t, that’s for sure. He wonders, briefly, why Mr. Fell would even feel the need to call them. But he puts it out of his mind, forcibly orienting himself to the job, regardless of how unaccountably nervous he is.</p><p>“Please do sit down,” Mr. Fell says. His voice is just as kind and friendly as it was over the phone, and Ryan does his best to let it relax him. “Would you boys like some tea? Biscuits?”</p><p>“Um, no thank you,” Ryan refuses, thinking for one hysterical second about fairies and how you should never take food from them - not that he believes in fairies, obviously, but most legends are based on some truth somewhere.</p><p>“I’ll take some!” Shane accepts easily. He’s all but lounging, just shy of rudeness, in one of Mr. Fell’s plush little armchairs in the window of the bookshop.</p><p>“Oh!” says Mr. Fell, and he seems absolutely thrilled about it. “Lovely! I’ll just nip to the back and bring some up, shall I? Make yourselves comfortable, won’t be but a moment.”</p><p>“You truly have no soul,” Ryan hisses at Shane as soon as Mr. Fell is out of earshot. Shane gives him a half-startled, half-amused double blink. “You seriously don’t feel that?” Shane blinks again, and then his eyebrows jump and he grins.</p><p>“Don’t tell me you’re gettin’ the vibes off of Mister Vintage Dandy,” he teases. Ryan glares, and Shane huffs a quiet laugh, at least being careful not to alert Mr. Fell that they’re gossiping about him. “C'mon, Ry, he’s like someone’s sweet old grandpa. Betcha five bucks he’s gonna offer us caramel candy next.”</p><p>“Who even says ‘dandy’? It’s twenty-twenty, Shane,” Ryan mutters, but he can’t respond any further than that because he can feel Mr. Fell approaching them again from behind what seems like endless dark shelves. Mr. Fell sets down a plate piled high with cookies and pastries and settles himself with a little wiggle into the third armchair, his thighs pressing out the perfect crease in the legs of his beige pants. Ryan drags his eyes away from Mr. Fell’s lap, wondering uncomfortably why he noticed that. Shane catches his eye with a subtle gesture and when Ryan glances over at him Shane smugly holds up what is undeniably a caramel flavored salt water taffy. Shane unwraps the candy and pops it into his mouth, leaning back in his chair like he’s won something. He hasn’t won shit.</p><p>“So, Mr. Fell,” Ryan starts.</p><p>“Yes, my dear boy?” Mr. Fell says, and Ryan stutters to a halt with red cheeks. He squirms a little, clears his throat.</p><p>“Uh,” he tries again. “So, you requested that we come investigate your bookshop. Would you please restate for the cameras why you did that?”</p><p>“Oh, of course, yes!” Mr. Fell sets down his tea. He sits up straight with his hands flat on his knees. “I believe that my bookshop is infested with a demon.”</p></blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Thor has learned that the past and the present and the future are three strands in a string, woven together.</p>
<p><small>I used accusations similar to blood libel to demonstrate that the justifications for violence against a specific being were falsified for a political agenda. It’s vague and brief but might be triggering.</small></p>
<blockquote>
<p>Thor is making merry after a grand adventure. He is too drunken already to tell the tale anymore. Around him, Thor’s friends are loud and raucous and warm. Volstagg has his shirt torn from his shoulders and falling about his waist, still tucked into his pants, arm wrestling a maiden who seems taken with him with one hand and feeding himself roast boar with the other. Fandral’s back, still tacky through his shirt with blood (someone else’s) and sweat (his own), is pressed against Thor’s side, his laughter bright in Thor’s ear, each of his arms wrapped round the shoulders of a breathtaking woman. Sif is drinking men under the table, them lining up orderly before her for the privilege. Loki has taken up the mantle of recounting their victory, standing on top of the table with softly glowing fingers as illusions dance around him. His rhymes are steadily declining in quality as he continues to drink as well, though even still his voice never breaks and he never stutters.</p>
<p>There is something not quite right, but Thor cannot place it.</p>
<p>The hot sun beats down through a clear blue sky. The earth underneath Thor’s boots is hard-packed and flat. He’s braced on the balls of his feet with a sword in each hand, a layer of sweat building underneath his leather and plate armor. Steve is on his left, Loki on his right, and ahead of them, charging, is a seemingly unending herd of beasts. The beasts are like hairless, blind dogs with thick mottled grey skin.</p>
<p>The blood of the dog-beasts smells foul in the heat of the day, twice as much so underscored with the bright ozone scent of Thor’s lightning. They are loud as they attack, and loud as they die, and loud as they continue and continue and continue to charge. Thor is slick with gore. Some has gotten into his mouth, tasting of rot. He has lost track of Loki on the battlefield. He wonders if he will ever see his brother again.</p>
<p>The snowy air at the topmost open arched stone window of the All-Mother’s favorite palace tower stings pleasantly in Thor’s lungs as he looks out from it across the glittering landscape below. He feels strange, as if he hasn’t yet earned the right to stand here, despite that he was born in this palace. Some of the roofs below are gilded in gold. Thor thinks they are beautiful and familiar and majestic, and also hideous and sickening and garish. He feels powerful, righteous. He feels betrayed, guilty. Huginn sits at his left hand. Muninn is absent. Thor can’t remember ever being able to tell the difference between them without being told before. His mother stands at his right shoulder, leaning comfortably in the window on her elbow, smiling gently, patiently. She was always so patient with him.</p>
<p>“I’m afraid it won’t ever get less confusing,” she tells him. Her mouth is twisted in a wry humor that she has only ever allowed Thor to see once or twice before, but her eyes are clear and lit with a soft happiness. “It’s an art.”</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Loki only knows what he doesn’t want when it is forced on him.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>Loki looks out at the city - the name of the place irrelevant - and the destruction slakes a thirst in him that has done nothing but grow in the last two years. He feels the urge to join the Chitauri in their violence, craves the feeling of brick and bone crumbling in his own hands, but the desire dies quickly under the cool knowledge that he must guard the portal. Surely, soothes the blessed, beautiful clarity in the back of his mind, which Thanos and the Other so graciously gifted to Loki through the Mind Stone, victory will be more satisfying than personal involvement. Of course. Loki has said as such to Thor himself, countless times. Thor, the wretched thoughtless arrogant-</p>
<p>“Loki!” Ah, speak of a foul loathsome thing and it shall appear. “Turn off the Tesseract or I will destroy it!”</p>
<p>Loki’s rage and hatred is familiar, and stoked eagerly by the extra presence in his mind. Yes, Thanos and the Other support Loki in this. Thor is a blight and he deserves death. Loki turns towards Thor, a step below Loki just off Stark’s ostentatious landing pad, letting his lip curl up off of his teeth to imitate the furious wild thing howling and clawing inside him.</p>
<p>“You can’t,” he taunts. “There is no stopping it! There is only… The War.” The phrase feels strange in his mouth, but the way Thor glares is delicious. Here, now, Loki’s clearer thoughts encourage, now you can get your hands in, like you wanted. Yes, that’s right. That is exactly what Loki wants. He wants to kill Thor. He has always wanted to kill Thor. He tried before and was thwarted, but Thor does not have Odin’s protection now. Now, Loki can kill him. He can do it himself and see it truly done. With an eager, wrathful scream, Loki leaps down from the landing pad and swings the scepter at Thor’s head with all of his might.</p>
<p>Thor will die.</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Loki only knows what he doesn’t want when it is forced on him.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>Loki looks out at the city - the name of the place irrelevant - and the destruction slakes a thirst in him that has done nothing but grow in the last two years. He feels the urge to join the Chitauri in their violence, craves the feeling of brick and bone crumbling in his own hands, but the desire dies quickly under the cool knowledge that he must guard the portal. Surely, soothes the blessed, beautiful clarity in the back of his mind, which Thanos and the Other so graciously gifted to Loki through the Mind Stone, victory will be more satisfying than personal involvement. Of course. Loki has said as such to Thor himself, countless times. Thor, the wretched thoughtless arrogant-</p>
<p>“Loki!” Ah, speak of a foul loathsome thing and it shall appear. “Turn off the Tesseract or I will destroy it!”</p>
<p>Loki’s rage and hatred is familiar, and stoked eagerly by the extra presence in his mind. Yes, Thanos and the Other support Loki in this. Thor is a blight and he deserves death. Loki turns towards Thor, a step below Loki just off Stark’s ostentatious landing pad, letting his lip curl up off of his teeth to imitate the furious wild thing howling and clawing inside him.</p>
<p>“You can’t,” he taunts. “There is no stopping it! There is only… The War.” The phrase feels strange in his mouth, but the way Thor glares is delicious. Here, now, Loki’s clearer thoughts encourage, now you can get your hands in, like you wanted. Yes, that’s right. That is exactly what Loki wants. He wants to kill Thor. He has always wanted to kill Thor. He tried before and was thwarted, but Thor does not have Odin’s protection now. Now, Loki can kill him. He can do it himself and see it truly done. With an eager, wrathful scream, Loki leaps down from the landing pad and swings the scepter at Thor’s head with all of his might.</p>
<p>Thor will die.</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Loki only knows what he doesn’t want when it is forced on him.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>Loki looks out at the city - the name of the place irrelevant - and the destruction slakes a thirst in him that has done nothing but grow in the last two years. He feels the urge to join the Chitauri in their violence, craves the feeling of brick and bone crumbling in his own hands, but the desire dies quickly under the cool knowledge that he must guard the portal. Surely, soothes the blessed, beautiful clarity in the back of his mind, which Thanos and the Other so graciously gifted to Loki through the Mind Stone, victory will be more satisfying than personal involvement. Of course. Loki has said as such to Thor himself, countless times. Thor, the wretched thoughtless arrogant-</p>
<p>“Loki!” Ah, speak of a foul loathsome thing and it shall appear. “Turn off the Tesseract or I will destroy it!”</p>
<p>Loki’s rage and hatred is familiar, and stoked eagerly by the extra presence in his mind. Yes, Thanos and the Other support Loki in this. Thor is a blight and he deserves death. Loki turns towards Thor, a step below Loki just off Stark’s ostentatious landing pad, letting his lip curl up off of his teeth to imitate the furious wild thing howling and clawing inside him.</p>
<p>“You can’t,” he taunts. “There is no stopping it! There is only… The War.” The phrase feels strange in his mouth, but the way Thor glares is delicious. Here, now, Loki’s clearer thoughts encourage, now you can get your hands in, like you wanted. Yes, that’s right. That is exactly what Loki wants. He wants to kill Thor. He has always wanted to kill Thor. He tried before and was thwarted, but Thor does not have Odin’s protection now. Now, Loki can kill him. He can do it himself and see it truly done. With an eager, wrathful scream, Loki leaps down from the landing pad and swings the scepter at Thor’s head with all of his might.</p>
<p>Thor will die.</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<blockquote><blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>As a prank on Crowley for napping too long, Aziraphale invites American paranormal investigation show Buzzfeed Unsolved: Supernatural into the bookshop.</p></blockquote><p>The proprietor of A. Z. Fell &amp; Co. Book Sellers is unexpectedly intimidating. He’d seemed like a nice old man, a little spacey, over the phone. Ryan had imagined… well, probably someone who looks just like Mr. Fell, but… The man just has a weird presence. He seems somehow powerful, bigger than himself. Standing next to him feels the same way Ryan would guess it feels to stand next to a Nobel Peace Prize winner and know that you can never be as good as them and that they know it too. It’s in the way he carries himself, Ryan supposes. Like absolutely nothing can touch him, or would even dare to try. Ryan certainly wouldn’t, that’s for sure. He wonders, briefly, why Mr. Fell would even feel the need to call them. But he puts it out of his mind, forcibly orienting himself to the job, regardless of how unaccountably nervous he is.</p><p>“Please do sit down,” Mr. Fell says. His voice is just as kind and friendly as it was over the phone, and Ryan does his best to let it relax him. “Would you boys like some tea? Biscuits?”</p><p>“Um, no thank you,” Ryan refuses, thinking for one hysterical second about fairies and how you should never take food from them - not that he believes in fairies, obviously, but most legends are based on some truth somewhere.</p><p>“I’ll take some!” Shane accepts easily. He’s all but lounging, just shy of rudeness, in one of Mr. Fell’s plush little armchairs in the window of the bookshop.</p><p>“Oh!” says Mr. Fell, and he seems absolutely thrilled about it. “Lovely! I’ll just nip to the back and bring some up, shall I? Make yourselves comfortable, won’t be but a moment.”</p><p>“You truly have no soul,” Ryan hisses at Shane as soon as Mr. Fell is out of earshot. Shane gives him a half-startled, half-amused double blink. “You seriously don’t feel that?” Shane blinks again, and then his eyebrows jump and he grins.</p><p>“Don’t tell me you’re gettin’ the vibes off of Mister Vintage Dandy,” he teases. Ryan glares, and Shane huffs a quiet laugh, at least being careful not to alert Mr. Fell that they’re gossiping about him. “C'mon, Ry, he’s like someone’s sweet old grandpa. Betcha five bucks he’s gonna offer us caramel candy next.”</p><p>“Who even says ‘dandy’? It’s twenty-twenty, Shane,” Ryan mutters, but he can’t respond any further than that because he can feel Mr. Fell approaching them again from behind what seems like endless dark shelves. Mr. Fell sets down a plate piled high with cookies and pastries and settles himself with a little wiggle into the third armchair, his thighs pressing out the perfect crease in the legs of his beige pants. Ryan drags his eyes away from Mr. Fell’s lap, wondering uncomfortably why he noticed that. Shane catches his eye with a subtle gesture and when Ryan glances over at him Shane smugly holds up what is undeniably a caramel flavored salt water taffy. Shane unwraps the candy and pops it into his mouth, leaning back in his chair like he’s won something. He hasn’t won shit.</p><p>“So, Mr. Fell,” Ryan starts.</p><p>“Yes, my dear boy?” Mr. Fell says, and Ryan stutters to a halt with red cheeks. He squirms a little, clears his throat.</p><p>“Uh,” he tries again. “So, you requested that we come investigate your bookshop. Would you please restate for the cameras why you did that?”</p><p>“Oh, of course, yes!” Mr. Fell sets down his tea. He sits up straight with his hands flat on his knees. “I believe that my bookshop is infested with a demon.”</p></blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Loki only knows what he doesn’t want when it is forced on him.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>Loki looks out at the city - the name of the place irrelevant - and the destruction slakes a thirst in him that has done nothing but grow in the last two years. He feels the urge to join the Chitauri in their violence, craves the feeling of brick and bone crumbling in his own hands, but the desire dies quickly under the cool knowledge that he must guard the portal. Surely, soothes the blessed, beautiful clarity in the back of his mind, which Thanos and the Other so graciously gifted to Loki through the Mind Stone, victory will be more satisfying than personal involvement. Of course. Loki has said as such to Thor himself, countless times. Thor, the wretched thoughtless arrogant-</p>
<p>“Loki!” Ah, speak of a foul loathsome thing and it shall appear. “Turn off the Tesseract or I will destroy it!”</p>
<p>Loki’s rage and hatred is familiar, and stoked eagerly by the extra presence in his mind. Yes, Thanos and the Other support Loki in this. Thor is a blight and he deserves death. Loki turns towards Thor, a step below Loki just off Stark’s ostentatious landing pad, letting his lip curl up off of his teeth to imitate the furious wild thing howling and clawing inside him.</p>
<p>“You can’t,” he taunts. “There is no stopping it! There is only… The War.” The phrase feels strange in his mouth, but the way Thor glares is delicious. Here, now, Loki’s clearer thoughts encourage, now you can get your hands in, like you wanted. Yes, that’s right. That is exactly what Loki wants. He wants to kill Thor. He has always wanted to kill Thor. He tried before and was thwarted, but Thor does not have Odin’s protection now. Now, Loki can kill him. He can do it himself and see it truly done. With an eager, wrathful scream, Loki leaps down from the landing pad and swings the scepter at Thor’s head with all of his might.</p>
<p>Thor will die.</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Loki only knows what he doesn’t want when it is forced on him.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>Loki looks out at the city - the name of the place irrelevant - and the destruction slakes a thirst in him that has done nothing but grow in the last two years. He feels the urge to join the Chitauri in their violence, craves the feeling of brick and bone crumbling in his own hands, but the desire dies quickly under the cool knowledge that he must guard the portal. Surely, soothes the blessed, beautiful clarity in the back of his mind, which Thanos and the Other so graciously gifted to Loki through the Mind Stone, victory will be more satisfying than personal involvement. Of course. Loki has said as such to Thor himself, countless times. Thor, the wretched thoughtless arrogant-</p>
<p>“Loki!” Ah, speak of a foul loathsome thing and it shall appear. “Turn off the Tesseract or I will destroy it!”</p>
<p>Loki’s rage and hatred is familiar, and stoked eagerly by the extra presence in his mind. Yes, Thanos and the Other support Loki in this. Thor is a blight and he deserves death. Loki turns towards Thor, a step below Loki just off Stark’s ostentatious landing pad, letting his lip curl up off of his teeth to imitate the furious wild thing howling and clawing inside him.</p>
<p>“You can’t,” he taunts. “There is no stopping it! There is only… The War.” The phrase feels strange in his mouth, but the way Thor glares is delicious. Here, now, Loki’s clearer thoughts encourage, now you can get your hands in, like you wanted. Yes, that’s right. That is exactly what Loki wants. He wants to kill Thor. He has always wanted to kill Thor. He tried before and was thwarted, but Thor does not have Odin’s protection now. Now, Loki can kill him. He can do it himself and see it truly done. With an eager, wrathful scream, Loki leaps down from the landing pad and swings the scepter at Thor’s head with all of his might.</p>
<p>Thor will die.</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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Link: <blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>As a prank on Crowley for napping too long, Aziraphale invites American paranormal investigation show Buzzfeed Unsolved: Supernatural into the bookshop.</p></blockquote><p>The proprietor of A. Z. Fell &amp; Co. Book Sellers is unexpectedly intimidating. He&rsquo;d seemed like a nice old man, a little spacey, over the phone. Ryan had imagined&hellip; well, probably someone who looks just like Mr. Fell, but&hellip; The man just has a weird presence. He seems somehow powerful, bigger than himself. Standing next to him feels the same way Ryan would guess it feels to stand next to a Nobel Peace Prize winner and know that you can never be as good as them and that they know it too. It&rsquo;s in the way he carries himself, Ryan supposes. Like absolutely nothing can touch him, or would even dare to try. Ryan certainly wouldn&rsquo;t, that&rsquo;s for sure. He wonders, briefly, why Mr. Fell would even feel the need to call them. But he puts it out of his mind, forcibly orienting himself to the job, regardless of how unaccountably nervous he is.</p><p>&ldquo;Please do sit down,&rdquo; Mr. Fell says. His voice is just as kind and friendly as it was over the phone, and Ryan does his best to let it relax him. &ldquo;Would you boys like some tea? Biscuits?&rdquo;</p><p>&ldquo;Um, no thank you,&rdquo; Ryan refuses, thinking for one hysterical second about fairies and how you should never take food from them - not that he believes in fairies, obviously, but most legends are based on some truth somewhere.</p><p>&ldquo;I&rsquo;ll take some!&rdquo; Shane accepts easily. He&rsquo;s all but lounging, just shy of rudeness, in one of Mr. Fell&rsquo;s plush little armchairs in the window of the bookshop.</p><p>&ldquo;Oh!&rdquo; says Mr. Fell, and he seems absolutely thrilled about it. &ldquo;Lovely! I&rsquo;ll just nip to the back and bring some up, shall I? Make yourselves comfortable, won&rsquo;t be but a moment.&rdquo;</p><p>&ldquo;You truly have no soul,&rdquo; Ryan hisses at Shane as soon as Mr. Fell is out of earshot. Shane gives him a half-startled, half-amused double blink. &ldquo;You seriously don&rsquo;t feel that?&rdquo; Shane blinks again, and then his eyebrows jump and he grins.</p><p>&ldquo;Don&rsquo;t tell me you&rsquo;re gettin&rsquo; the vibes off of Mister Vintage Dandy,&rdquo; he teases. Ryan glares, and Shane huffs a quiet laugh, at least being careful not to alert Mr. Fell that they&rsquo;re gossiping about him. &ldquo;C'mon, Ry, he&rsquo;s like someone&rsquo;s sweet old grandpa. Betcha five bucks he&rsquo;s gonna offer us caramel candy next.&rdquo;</p><p>&ldquo;Who even says &lsquo;dandy&rsquo;? It&rsquo;s twenty-twenty, Shane,&rdquo; Ryan mutters, but he can&rsquo;t respond any further than that because he can feel Mr. Fell approaching them again from behind what seems like endless dark shelves. Mr. Fell sets down a plate piled high with cookies and pastries and settles himself with a little wiggle into the third armchair, his thighs pressing out the perfect crease in the legs of his beige pants. Ryan drags his eyes away from Mr. Fell&rsquo;s lap, wondering uncomfortably why he noticed that. Shane catches his eye with a subtle gesture and when Ryan glances over at him Shane smugly holds up what is undeniably a caramel flavored salt water taffy. Shane unwraps the candy and pops it into his mouth, leaning back in his chair like he&rsquo;s won something. He hasn&rsquo;t won shit.</p><p>&ldquo;So, Mr. Fell,&rdquo; Ryan starts.</p><p>&ldquo;Yes, my dear boy?&rdquo; Mr. Fell says, and Ryan stutters to a halt with red cheeks. He squirms a little, clears his throat.</p><p>&ldquo;Uh,&rdquo; he tries again. &ldquo;So, you requested that we come investigate your bookshop. Would you please restate for the cameras why you did that?&rdquo;</p><p>&ldquo;Oh, of course, yes!&rdquo; Mr. Fell sets down his tea. He sits up straight with his hands flat on his knees. &ldquo;I believe that my bookshop is infested with a demon.&rdquo;</p>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Loki only knows what he doesn’t want when it is forced on him.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>Loki looks out at the city - the name of the place irrelevant - and the destruction slakes a thirst in him that has done nothing but grow in the last two years. He feels the urge to join the Chitauri in their violence, craves the feeling of brick and bone crumbling in his own hands, but the desire dies quickly under the cool knowledge that he must guard the portal. Surely, soothes the blessed, beautiful clarity in the back of his mind, which Thanos and the Other so graciously gifted to Loki through the Mind Stone, victory will be more satisfying than personal involvement. Of course. Loki has said as such to Thor himself, countless times. Thor, the wretched thoughtless arrogant-</p>
<p>“Loki!” Ah, speak of a foul loathsome thing and it shall appear. “Turn off the Tesseract or I will destroy it!”</p>
<p>Loki’s rage and hatred is familiar, and stoked eagerly by the extra presence in his mind. Yes, Thanos and the Other support Loki in this. Thor is a blight and he deserves death. Loki turns towards Thor, a step below Loki just off Stark’s ostentatious landing pad, letting his lip curl up off of his teeth to imitate the furious wild thing howling and clawing inside him.</p>
<p>“You can’t,” he taunts. “There is no stopping it! There is only… The War.” The phrase feels strange in his mouth, but the way Thor glares is delicious. Here, now, Loki’s clearer thoughts encourage, now you can get your hands in, like you wanted. Yes, that’s right. That is exactly what Loki wants. He wants to kill Thor. He has always wanted to kill Thor. He tried before and was thwarted, but Thor does not have Odin’s protection now. Now, Loki can kill him. He can do it himself and see it truly done. With an eager, wrathful scream, Loki leaps down from the landing pad and swings the scepter at Thor’s head with all of his might.</p>
<p>Thor will die.</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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Link: <p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Loki only knows what he doesn&rsquo;t want when it is forced on him.</p><blockquote><p>Loki looks out at the city - the name of the place irrelevant - and the destruction slakes a thirst in him that has done nothing but grow in the last two years. He feels the urge to join the Chitauri in their violence, craves the feeling of brick and bone crumbling in his own hands, but the desire dies quickly under the cool knowledge that he must guard the portal. Surely, soothes the blessed, beautiful clarity in the back of his mind, which Thanos and the Other so graciously gifted to Loki through the Mind Stone, victory will be more satisfying than personal involvement. Of course. Loki has said as such to Thor himself, countless times. Thor, the wretched thoughtless arrogant-</p><p>&ldquo;Loki!&rdquo; Ah, speak of a foul loathsome thing and it shall appear. &ldquo;Turn off the Tesseract or I will destroy it!&rdquo;</p><p>Loki&rsquo;s rage and hatred is familiar, and stoked eagerly by the extra presence in his mind. Yes, Thanos and the Other support Loki in this. Thor is a blight and he deserves death. Loki turns towards Thor, a step below Loki just off Stark&rsquo;s ostentatious landing pad, letting his lip curl up off of his teeth to imitate the furious wild thing howling and clawing inside him.</p><p>&ldquo;You can&rsquo;t,&rdquo; he taunts. &ldquo;There is no stopping it! There is only&hellip; The War.&rdquo; The phrase feels strange in his mouth, but the way Thor glares is delicious. Here, now, Loki&rsquo;s clearer thoughts encourage, now you can get your hands in, like you wanted. Yes, that&rsquo;s right. That is exactly what Loki wants. He wants to kill Thor. He has always wanted to kill Thor. He tried before and was thwarted, but Thor does not have Odin&rsquo;s protection now. Now, Loki can kill him. He can do it himself and see it truly done. With an eager, wrathful scream, Loki leaps down from the landing pad and swings the scepter at Thor&rsquo;s head with all of his might.</p><p>Thor will die.</p></blockquote>
punish me with this, and this with me: Loki & Thor + Loki under mind control
https://archiveofourown.org/works/23960572
Body: 
Tags: marvel, thor, loki, fic, little cuts, gen

Post id: 616966288250650624
Date: 2020-05-02 02:01:43 GMT
Post url: https://calicojackofficial.tumblr.com/post/616966288250650624/big-as-the-ocean-and-equally-hard-to-control
Slug: big-as-the-ocean-and-equally-hard-to-control
Reblog key: HrdfEEyb
Reblog url: https://calicojackofficial.tumblr.com/post/615231173955895296/big-as-the-ocean-and-equally-hard-to-control
Reblog name: calicojackofficial
Link: <p><a href="https://untitledfirbolg.tumblr.com/post/614977528586780672/big-as-the-ocean-and-equally-hard-to-control" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">untitledfirbolg</a>:</p><blockquote>
<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Of course you can be happy without being with your soulmate, and Ryan doesn’t judge different kinds of relationships, he just thinks that your soulmate is like the pinnacle of what you can achieve, romantically.</p>
<p>“You sound like a Nicholas Sparks movie,” Shane tells him, because Shane doesn’t believe in soulmates.</p>
<p><small>inspired by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mtG__5dw9g8mH0ybLGI6UfA" target="_blank">@kaya4114</a>‘s <a href="https://kaya4114.tumblr.com/post/185371136445/soulmate-au" target="_blank">text post</a></small></p>
<blockquote>
<p>Obviously it doesn’t last.</p>
<p>Sure, for weeks Ryan is there when Sara and Shane try out new face masks or when they go to the botanical gardens or when the art museum has a visiting exhibit on ancient Chinese erotic poetry or when they play hooky to go to Disneyland. For weeks Ryan makes them watch movie musicals and brings them to a dozen vastly different food trucks they’ve never been to before and takes what feels like hundreds of pictures of them on his phone.</p>
<p>And then, after those weeks, Ryan has a little business trip. It’s one of the increasingly rare businessy things that Shane isn’t involved in. There’s a loose NDA and everything. Ryan heads out of town on Thursday, grumbling and griping without heat about his imminent work weekend. Everything seems normal.</p>
<p>At five in the morning Saturday, Ryan calls Shane. Shane is pulled out of sleep by the buzz of his phone on the bedside table. He glares blearily at it but grabs it to check the caller, and when he sees that it’s Ryan he answers. He answers with a short grunt and nothing else, but it is five in the morning on a Saturday after all so Shane doesn’t care if Ryan was expecting more decorum.</p>
<p>“Uh,” says Ryan over the line. His voice swings up in pitch sharply. “Nevermind.” And then he hangs up. Shane is a little pissed off about being woken up for apparently no reason, but the call was short enough that it’s a simple matter for him to go right back to sleep. He wakes up thinking it was a weirdly mundane dream until he sees the call log on his phone. But it doesn’t really seem that significant. Ryan does weird stuff all the time. Shane has all but forgotten about it by the time lunch rolls around that day.</p>
<p>So when Shane picks Ryan up from the airport late Sunday night and Ryan clumsily lets Shane know he wants to go to his own house without saying those words, Shane doesn’t think to connect it to that weird seconds-long phone call. He just figures Ryan is tired, maybe homesick for his own space. No big deal, and he needn’t have been worried about- about hurting Shane’s and Sara’s feelings or whatever it is that made him too nervous to just say ‘hey, take me to my place, please’. Shane takes Ryan to Ryan’s place, and he doesn’t worry about it.</p>
<p>That is until Monday and Tuesday and Wednesday and Thursday and Friday all pass without Ryan coming over to theirs. Shane feels Ryan watching him at work all week, staring for long minutes at the side of his face across the short distance between them, but every time he looks over Ryan makes like he’s completely absorbed in his work.</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Thor has learned that the past and the present and the future are three strands in a string, woven together.</p>
<p><small>I used accusations similar to blood libel to demonstrate that the justifications for violence against a specific being were falsified for a political agenda. It’s vague and brief but might be triggering.</small></p>
<blockquote>
<p>Thor is making merry after a grand adventure. He is too drunken already to tell the tale anymore. Around him, Thor’s friends are loud and raucous and warm. Volstagg has his shirt torn from his shoulders and falling about his waist, still tucked into his pants, arm wrestling a maiden who seems taken with him with one hand and feeding himself roast boar with the other. Fandral’s back, still tacky through his shirt with blood (someone else’s) and sweat (his own), is pressed against Thor’s side, his laughter bright in Thor’s ear, each of his arms wrapped round the shoulders of a breathtaking woman. Sif is drinking men under the table, them lining up orderly before her for the privilege. Loki has taken up the mantle of recounting their victory, standing on top of the table with softly glowing fingers as illusions dance around him. His rhymes are steadily declining in quality as he continues to drink as well, though even still his voice never breaks and he never stutters.</p>
<p>There is something not quite right, but Thor cannot place it.</p>
<p>The hot sun beats down through a clear blue sky. The earth underneath Thor’s boots is hard-packed and flat. He’s braced on the balls of his feet with a sword in each hand, a layer of sweat building underneath his leather and plate armor. Steve is on his left, Loki on his right, and ahead of them, charging, is a seemingly unending herd of beasts. The beasts are like hairless, blind dogs with thick mottled grey skin.</p>
<p>The blood of the dog-beasts smells foul in the heat of the day, twice as much so underscored with the bright ozone scent of Thor’s lightning. They are loud as they attack, and loud as they die, and loud as they continue and continue and continue to charge. Thor is slick with gore. Some has gotten into his mouth, tasting of rot. He has lost track of Loki on the battlefield. He wonders if he will ever see his brother again.</p>
<p>The snowy air at the topmost open arched stone window of the All-Mother’s favorite palace tower stings pleasantly in Thor’s lungs as he looks out from it across the glittering landscape below. He feels strange, as if he hasn’t yet earned the right to stand here, despite that he was born in this palace. Some of the roofs below are gilded in gold. Thor thinks they are beautiful and familiar and majestic, and also hideous and sickening and garish. He feels powerful, righteous. He feels betrayed, guilty. Huginn sits at his left hand. Muninn is absent. Thor can’t remember ever being able to tell the difference between them without being told before. His mother stands at his right shoulder, leaning comfortably in the window on her elbow, smiling gently, patiently. She was always so patient with him.</p>
<p>“I’m afraid it won’t ever get less confusing,” she tells him. Her mouth is twisted in a wry humor that she has only ever allowed Thor to see once or twice before, but her eyes are clear and lit with a soft happiness. “It’s an art.”</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary: </b></p>
<blockquote>
  During a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is… something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.</blockquote>
<p>“How close are we gonna end up to Schaumberg?” Shane asks in the car going toward the next hotel. “Maybe we can stop in and see the ‘rents.”</p>
<p>“Okay, first of all,” Ryan protests with a laugh. He keeps his eyes ahead on the unfamiliar roads, but he can feel Shane’s presence shotgun like they’re still touching the way Shane comforted him on that floor in Amityville. “Don’t call them ‘rents , oh my God. And of course I wouldn’t have us come all the way to upstate Illinois and not carve in enough time for you to visit.” Ryan glances at Shane in his peripheral vision just in time to catch the tail end of Shane giving him the sweetest look. He snaps his own eyes back onto the road, biting down a giggle at the ticklish champagne bubbles in his chest.</p>
<p>“You could come with me,” Shane murmurs to the windshield, and makes Ryan’s situation exponentially worse.</p>
<p>The day before the shoot passes the same as all the others, with the crew mostly just kicking around and eating breakfast food at a local diner at lunchtime, hurrying up and waiting for their appointment with the proprietor of the property to arrive. Finally, it’s time. Shane gets shotgun again, and the aux cord. He plays a really weird lo-fi cover of Hot In Herre and dances with his hands, deliberately trying to distract Ryan like they’re reckless teenagers.</p>
<p>“What the fuck, Madej,” Teege mutters, but it’s far from the strangest thing Shane has ever put on. Shane only laughs at him where he’s grumpily sat next to all their equipment in the very back of the rental van and starts to sing along. His voice is really compelling, actually, when he’s not hamming it up. It ends up being somehow more distracting than the gesturing.</p>
<p>They pull up to the site just as John Mellencamp, jarringly, comes on the shuffle next. The proprietor is waiting for them in the doorway. She’s standing right in the threshold in a way that Ryan won’t admit out loud kind of creeps him out. He puts it out of his mind, turning his back to her even though it makes the spot between his shoulders tingle uncomfortably, to help unload.</p>
<p>Once they get all their shit together Shane leads the way toward the house, the most eager of them all to get started, as usual. Ryan is always gratefully surprised by how Shane never seems to bore of this. But then Shane stops so short that Ryan only just barely avoids running into him.</p>
<p>“Uh,” he says. He tilts his shoulders to address everyone behind him without actually turning to face any of them. “Nobody eat anything here, okay?”</p>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Aziraphale possesses Crowley. He was right; they do indeed explode. Euphemistically, that is.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>Crowley is <i>quite </i>sloshed when Aziraphale’s ethereal form manifests opposite him in the bar. For long seconds, before Aziraphale speaks, Crowley thinks he’s only imagining him, the particularly torturous offspring of fantasy and inebriation. Oh, how he aches when he sees Aziraphale, the outline of him all wibbly-wobbly. But then the apparition speaks, and it doesn’t say anything particularly out of character for Aziraphale - nothing too… <i>fanciful</i>, nothing too similar to the things Aziraphale says in Crowley’s dreams - and after six thousand years of incredulously watching him Crowley finds it easy enough to accept that Aziraphale did something so wildly outside the approved angelic playbook. He explains what happened to him, and Crowley explains- too much (too <i>fast</i>). Aziraphale’s spirit shifts uncomfortably, and continues on quickly, something about finding a body. He says, “Pity I can’t inhabit yours,” and laughs it off.</p>
<p><a></a>Here is where it is especially relevant that Crowley is so piss drunk. There he is, sloshing around in his all but fermented brain, still aching, and also only vaguely listening, and he thinks to himself, ‘I am so tired of this’. He’s tired of acting like he doesn’t <i>want</i>. He’s a demon; it’s against his nature.</p>
<p>“Well, why couldn’t you then?” he asks belligerently, plopping his chin into his hand with a harrumph. Or rather, that’s what he means to do. Instead his words come out slurred and whiny and his movement gives off the impression that one half of him is losing its structural integrity.</p>
<p><a></a>“Ah- well,” Aziraphale splutters. &quot;I’m an angel and you’re a demon! We’d probably explode.“ He sounds sad about it and Crowley rolls his eyes so hard he has to miracle away the strain. Typical angel to be so heartbroken over some random harm that hasn’t even come to pass.</p>
<p>“Only one way to find out, angel,” Crowley points out, and it does actually manage to be a little pointy. His attempt to wiggle his eyebrows, less so.</p>
<p>“I hardly think we have the time to be experimenting with our metaphysicality right now, darling,” Aziraphale scoffs. The sound has a strange formless echo to it, given that he’s not actually moving any air around. But Crowley is drunk, and he’s achy and tired, and he’s been so full of this damnable yearning for so long, and there’s hardly any chance that they’ll succeed anyway. He would rather die than not have this, something, just one more chance to know that no one has been closer to Aziraphale than him, one more chance to just- ask the question. Just one more question, just one more time, and go out with a boom before the answer befalls him.</p>
<p><a></a>“You hardly have time to find someone else,” he insists, and his voice is so quiet it must be so obvious what he really means. But, in typical angel fashion, Aziraphale shows him mercy and pretends to take those words at face value.<sup><small><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19783825#three-two" title="footnote 3" target="_blank">3</a></small></sup> He shifts again, squirming along with his inconsistent edges, and sighs deeply.</p>
<p>“Yes,” he says. “Yes, I suppose you’re right. But…” He lifts his imaginary hand to nervously rub along the bridge of his imaginary nose. “Well… Are you quite sure?” Crowley doesn’t so much shrug as undulate his entire body starting at the shoulders.</p>
<p>“I’m a being of self-interest, angel,” he jibes. Silly that he has to say it. Even without the rest of their history together, this alone would make them both deeply aware. “I wouldn’t offer something if I wasn’t willing to give it.” He attempts to tap his wrist. He misses. “C'mon, then! The time bomb’s a-ticking.” Aziraphale gives every appearance of taking a deep breath, of closing his eyes, of leaning in as if for a kiss.</p>
</blockquote>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19783825" target="_blank">Read More</a></p>
<p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p>
</blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary: </b></p><blockquote>
  During a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is… something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.</blockquote><p>“How close are we gonna end up to Schaumberg?” Shane asks in the car going toward the next hotel. “Maybe we can stop in and see the ‘rents.”</p><p>“Okay, first of all,” Ryan protests with a laugh. He keeps his eyes ahead on the unfamiliar roads, but he can feel Shane’s presence shotgun like they’re still touching the way Shane comforted him on that floor in Amityville. “Don’t call them ‘rents , oh my God. And of course I wouldn’t have us come all the way to upstate Illinois and not carve in enough time for you to visit.” Ryan glances at Shane in his peripheral vision just in time to catch the tail end of Shane giving him the sweetest look. He snaps his own eyes back onto the road, biting down a giggle at the ticklish champagne bubbles in his chest.</p><p>“You could come with me,” Shane murmurs to the windshield, and makes Ryan’s situation exponentially worse.</p><p>The day before the shoot passes the same as all the others, with the crew mostly just kicking around and eating breakfast food at a local diner at lunchtime, hurrying up and waiting for their appointment with the proprietor of the property to arrive. Finally, it’s time. Shane gets shotgun again, and the aux cord. He plays a really weird lo-fi cover of Hot In Herre and dances with his hands, deliberately trying to distract Ryan like they’re reckless teenagers.</p><p>“What the fuck, Madej,” Teege mutters, but it’s far from the strangest thing Shane has ever put on. Shane only laughs at him where he’s grumpily sat next to all their equipment in the very back of the rental van and starts to sing along. His voice is really compelling, actually, when he’s not hamming it up. It ends up being somehow more distracting than the gesturing.</p><p>They pull up to the site just as John Mellencamp, jarringly, comes on the shuffle next. The proprietor is waiting for them in the doorway. She’s standing right in the threshold in a way that Ryan won’t admit out loud kind of creeps him out. He puts it out of his mind, turning his back to her even though it makes the spot between his shoulders tingle uncomfortably, to help unload.</p><p>Once they get all their shit together Shane leads the way toward the house, the most eager of them all to get started, as usual. Ryan is always gratefully surprised by how Shane never seems to bore of this. But then Shane stops so short that Ryan only just barely avoids running into him.</p><p>“Uh,” he says. He tilts his shoulders to address everyone behind him without actually turning to face any of them. “Nobody eat anything here, okay?”</p></blockquote>
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<blockquote>
<p><b>Summary:<br/></b>Throughout a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is… something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>Ryan starts off the Supernatural season with an easy one. Shane has been away on a short vacation and loathe as Ryan is to admit it, he missed him, so he’s feeling merciful. He picks something lighthearted, a little silly, something he himself isn’t going to be taking too seriously so Shane won’t have to put the effort in to be respectful. Something they can cover from behind their desk on set, and won’t have to stay up into the wee hours or trek through old dust. It’s a welcome back gift, given without card or comment.</p>
<p>Shane comes in a few minutes late. Across the short distance from the front of the room to the back, he looks too tall for the doorway, just an inch or so larger than life, before he passes into the room and resolves into a normal person. He’s fluffy haired and bleary eyed and soft. He folds himself down into the chair next to Ryan, knocking his knees all over the place like he somehow still isn’t used to having seven miles of leg.</p>
<p>“Hey,” he says. Ryan chews on his lip to keep his grin from getting too big, his heart picking up a beat in excitement that he gets to make Shane laugh in just a matter of minutes. He nods his own greeting in hopes that Shane won’t cotton on too quick and Ryan might be able to take him by surprise - although he can’t help but tap his folder on the table smugly. He pretends not to notice the narrow-eyed glance Shane gives him as TJ starts to count them in. Feeling dastardly, Ryan does wait until Shane takes his customary sip of coffee before he opens the episode.</p>
<p>“Today on Buzzfeed: Unsolved we will be discussing the legendary Unseelie Court,” he introduces, and thrills at the expected choke beside him, “as part of our ongoing investigation into the question - is the supernatural real? So, before we get into it, Shane, do you believe in fairies?” Ryan laughs, feeling accomplished, when Shane shoots him another glare and clears his throat.</p>
<p>“That’s a derisive term,” he non-answers, and it’s Ryan’s turn to choke. Of all the things to turn around on him… But Shane gets that sly little tilt to his mouth that he always gets when he’s gearing up to pull Ryan’s leg until Ryan loses it, when he knows Ryan will never know for sure if he’s fucking with him or not.</p>
<p>“I swear to god, Madej, if you say you believe in f-” Ryan can’t help but laugh into the camera. Shane is just such an endearingly weird dude. Even though he frustrates Ryan to the point of boiling he’s an endless source of entertainment too.</p>
<p>“Maybe I do!” Shane says, leaning back in his chair. His voice has an unusually combative undertone to it. Ryan glances quickly between his friend and Mark and TJ behind the camera, at Devon over by the sound equipment to see if they noticed, but it seems like it was just Ryan. “It makes more sense than ghosts.”</p>
<p>“What- How- How can fairies make more sense than ghosts?” Ryan forgets all about Shane’s vocal idiosyncrasies at that, and turns fully to face him. Now this. This is bullshit.</p>
<p>“The- the Folk are just people who come to be alive in a different way than human people.” Ryan stares at Shane with eyes so wide they feel cold. He truly can’t believe this is happening, but Shane is being completely earnest - maybe even defensive. He really believes in fucking fairies.</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b></p>
<blockquote>
<p><small>Of course you can be happy without being with your soulmate, and Ryan doesn’t judge different kinds of relationships, he just thinks that your soulmate is like the pinnacle of what you can achieve, romantically.</small></p>
<p><small>“You sound like a Nicholas Sparks movie,” Shane tells him, because Shane doesn’t believe in soulmates.</small></p>
</blockquote>
<p><b>Chapters:</b> 4/4; 17k</p>
<hr><p>Ryan seems a little jittery when he settles in at their desk on set to film this next episode of Unsolved. He taps the bottom of his folder on the desk between his hands and blows a breath out between loose lips. Shane is intrigued. The last time Ryan was this nervous before filming off location it was the alien abduction episode. Obviously, Shane thought that whole deal was absolutely ridiculous, but the banter was especially juicy that day because of it. He folds himself down into the chair next to Ryan eagerly. Ryan gives him a semi-suspicious glare out of the corner of his eye while they wait for setup to finish, and Shane grins back cheekily just to make Ryan huff. They get the count down from TJ, and Ryan sits up straighter.</p>
<p>“Today on Unsolved: Supernatural,” he introduces on cue. “We discuss soulmarks as part of our ongoing investigation into the question ‘Is the Paranormal real?’” Shane almost laughs this time as he shakes his head at the camera. He never knows ahead of time about the subjects of the episodes to keep his reactions as genuine as possible. He gets why Ryan is so jumpy now though. For most people, soulmarks are a pretty touchy subject. Ryan makes his way with determination through his notes, citing pseudo-scientific research, testimonials, and ancient writings. He summarizes; light brown for inert, yellow when you meet, green when you become friends, red when you’re in love. There’s a lot of ‘we’ve all heard’ this and &lsquo;everyone knows’ that, but Shane patiently waits it out. “So, do y-”</p>
<p>“Nope,” Shane interrupts the question with relish, popping his p to be obnoxious. Ryan glares at him, pressing his lips tightly together so that he doesn’t ruin his stern look by laughing.</p>
<p>“You didn’t even let me finish,” he complains. “How could you not believe in soulmates?”</p>
<p>“I mean, it’s not supernatural,” Shane explains. He leans back in his seat with a shrug, and takes a negligent sip of his coffee. “It’s some kind of biological thing, obviously. It’s chemical or something, hormonal. It has nothing to do with love.”</p>
<p>“Hormonal,” Ryan repeats, making his voice deliberately flat. “Do you even believe in love?”</p>
<p>“Of course I do!” Shane says. He doesn’t take offense at the question; he knows it’s part of the bit. “I just don’t think it’s magic.”</p>
<p>“I can’t believe you,” Ryan continues. “You’re all about things you can see, but here you are-”</p>
<p>“Yes, Ryan,” Shane agrees, in an affected tone of condescension. He leans forward again for emphasis. “I can see that humans are born with weird birthmarks that change color throughout their life, sometimes in conjunction with another human that they happen to spend a majority of time with. Like- It’s like, you know,” he gestures, somewhat awkwardly, “when ladies’ periods sync up.”</p>
<p>“Like whe- Are you seriously comparing soulmarks to periods?” Ryan demands incredulously, his voice pitching up.</p>
<p>“Menstruation can be a beautiful thing, Ryan,” Shane says sagely, and smirks at Ryan’s outraged scoff. Ryan looks into the camera, shaking his head and smiling a smile that is half grimace. Success.</p>
<p>“As if that’s even-” Ryan mutters, and then switches track. “What about your parents?” Shane raises his eyebrows at Ryan now, a little miffed at last. He knows exactly what Ryan means here, but he asks anyway. It’s always rubbed him the wrong way when people assume.</p>
<p>“What about 'em?”</p>
<p>“I mean, they’re soulmates, right, so-” Ryan says, thinking he’s got a good gotcha going.</p>
<p>“They aren’t, actually,” Shane corrects mildly.</p>
<hr><p><small><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/22611964/chapters/54040213" target="_blank">Keep Reading</a></small></p>
</blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary: </b></p><blockquote>
  During a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is… something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.</blockquote><p>“How close are we gonna end up to Schaumberg?” Shane asks in the car going toward the next hotel. “Maybe we can stop in and see the ‘rents.”</p><p>“Okay, first of all,” Ryan protests with a laugh. He keeps his eyes ahead on the unfamiliar roads, but he can feel Shane’s presence shotgun like they’re still touching the way Shane comforted him on that floor in Amityville. “Don’t call them &lsquo;rents , oh my God. And of course I wouldn’t have us come all the way to upstate Illinois and not carve in enough time for you to visit.” Ryan glances at Shane in his peripheral vision just in time to catch the tail end of Shane giving him the sweetest look. He snaps his own eyes back onto the road, biting down a giggle at the ticklish champagne bubbles in his chest.</p><p>“You could come with me,” Shane murmurs to the windshield, and makes Ryan’s situation exponentially worse.</p><p>The day before the shoot passes the same as all the others, with the crew mostly just kicking around and eating breakfast food at a local diner at lunchtime, hurrying up and waiting for their appointment with the proprietor of the property to arrive. Finally, it’s time. Shane gets shotgun again, and the aux cord. He plays a really weird lo-fi cover of Hot In Herre and dances with his hands, deliberately trying to distract Ryan like they’re reckless teenagers.</p><p>“What the fuck, Madej,” Teege mutters, but it’s far from the strangest thing Shane has ever put on. Shane only laughs at him where he’s grumpily sat next to all their equipment in the very back of the rental van and starts to sing along. His voice is really compelling, actually, when he’s not hamming it up. It ends up being somehow more distracting than the gesturing.</p><p>They pull up to the site just as John Mellencamp, jarringly, comes on the shuffle next. The proprietor is waiting for them in the doorway. She’s standing right in the threshold in a way that Ryan won’t admit out loud kind of creeps him out. He puts it out of his mind, turning his back to her even though it makes the spot between his shoulders tingle uncomfortably, to help unload.</p><p>Once they get all their shit together Shane leads the way toward the house, the most eager of them all to get started, as usual. Ryan is always gratefully surprised by how Shane never seems to bore of this. But then Shane stops so short that Ryan only just barely avoids running into him.</p><p>“Uh,” he says. He tilts his shoulders to address everyone behind him without actually turning to face any of them. “Nobody eat anything here, okay?”</p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Of course you can be happy without being with your soulmate, and Ryan doesn’t judge different kinds of relationships, he just thinks that your soulmate is like the pinnacle of what you can achieve, romantically.</p><p>“You sound like a Nicholas Sparks movie,” Shane tells him, because Shane doesn’t believe in soulmates.</p><p><small>inspired by <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mtG__5dw9g8mH0ybLGI6UfA" target="_blank">@kaya4114</a>‘s <a href="https://kaya4114.tumblr.com/post/185371136445/soulmate-au" target="_blank">text post</a></small></p><blockquote><p>Ryan seems a little jittery when he settles in at their desk on set to film this next episode of Unsolved. He taps the bottom of his folder on the desk between his hands and blows a breath out between loose lips. Shane is intrigued. The last time Ryan was this nervous before filming off location it was the alien abduction episode. Obviously, Shane thought that whole deal was absolutely ridiculous, but the banter was especially juicy that day because of it. He folds himself down into the chair next to Ryan eagerly. Ryan gives him a semi-suspicious glare out of the corner of his eye while they wait for setup to finish, and Shane grins back cheekily just to make Ryan huff. They get the count down from TJ, and Ryan sits up straighter.</p><p>“Today on Unsolved: Supernatural,” he introduces on cue. “We discuss soulmarks as part of our ongoing investigation into the question ‘Is the Paranormal real?’” Shane almost laughs this time as he shakes his head at the camera. He never knows ahead of time about the subjects of the episodes to keep his reactions as genuine as possible. He gets why Ryan is so jumpy now though. For most people, soulmarks are a pretty touchy subject. Ryan makes his way with determination through his notes, citing pseudo-scientific research, testimonials, and ancient writings. He summarizes; light brown for inert, yellow when you meet, green when you become friends, red when you’re in love. There’s a lot of &lsquo;we’ve all heard’ this and 'everyone knows’ that, but Shane patiently waits it out. “So, do y-”</p><p>“Nope,” Shane interrupts the question with relish, popping his p to be obnoxious. Ryan glares at him, pressing his lips tightly together so that he doesn’t ruin his stern look by laughing.</p><p>“You didn’t even let me finish,” he complains. “How could you not believe in soulmates?”</p><p>“I mean, it’s not supernatural,” Shane explains. He leans back in his seat with a shrug, and takes a negligent sip of his coffee. “It’s some kind of biological thing, obviously. It’s chemical or something, hormonal. It has nothing to do with love.”</p><p>“Hormonal,” Ryan repeats, making his voice deliberately flat. “Do you even believe in love?”</p><p>“Of course I do!” Shane says. He doesn’t take offense at the question; he knows it’s part of the bit. “I just don’t think it’s magic.”</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Thor is not Odin’s son right now. Right now he is King. And Valkyrie thinks, maybe, she could trust him.</p><blockquote><p>The room on the ship that has become their de facto strategy room, a small circular offshoot of the bridge that must have once been where the captain could take private hails, is barren and chilly. It’s small and closed up so the recycled air is even more stale here than everywhere else on board. There is nothing inside it but a circular table, no chairs. The last Valkyrie still remembers what it was like inside Odin’s strategy rooms and this is jarring in comparison. It makes her mind spin almost as much as a really good shot.</p><p>Odin’s strategy rooms were filled with low ambient light and shiny dark wood and blood red accents, and long rectangular tables for Odin to sit at the head of. The Valkyrior, if they were even invited, were expected to line the walls in uniform like heroic statues. Here and now, the wood of the round table is unpolished and scuffed underneath Thor’s equally roughened hands where he leans on it heavily, the flaws of both thrown into stark relief by the harsh fluorescents along the upper walls. The skin visible around Thor’s eye patch is still red and swollen and his hair is sticking up in a thousand directions, full of static either from a recent sonic shower or else self-inflicted. He’s wearing a clingy but soft-looking shirt, lounge pants, and canvas shoes. Genetic resemblance aside, he couldn’t look less like Odin if he tried with all his (allegedly considerable) might.</p><p>Valkyrie herself has shown up in basically her pajamas too, though the decision to do so had been belligerent and she’d thought she’d be under-dressed. She also brought a bottle of something golden brown and pungent she found in a closet, but the urge to pointedly drink from it is a little bit lessened now that she sees The Great King Of Asgard looking just like any other tired refugee - just like all the rest of them. Maybe her bullshit isn’t necessary (yet). Loki and Heimdall are here too, and Bruce. Bruce’s outfit is almost identical to Thor’s, though he wears his shirt a little less fitted and has his arms folded self-consciously across his chest. Heimdall wears a sleeveless robe over a leather vest and Loki is in a black suit. He’s so fucking obnoxious. The four of them gather, with varying degrees of closeness, around the new All-Father. Valkyrie places herself directly across from him. Whatever this is about, she wants to watch him as close as she can when he tells them, and she wants him to have to look her in the eye. Just in case.</p><p>Thor breathes deeply once they all go still. He stands up, straightens his shoulders, lifts his chin. He looks like a teenager playing grown-up for a school presentation. Valkyrie feels a twinge of sympathy and takes a sip from her pilfered bottle of stuff to make it go away. The taste is foul but it burns in the back of her throat the same as any other liquor, and what more can she ask than that.</p><p>“What would you guys say if I said I wanted to change how Asgard’s governing body is structured?” Thor asks.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Thor has learned that the past and the present and the future are three strands in a string, woven together.</p><p><small>I used accusations similar to blood libel to demonstrate that the justifications for violence against a specific being were falsified for a political agenda. It’s vague and brief but might be triggering.</small></p><blockquote><p>Thor is making merry after a grand adventure. He is too drunken already to tell the tale anymore. Around him, Thor’s friends are loud and raucous and warm. Volstagg has his shirt torn from his shoulders and falling about his waist, still tucked into his pants, arm wrestling a maiden who seems taken with him with one hand and feeding himself roast boar with the other. Fandral’s back, still tacky through his shirt with blood (someone else’s) and sweat (his own), is pressed against Thor’s side, his laughter bright in Thor’s ear, each of his arms wrapped round the shoulders of a breathtaking woman. Sif is drinking men under the table, them lining up orderly before her for the privilege. Loki has taken up the mantle of recounting their victory, standing on top of the table with softly glowing fingers as illusions dance around him. His rhymes are steadily declining in quality as he continues to drink as well, though even still his voice never breaks and he never stutters.</p><p>There is something not quite right, but Thor cannot place it.</p><p>The hot sun beats down through a clear blue sky. The earth underneath Thor’s boots is hard-packed and flat. He’s braced on the balls of his feet with a sword in each hand, a layer of sweat building underneath his leather and plate armor. Steve is on his left, Loki on his right, and ahead of them, charging, is a seemingly unending herd of beasts. The beasts are like hairless, blind dogs with thick mottled grey skin.</p><p>The blood of the dog-beasts smells foul in the heat of the day, twice as much so underscored with the bright ozone scent of Thor’s lightning. They are loud as they attack, and loud as they die, and loud as they continue and continue and continue to charge. Thor is slick with gore. Some has gotten into his mouth, tasting of rot. He has lost track of Loki on the battlefield. He wonders if he will ever see his brother again.</p><p>The snowy air at the topmost open arched stone window of the All-Mother’s favorite palace tower stings pleasantly in Thor’s lungs as he looks out from it across the glittering landscape below. He feels strange, as if he hasn’t yet earned the right to stand here, despite that he was born in this palace. Some of the roofs below are gilded in gold. Thor thinks they are beautiful and familiar and majestic, and also hideous and sickening and garish. He feels powerful, righteous. He feels betrayed, guilty. Huginn sits at his left hand. Muninn is absent. Thor can’t remember ever being able to tell the difference between them without being told before. His mother stands at his right shoulder, leaning comfortably in the window on her elbow, smiling gently, patiently. She was always so patient with him.</p><p>“I’m afraid it won’t ever get less confusing,” she tells him. Her mouth is twisted in a wry humor that she has only ever allowed Thor to see once or twice before, but her eyes are clear and lit with a soft happiness. “It’s an art.”</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>After defeating Thanos, Loki covets Bruce’s attention.</p><blockquote><p>Loki and Bruce are the only two… well, they’re not Avengers, but teammates, at least for the battle that they’ve just all won together. They’re the only two teammates that don’t have their own rooms inside Avengers Compound, and thus they are the only two left in the common area. They will both probably retire eventually to Thor’s apartments. Or perhaps Bruce will follow Romanov or Stark to bed instead; Loki doesn’t know what either of those situations is like, but both seemed to watch him mournfully all night and Loki feels greedy and smug to have Bruce still here with him for however long that lasts. It is Idunn only knows what time in the morning, Thor and Loki and Valkyrie having led the rest in a victory revel the likes of which surely had only been seen on Old Asgard previously. Loki is warm and loose with drink, and judging by the way Bruce is letting him sprawl all over him when there is a whole empty couch worth of space - not to mention all the other furniture in the room - the other man is just as inebriated. Bruce runs a hand through Loki’s hair and Loki hums happily and presses even closer.</p><p>“So,” Bruce murmurs. Loki can feel his voice vibrate between them, chest to chest as they are, and shivers. “Things are going not too bad for you, huh?” Loki hums again, this time in acknowledgement. He’s not particularly interested in talking, for all that Bruce always manages to make himself interesting. He’d rather continue to drink, and ply Bruce with drink too, and bask in the excuse to get closer, closer, closer. As close as he can get before it’s time to pull away again, to return to his brother’s side while Bruce goes to whomever it is that holds his true loyalty - be that Thor as a member of Asgard like it seems he wants, or maybe Valkyrie if their connection is more than camaraderie, or Romanov or Stark; he could have a place with any of them without effort. But for now he’s here, with Loki, and Loki, proudly selfish, will take as much of him as he can. He throws a leg over Bruce’s lap and tucks his face in so tight to Bruce’s neck that when his lips touch it could have been an accident.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/20441309" target="_blank">Keep Reading</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Leave Me a Tip</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Taako misses Magic Day. Angus investigates why.</p><p>This fic contains internalized ableism in the form of a depressed character interpreting their emotional dysfunction as them being a bad person. No other characters believe this.</p><blockquote><p>Angus waits patiently in the training room for Taako. It’s not the first time that Taako has been late to a Magic Day lesson, so Angus is not that worried. In fact, Taako being late is a routine thing. Agnus thinks that maybe it is a test. He knows most little boys like him are not prone to being patient, but he is not like most little boys and he can wait for a very long time if necessary. Either that or maybe Taako just isn’t very good at keeping track of time, or he doesn’t want to give Angus high expectations. Angus - being the World’s Greatest Detective, and now also the Greatest Detective on The Moon - is very observant, and not very easily tricked, and he has noticed after a few months on board the moon base that Taako can sometimes purposefully express himself in a contrary way. Angus hasn’t yet figured out the purpose of that behavior, but he most certainly will (and that is both a threat and a promise, Angus would say, if anyone asked).</p><p>Angus waits for a very long time. He’s good at waiting, but this is a very very long time. Every time that Angus considers going to look for Taako it takes a little bit more effort to convince himself not to, to keep waiting, to be patient and pass the test. Of course Taako is taking longer this time, right? If it is a test it probably has to get harder before you can pass it for good. (But if it’s not a test… But it’s probably a test, probably. Maybe. But maybe not…)</p><p>Angus is very patient and waits for a very long time, and definitively would have passed this test if it had been a test. He has his mind pretty much made up for him that it wasn’t when Carey, Killian, and Magnus come in to the training room. The three of them all share teasing trash talk, including Magnus even thought Angus knows that Magnus has never once beat either Carey or Killian in a sparring match.</p><p>“Hey, Ango!” Magnus calls to Angus when he notices him. Angus waves, a little sullenly. “Hanging around for the show after your magic lessons, huh?” He flexes. Angus holds his chin high and tries to make sure his lip doesn’t wobble so that Magnus doesn’t notice that he’s upset (hopefully). Taako might be embarrassed if everyone knew he forgot. Angus would probably be embarrassed if he was Taako (Angus is embarrassed as Angus too, that he waited around so long for nothing, but he’s the only detective around here so he’s the only one that has to know that).</p><p>“I was going to, Sir,” he lies. “But I think it will be a little boring with you here too.” Magnus’s mouth drops open in genuine surprise before he plays it up and gasps theatrically. Meanwhile, Carey and Killian are both ooh ing and laughing, and even though he’s still upset Angus can’t help a small proud smile.</p><p>“Tch, wizards ,” Magnus mutters disparagingly, but he’s grinning at Angus as he says it, and he seems pretty proud too. Also, Angus is very happy to be called a wizard, even if he didn’t have a lesson today ( yet , and that is also a threat and a promise). “No appreciation for the rest of us.” Angus quietly leaves while Carey and Killian are pointing out to Magnus that ‘wizards’ seem to appreciate the two of them just fine and Magnus protests that he has Rustic Hospitality and everyone with any taste likes him automatically.</p><p>Angus makes his way towards the suite that Tres Horny Boys share. His feelings are hurt and he’s angry too, even as he tries to come up with excuses for Taako in his head. There could be all sorts of reasons that Taako forgot it was Magic Day. He almost certainly didn’t stand Angus up on purpose, so Angus shouldn’t be mad, right?</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19983226" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Crowley has a kink. The kink is Aziraphale.</p><p><small>This fic contains a masochist discovering his kink during the course of exploring his demisexuality without understanding it yet. That could be triggering, and is the main reason I chose the ambiguous warning tag. Other reasons include but may not be limited to the same character and his partner neglecting to negotiate a scene until it has already begun, which is unsafe to do irl. Proceed at your own discretion.</small></p><blockquote><p>It’s Aziraphale’s fault. It’s Aziraphale’s fault, and Crowley will defend that hill until such time as he ceases completely to exist. If Aziraphale ever tries to say that it was Crowley who tempted or corrupted him, in this specific particular case Crowley has a defense prepared.</p><p>It all happens because the books are dusty. That’s just how they are, always, even the ones that get regularly handled. Aziraphale likes them that way, not just because it tends to put off customers, but also because he likes to pull one out and blow the dust off of it in a dramatic little cloud. He does this with every single book, every single time, and he bounces on his toes with a besotted little grin at the simple joy it gives him. It’s adorable, and deeply irritating.</p><p>Crowley can’t help but turn to look and watch every time Aziraphale goes through this ridiculous little ritual. It’s like watching a bunny flop over to show its belly, or like a train wreck.2 Crowley is following Aziraphale around, getting in the angel’s way when he can like a needy pet cat. Aziraphale pays him no particular mind except to occasionally glance up at him and give him a look that if it is attempting to be stern is failing. He’s looking around for something in particular; he’d said something about something or other before they’d left the back room but Crowley was only half listening and he can hardly be expected to remember anything when he has thus far endured already two dust cloud shuffles. It’s taking quite a while to find whatever book, in part because Aziraphale doesn’t remember the title or the author, and in part because the shop is poorly organized. Aziraphale likes it that way, not just because it tends to put off customers, but also because he likes to rediscover his own books like they’re new to him and making sure he doesn’t know where any of them are is the best way to get that feeling.</p><p>“Maybe this one,” Aziraphale mutters lowly to himself, squinting at a spine. Crowley leans in a little closer to look at the little wrinkle Aziraphale gets in between his eyebrows when he concentrates hard on something, trying to be subtle when subtlety is really not his strong suit and he knows it. As he moves he runs his fingers along the other books on the shelf, leaving trails in the dust that will be gone by tomorrow (when he’s around Aziraphale sometimes Crowley just gets this inexplicable, insatiable need to touch things). Aziraphale pulls out the book and turns from the shelf, coincidentally in Crowley’s direction, and blows up the dust nearly right into Crowley’s face. Either he doesn’t notice or does a truly bang up job at pretending not to, because he only does his little dance and opens the book with the quiet creak of old binding. Crowley blows some dust out of his lashes with a glare at Aziraphale’s creased forehead, but he’s too- he’s too bewitched by that blessed two-step nonsense that he can’t muster up enough peevishness to mention it. And then he sneezes.</p><p>“G'bless you,” Aziraphale says absently, reflexively. All the dust puffs off of Crowley’s face and it sparkles in the shitty lighting of the shop as if it were something grander, but more importantly an arc of electricity races down Crowley’s back from the base of his skull down to his tailbone. Crowley takes in a sharp breath through his teeth and shivers violently. It’s not… It’s not all bad. It stings, but it’s warm and tingly too. Never has any feeling befit more perfectly the word <i>zing</i>.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19852921" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Aziraphale possesses Crowley. He was right; they do indeed explode. Euphemistically, that is.</p><blockquote><p>Crowley is <i>quite </i>sloshed when Aziraphale’s ethereal form manifests opposite him in the bar. For long seconds, before Aziraphale speaks, Crowley thinks he’s only imagining him, the particularly torturous offspring of fantasy and inebriation. Oh, how he aches when he sees Aziraphale, the outline of him all wibbly-wobbly. But then the apparition speaks, and it doesn’t say anything particularly out of character for Aziraphale - nothing too… <i>fanciful</i>, nothing too similar to the things Aziraphale says in Crowley’s dreams - and after six thousand years of incredulously watching him Crowley finds it easy enough to accept that Aziraphale did something so wildly outside the approved angelic playbook. He explains what happened to him, and Crowley explains- too much (too <i>fast</i>). Aziraphale’s spirit shifts uncomfortably, and continues on quickly, something about finding a body. He says, “Pity I can’t inhabit yours,” and laughs it off.</p><p><a></a>Here is where it is especially relevant that Crowley is so piss drunk. There he is, sloshing around in his all but fermented brain, still aching, and also only vaguely listening, and he thinks to himself, ‘I am so tired of this’. He’s tired of acting like he doesn’t <i>want</i>. He’s a demon; it’s against his nature.</p><p>“Well, why couldn’t you then?” he asks belligerently, plopping his chin into his hand with a harrumph. Or rather, that’s what he means to do. Instead his words come out slurred and whiny and his movement gives off the impression that one half of him is losing its structural integrity.</p><p><a></a>“Ah- well,” Aziraphale splutters. &quot;I’m an angel and you’re a demon! We’d probably explode.“ He sounds sad about it and Crowley rolls his eyes so hard he has to miracle away the strain. Typical angel to be so heartbroken over some random harm that hasn’t even come to pass.</p><p>&ldquo;Only one way to find out, angel,” Crowley points out, and it does actually manage to be a little pointy. His attempt to wiggle his eyebrows, less so.</p><p>“I hardly think we have the time to be experimenting with our metaphysicality right now, darling,” Aziraphale scoffs. The sound has a strange formless echo to it, given that he’s not actually moving any air around. But Crowley is drunk, and he’s achy and tired, and he’s been so full of this damnable yearning for so long, and there’s hardly any chance that they’ll succeed anyway. He would rather die than not have this, something, just one more chance to know that no one has been closer to Aziraphale than him, one more chance to just- ask the question. Just one more question, just one more time, and go out with a boom before the answer befalls him.</p><p><a></a>“You hardly have time to find someone else,” he insists, and his voice is so quiet it must be so obvious what he really means. But, in typical angel fashion, Aziraphale shows him mercy and pretends to take those words at face value.<sup><small><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19783825#three-two" title="footnote 3" target="_blank">3</a></small></sup> He shifts again, squirming along with his inconsistent edges, and sighs deeply.</p><p>“Yes,” he says. “Yes, I suppose you’re right. But…” He lifts his imaginary hand to nervously rub along the bridge of his imaginary nose. “Well… Are you quite sure?” Crowley doesn’t so much shrug as undulate his entire body starting at the shoulders.</p><p>“I’m a being of self-interest, angel,” he jibes. Silly that he has to say it. Even without the rest of their history together, this alone would make them both deeply aware. “I wouldn’t offer something if I wasn’t willing to give it.” He attempts to tap his wrist. He misses. “C'mon, then! The time bomb’s a-ticking.” Aziraphale gives every appearance of taking a deep breath, of closing his eyes, of leaning in as if for a kiss.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19783825" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Loki is happy to deliver his reparations to Earth. He just doesn’t want Thor to see him do it.</p><blockquote><p>Loki and Thor stand together on the flat expanse of a frozen tundra. There are politicians and press (mostly press) at their backs in a crowded half circle. The humans are dressed formally, but their suits and dresses are hidden away under ugly coats, their hair and makeup obscured from view by hats and scarves. Loki and Thor on the other hand still cut impressive silhouettes, metallic highlights catching the glaring sun, since Aesir formal wear includes all the covering and warmth they could need.</p><p>Not, of course, that Loki in fact needs it, after all.</p><p>The Iron Man and the Black Panther are also here, witnesses and the first line of defense in case Loki is a big liar. (Loki is a big liar, but he doesn’t currently bear any ill will or megalomaniacal designs, so it doesn’t particularly matter or pose any threat. But it’s always better safe than sorry, so he doesn’t begrudge them their security measures, feeble as him might find them.)</p><p>Loki and Thor continue forward, up a negligible slope, and the rest remain slightly behind and below. When he and his brother reach the crest of this snowy little hill, Loki looks into the horizon. There is mirth in this. He finds it preferable to any of the alternative feelings that might be present in him. It’ll be easier to focus on when he brings it to Thor’s attention.</p><p>“What are you waiting for?” Thor asks, right on cue. He doesn’t even sound impatient though. Curious, perhaps just a touch long-suffering. But though he can - within reason - predict Loki’s behavior, he seems not to immediately judge it any longer. He truly has changed. Loki knew that, vaguely. But now he finds himself… eager to get to know Thor. As if he is an intriguingly familiar stranger. But that can wait for later. Now… just a little bit more of the same.</p><p>“Oh, I just want us to take a brief second to appreciate the irony of this moment.”</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16537637" target="_blank">Keep Reading</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><blockquote><p><b>Rating:</b> Explicit<br/><b>Warnings:</b> No Archive Warnings Apply<br/><b>Relationships:</b> Hulk/Loki, En Dwi Gast | Grandmaster/Loki, Loki/others<br/><b>Characters:</b> Hulk (Marvel), Loki (Marvel), En Dwi Gast | Grandmaster</p><p><b>Additional Tags:</b> Thor (mentioned), Exhibitionism, Extreme exhibitionism, Performance Sex, sex on stage, Marathon Sex, Group Sex, Multiple Partners, Voyeurism, Polyamory, Barebacking, Enthusiastic Consent, Consensual But Not Safe Or Sane, Consensual Sex, Dom/sub, Intersex Character, Intersex Jotunn (Marvel), Intersex Loki (Marvel), Alien Gender/Sexuality, Rough Sex, Multiple Orgasms, Anal Fingering, Vaginal Fingering, Vaginal Sex, Praise Kink, Name-Calling, Under-negotiated Kink, Aftercare, Obedience, BDSM, 24/7 BDSM elements, Sexual Fantasy, Scared And Horny, Size Difference, Size Kink, Large Cock</p></blockquote><p><i>“What do you think?” Grandmaster purrs wetly into Loki’s ear as Hulk roars gleefully after ‘defeating’ Thor. Grandmaster slips a firm hand up in between Loki’s legs. “You think you could- you could take him, hmm? I think you could take him.”</i></p><p>Combat isn’t the only thing Grandmaster likes to host in his arena, and Loki is his most popular non-gladiatorial contender. What else is there to do but match him up with the other Champion?</p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16470341" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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  During a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is&hellip; something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.</blockquote><p>&ldquo;How close are we gonna end up to Schaumberg?&rdquo; Shane asks in the car going toward the next hotel. &ldquo;Maybe we can stop in and see the &lsquo;rents.&rdquo;</p><p>&ldquo;Okay, first of all,&rdquo; Ryan protests with a laugh. He keeps his eyes ahead on the unfamiliar roads, but he can feel Shane&rsquo;s presence shotgun like they&rsquo;re still touching the way Shane comforted him on that floor in Amityville. &ldquo;Don&rsquo;t call them 'rents , oh my God. And of course I wouldn&rsquo;t have us come all the way to upstate Illinois and not carve in enough time for you to visit.&rdquo; Ryan glances at Shane in his peripheral vision just in time to catch the tail end of Shane giving him the sweetest look. He snaps his own eyes back onto the road, biting down a giggle at the ticklish champagne bubbles in his chest.</p><p>&ldquo;You could come with me,&rdquo; Shane murmurs to the windshield, and makes Ryan&rsquo;s situation exponentially worse.</p><p>The day before the shoot passes the same as all the others, with the crew mostly just kicking around and eating breakfast food at a local diner at lunchtime, hurrying up and waiting for their appointment with the proprietor of the property to arrive. Finally, it&rsquo;s time. Shane gets shotgun again, and the aux cord. He plays a really weird lo-fi cover of Hot In Herre and dances with his hands, deliberately trying to distract Ryan like they&rsquo;re reckless teenagers.</p><p>&ldquo;What the fuck, Madej,&rdquo; Teege mutters, but it&rsquo;s far from the strangest thing Shane has ever put on. Shane only laughs at him where he&rsquo;s grumpily sat next to all their equipment in the very back of the rental van and starts to sing along. His voice is really compelling, actually, when he&rsquo;s not hamming it up. It ends up being somehow more distracting than the gesturing.</p><p>They pull up to the site just as John Mellencamp, jarringly, comes on the shuffle next. The proprietor is waiting for them in the doorway. She&rsquo;s standing right in the threshold in a way that Ryan won&rsquo;t admit out loud kind of creeps him out. He puts it out of his mind, turning his back to her even though it makes the spot between his shoulders tingle uncomfortably, to help unload.</p><p>Once they get all their shit together Shane leads the way toward the house, the most eager of them all to get started, as usual. Ryan is always gratefully surprised by how Shane never seems to bore of this. But then Shane stops so short that Ryan only just barely avoids running into him.</p><p>&ldquo;Uh,&rdquo; he says. He tilts his shoulders to address everyone behind him without actually turning to face any of them. &ldquo;Nobody eat anything here, okay?&rdquo;</p>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Taako misses Magic Day. Angus investigates why.</p>
<p>This fic contains internalized ableism in the form of a depressed character interpreting their emotional dysfunction as them being a bad person. No other characters believe this.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>Angus waits patiently in the training room for Taako. It’s not the first time that Taako has been late to a Magic Day lesson, so Angus is not that worried. In fact, Taako being late is a routine thing. Agnus thinks that maybe it is a test. He knows most little boys like him are not prone to being patient, but he is not like most little boys and he can wait for a very long time if necessary. Either that or maybe Taako just isn’t very good at keeping track of time, or he doesn’t want to give Angus high expectations. Angus - being the World’s Greatest Detective, and now also the Greatest Detective on The Moon - is very observant, and not very easily tricked, and he has noticed after a few months on board the moon base that Taako can sometimes purposefully express himself in a contrary way. Angus hasn’t yet figured out the purpose of that behavior, but he most certainly will (and that is both a threat and a promise, Angus would say, if anyone asked).</p>
<p>Angus waits for a very long time. He’s good at waiting, but this is a very very long time. Every time that Angus considers going to look for Taako it takes a little bit more effort to convince himself not to, to keep waiting, to be patient and pass the test. Of course Taako is taking longer this time, right? If it is a test it probably has to get harder before you can pass it for good. (But if it’s not a test… But it’s probably a test, probably. Maybe. But maybe not…)</p>
<p>Angus is very patient and waits for a very long time, and definitively would have passed this test if it had been a test. He has his mind pretty much made up for him that it wasn’t when Carey, Killian, and Magnus come in to the training room. The three of them all share teasing trash talk, including Magnus even thought Angus knows that Magnus has never once beat either Carey or Killian in a sparring match.</p>
<p>“Hey, Ango!” Magnus calls to Angus when he notices him. Angus waves, a little sullenly. “Hanging around for the show after your magic lessons, huh?” He flexes. Angus holds his chin high and tries to make sure his lip doesn’t wobble so that Magnus doesn’t notice that he’s upset (hopefully). Taako might be embarrassed if everyone knew he forgot. Angus would probably be embarrassed if he was Taako (Angus is embarrassed as Angus too, that he waited around so long for nothing, but he’s the only detective around here so he’s the only one that has to know that).</p>
<p>“I was going to, Sir,” he lies. “But I think it will be a little boring with you here too.” Magnus’s mouth drops open in genuine surprise before he plays it up and gasps theatrically. Meanwhile, Carey and Killian are both ooh ing and laughing, and even though he’s still upset Angus can’t help a small proud smile.</p>
<p>“Tch, wizards ,” Magnus mutters disparagingly, but he’s grinning at Angus as he says it, and he seems pretty proud too. Also, Angus is very happy to be called a wizard, even if he didn’t have a lesson today ( yet , and that is also a threat and a promise). “No appreciation for the rest of us.” Angus quietly leaves while Carey and Killian are pointing out to Magnus that ‘wizards’ seem to appreciate the two of them just fine and Magnus protests that he has Rustic Hospitality and everyone with any taste likes him automatically.</p>
<p>Angus makes his way towards the suite that Tres Horny Boys share. His feelings are hurt and he’s angry too, even as he tries to come up with excuses for Taako in his head. There could be all sorts of reasons that Taako forgot it was Magic Day. He almost certainly didn’t stand Angus up on purpose, so Angus shouldn’t be mad, right?</p>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Of course you can be happy without being with your soulmate, and Ryan doesn’t judge different kinds of relationships, he just thinks that your soulmate is like the pinnacle of what you can achieve, romantically.</p>
<p>“You sound like a Nicholas Sparks movie,” Shane tells him, because Shane doesn’t believe in soulmates.</p>
<p><small>inspired by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mtG__5dw9g8mH0ybLGI6UfA" target="_blank">@kaya4114</a>‘s <a href="https://kaya4114.tumblr.com/post/185371136445/soulmate-au" target="_blank">text post</a></small></p>
<blockquote>
<p>Obviously it doesn’t last.</p>
<p>Sure, for weeks Ryan is there when Sara and Shane try out new face masks or when they go to the botanical gardens or when the art museum has a visiting exhibit on ancient Chinese erotic poetry or when they play hooky to go to Disneyland. For weeks Ryan makes them watch movie musicals and brings them to a dozen vastly different food trucks they’ve never been to before and takes what feels like hundreds of pictures of them on his phone.</p>
<p>And then, after those weeks, Ryan has a little business trip. It’s one of the increasingly rare businessy things that Shane isn’t involved in. There’s a loose NDA and everything. Ryan heads out of town on Thursday, grumbling and griping without heat about his imminent work weekend. Everything seems normal.</p>
<p>At five in the morning Saturday, Ryan calls Shane. Shane is pulled out of sleep by the buzz of his phone on the bedside table. He glares blearily at it but grabs it to check the caller, and when he sees that it’s Ryan he answers. He answers with a short grunt and nothing else, but it is five in the morning on a Saturday after all so Shane doesn’t care if Ryan was expecting more decorum.</p>
<p>“Uh,” says Ryan over the line. His voice swings up in pitch sharply. “Nevermind.” And then he hangs up. Shane is a little pissed off about being woken up for apparently no reason, but the call was short enough that it’s a simple matter for him to go right back to sleep. He wakes up thinking it was a weirdly mundane dream until he sees the call log on his phone. But it doesn’t really seem that significant. Ryan does weird stuff all the time. Shane has all but forgotten about it by the time lunch rolls around that day.</p>
<p>So when Shane picks Ryan up from the airport late Sunday night and Ryan clumsily lets Shane know he wants to go to his own house without saying those words, Shane doesn’t think to connect it to that weird seconds-long phone call. He just figures Ryan is tired, maybe homesick for his own space. No big deal, and he needn’t have been worried about- about hurting Shane’s and Sara’s feelings or whatever it is that made him too nervous to just say ‘hey, take me to my place, please’. Shane takes Ryan to Ryan’s place, and he doesn’t worry about it.</p>
<p>That is until Monday and Tuesday and Wednesday and Thursday and Friday all pass without Ryan coming over to theirs. Shane feels Ryan watching him at work all week, staring for long minutes at the side of his face across the short distance between them, but every time he looks over Ryan makes like he’s completely absorbed in his work.</p>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>An “Order” that consists of but four members? Now that just can’t be right…</p>
<blockquote>
<p>It’s been a little while since Loki has seen a real, actual battlefield. Not that the Black Order will make any attempt to follow war etiquette of course, but there are no buildings or streets or civilians around. Just grass and plains as far as even Jotunn and Æsir eyes can see, with lush green mountains at their backs. Of course, they in the ranks already - ha - assembled know those mountains to be illusory. In this one particular instance Midgardian technology is better than magic though; Ebony, if he still counts himself one of Thanos’s children - and in his case Loki can’t imagine he doesn’t - won’t be able to look through or dispel the Wakandan camouflage.</p>
<p>Loki hasn’t had any way to tell how well his tricks have paid him forward, in the almost-decade since he set them. Eight years can mean a lot for a long game, or it can mean next to nothing. That’s why Loki has kept this particular sowing to himself. It would be… ungraceful to prematurely claim a clever deed that failed. Especially while he’s trying to make himself seem valuable, so that the so-called Avengers will allow him to stay, in his own skin and without harassment, with his brother and his people.</p>
<p>Asgard has been on Earth now for weeks shy of a year. Midgard’s spring draws to a close, and the African heat is making Loki truly miserable as they await the arrival of their would-be invaders. Loki had explained the nature of Thanos’s mission as part of his bid for clemency, as humiliating as it had been to admit to having committed actions not entirely his own. (He had insisted on taking due credit for each little thing that was his idea, unbothered by how every word from his mouth had made several anger-red faces - including Thor’s - edge closer and closer to purple; Loki has always loved a nice gem tone.) Then a few weeks ago, some stellar radar or other had taken note of the size and rapidly shrinking distance of the then-unidentified object that was Sanctuary II. So here they have gathered, all of them who can face such a force - or at least all of them who are willing to die in the attempt. Three Infinity Stones are here on the battlefield with them, their bait.</p>
<p>There are not very many of them. Those original six who met the first invasion, plus a few more. One small army of ordinary, if very skilled and well-equipped, humans. Barley more than half a dozen Ás, only two of them warriors by trade. And Loki.</p>
<p>More than not, Loki awaits the results of his spells and tricks with curiosity, or glee at having done them whether they succeed or not, but right now he finds himself hoping. If his words were powerful enough, his nonchalant asides and his hushed whispers that he left behind to burrow like termites through the foundations of the Black Order, then this meager infantry might be enough.</p>
</blockquote>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/20265856" target="_blank">Read More</a></p>
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<p><b>Summary:</b></p>
<blockquote>
<p><small>Of course you can be happy without being with your soulmate, and Ryan doesn’t judge different kinds of relationships, he just thinks that your soulmate is like the pinnacle of what you can achieve, romantically.</small></p>
<p><small>“You sound like a Nicholas Sparks movie,” Shane tells him, because Shane doesn’t believe in soulmates.</small></p>
</blockquote>
<p><b>Chapters:</b> 4/4; 17k</p>
<hr><p>Ryan seems a little jittery when he settles in at their desk on set to film this next episode of Unsolved. He taps the bottom of his folder on the desk between his hands and blows a breath out between loose lips. Shane is intrigued. The last time Ryan was this nervous before filming off location it was the alien abduction episode. Obviously, Shane thought that whole deal was absolutely ridiculous, but the banter was especially juicy that day because of it. He folds himself down into the chair next to Ryan eagerly. Ryan gives him a semi-suspicious glare out of the corner of his eye while they wait for setup to finish, and Shane grins back cheekily just to make Ryan huff. They get the count down from TJ, and Ryan sits up straighter.</p>
<p>“Today on Unsolved: Supernatural,” he introduces on cue. “We discuss soulmarks as part of our ongoing investigation into the question ‘Is the Paranormal real?’” Shane almost laughs this time as he shakes his head at the camera. He never knows ahead of time about the subjects of the episodes to keep his reactions as genuine as possible. He gets why Ryan is so jumpy now though. For most people, soulmarks are a pretty touchy subject. Ryan makes his way with determination through his notes, citing pseudo-scientific research, testimonials, and ancient writings. He summarizes; light brown for inert, yellow when you meet, green when you become friends, red when you’re in love. There’s a lot of ‘we’ve all heard’ this and ‘everyone knows’ that, but Shane patiently waits it out. “So, do y-”</p>
<p>“Nope,” Shane interrupts the question with relish, popping his p to be obnoxious. Ryan glares at him, pressing his lips tightly together so that he doesn’t ruin his stern look by laughing.</p>
<p>“You didn’t even let me finish,” he complains. “How could you not believe in soulmates?”</p>
<p>“I mean, it’s not supernatural,” Shane explains. He leans back in his seat with a shrug, and takes a negligent sip of his coffee. “It’s some kind of biological thing, obviously. It’s chemical or something, hormonal. It has nothing to do with love.”</p>
<p>“Hormonal,” Ryan repeats, making his voice deliberately flat. “Do you even believe in love?”</p>
<p>“Of course I do!” Shane says. He doesn’t take offense at the question; he knows it’s part of the bit. “I just don’t think it’s magic.”</p>
<p>“I can’t believe you,” Ryan continues. “You’re all about things you can see, but here you are-”</p>
<p>“Yes, Ryan,” Shane agrees, in an affected tone of condescension. He leans forward again for emphasis. “I can see that humans are born with weird birthmarks that change color throughout their life, sometimes in conjunction with another human that they happen to spend a majority of time with. Like- It’s like, you know,” he gestures, somewhat awkwardly, “when ladies’ periods sync up.”</p>
<p>“Like whe- Are you seriously comparing soulmarks to periods?” Ryan demands incredulously, his voice pitching up.</p>
<p>“Menstruation can be a beautiful thing, Ryan,” Shane says sagely, and smirks at Ryan’s outraged scoff. Ryan looks into the camera, shaking his head and smiling a smile that is half grimace. Success.</p>
<p>“As if that’s even-” Ryan mutters, and then switches track. “What about your parents?” Shane raises his eyebrows at Ryan now, a little miffed at last. He knows exactly what Ryan means here, but he asks anyway. It’s always rubbed him the wrong way when people assume.</p>
<p>“What about &lsquo;em?”</p>
<p>“I mean, they’re soulmates, right, so-” Ryan says, thinking he’s got a good gotcha going.</p>
<p>“They aren’t, actually,” Shane corrects mildly.</p>
<hr><p><small><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/22611964/chapters/54040213" target="_blank">Keep Reading</a></small></p>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Crowley has a kink. The kink is Aziraphale.</p>
<p><small>This fic contains a masochist discovering his kink during the course of exploring his demisexuality without understanding it yet. That could be triggering, and is the main reason I chose the ambiguous warning tag. Other reasons include but may not be limited to the same character and his partner neglecting to negotiate a scene until it has already begun, which is unsafe to do irl. Proceed at your own discretion.</small></p>
<blockquote>
<p>It’s Aziraphale’s fault. It’s Aziraphale’s fault, and Crowley will defend that hill until such time as he ceases completely to exist. If Aziraphale ever tries to say that it was Crowley who tempted or corrupted him, in this specific particular case Crowley has a defense prepared.</p>
<p>It all happens because the books are dusty. That’s just how they are, always, even the ones that get regularly handled. Aziraphale likes them that way, not just because it tends to put off customers, but also because he likes to pull one out and blow the dust off of it in a dramatic little cloud. He does this with every single book, every single time, and he bounces on his toes with a besotted little grin at the simple joy it gives him. It’s adorable, and deeply irritating.</p>
<p>Crowley can’t help but turn to look and watch every time Aziraphale goes through this ridiculous little ritual. It’s like watching a bunny flop over to show its belly, or like a train wreck.2 Crowley is following Aziraphale around, getting in the angel’s way when he can like a needy pet cat. Aziraphale pays him no particular mind except to occasionally glance up at him and give him a look that if it is attempting to be stern is failing. He’s looking around for something in particular; he’d said something about something or other before they’d left the back room but Crowley was only half listening and he can hardly be expected to remember anything when he has thus far endured already two dust cloud shuffles. It’s taking quite a while to find whatever book, in part because Aziraphale doesn’t remember the title or the author, and in part because the shop is poorly organized. Aziraphale likes it that way, not just because it tends to put off customers, but also because he likes to rediscover his own books like they’re new to him and making sure he doesn’t know where any of them are is the best way to get that feeling.</p>
<p>“Maybe this one,” Aziraphale mutters lowly to himself, squinting at a spine. Crowley leans in a little closer to look at the little wrinkle Aziraphale gets in between his eyebrows when he concentrates hard on something, trying to be subtle when subtlety is really not his strong suit and he knows it. As he moves he runs his fingers along the other books on the shelf, leaving trails in the dust that will be gone by tomorrow (when he’s around Aziraphale sometimes Crowley just gets this inexplicable, insatiable need to touch things). Aziraphale pulls out the book and turns from the shelf, coincidentally in Crowley’s direction, and blows up the dust nearly right into Crowley’s face. Either he doesn’t notice or does a truly bang up job at pretending not to, because he only does his little dance and opens the book with the quiet creak of old binding. Crowley blows some dust out of his lashes with a glare at Aziraphale’s creased forehead, but he’s too- he’s too bewitched by that blessed two-step nonsense that he can’t muster up enough peevishness to mention it. And then he sneezes.</p>
<p>“G'bless you,” Aziraphale says absently, reflexively. All the dust puffs off of Crowley’s face and it sparkles in the shitty lighting of the shop as if it were something grander, but more importantly an arc of electricity races down Crowley’s back from the base of his skull down to his tailbone. Crowley takes in a sharp breath through his teeth and shivers violently. It’s not… It’s not all bad. It stings, but it’s warm and tingly too. Never has any feeling befit more perfectly the word <i>zing</i>.</p>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b></p>
<blockquote>
<p><small>Of course you can be happy without being with your soulmate, and Ryan doesn’t judge different kinds of relationships, he just thinks that your soulmate is like the pinnacle of what you can achieve, romantically.</small></p>
<p><small>“You sound like a Nicholas Sparks movie,” Shane tells him, because Shane doesn’t believe in soulmates.</small></p>
</blockquote>
<p><b>Chapters:</b> 4/4; 17k</p>
<hr><p>Ryan seems a little jittery when he settles in at their desk on set to film this next episode of Unsolved. He taps the bottom of his folder on the desk between his hands and blows a breath out between loose lips. Shane is intrigued. The last time Ryan was this nervous before filming off location it was the alien abduction episode. Obviously, Shane thought that whole deal was absolutely ridiculous, but the banter was especially juicy that day because of it. He folds himself down into the chair next to Ryan eagerly. Ryan gives him a semi-suspicious glare out of the corner of his eye while they wait for setup to finish, and Shane grins back cheekily just to make Ryan huff. They get the count down from TJ, and Ryan sits up straighter.</p>
<p>“Today on Unsolved: Supernatural,” he introduces on cue. “We discuss soulmarks as part of our ongoing investigation into the question ‘Is the Paranormal real?’” Shane almost laughs this time as he shakes his head at the camera. He never knows ahead of time about the subjects of the episodes to keep his reactions as genuine as possible. He gets why Ryan is so jumpy now though. For most people, soulmarks are a pretty touchy subject. Ryan makes his way with determination through his notes, citing pseudo-scientific research, testimonials, and ancient writings. He summarizes; light brown for inert, yellow when you meet, green when you become friends, red when you’re in love. There’s a lot of &lsquo;we’ve all heard’ this and 'everyone knows’ that, but Shane patiently waits it out. “So, do y-”</p>
<p>“Nope,” Shane interrupts the question with relish, popping his p to be obnoxious. Ryan glares at him, pressing his lips tightly together so that he doesn’t ruin his stern look by laughing.</p>
<p>“You didn’t even let me finish,” he complains. “How could you not believe in soulmates?”</p>
<p>“I mean, it’s not supernatural,” Shane explains. He leans back in his seat with a shrug, and takes a negligent sip of his coffee. “It’s some kind of biological thing, obviously. It’s chemical or something, hormonal. It has nothing to do with love.”</p>
<p>“Hormonal,” Ryan repeats, making his voice deliberately flat. “Do you even believe in love?”</p>
<p>“Of course I do!” Shane says. He doesn’t take offense at the question; he knows it’s part of the bit. “I just don’t think it’s magic.”</p>
<p>“I can’t believe you,” Ryan continues. “You’re all about things you can see, but here you are-”</p>
<p>“Yes, Ryan,” Shane agrees, in an affected tone of condescension. He leans forward again for emphasis. “I can see that humans are born with weird birthmarks that change color throughout their life, sometimes in conjunction with another human that they happen to spend a majority of time with. Like- It’s like, you know,” he gestures, somewhat awkwardly, “when ladies’ periods sync up.”</p>
<p>“Like whe- Are you seriously comparing soulmarks to periods?” Ryan demands incredulously, his voice pitching up.</p>
<p>“Menstruation can be a beautiful thing, Ryan,” Shane says sagely, and smirks at Ryan’s outraged scoff. Ryan looks into the camera, shaking his head and smiling a smile that is half grimace. Success.</p>
<p>“As if that’s even-” Ryan mutters, and then switches track. “What about your parents?” Shane raises his eyebrows at Ryan now, a little miffed at last. He knows exactly what Ryan means here, but he asks anyway. It’s always rubbed him the wrong way when people assume.</p>
<p>“What about 'em?”</p>
<p>“I mean, they’re soulmates, right, so-” Ryan says, thinking he’s got a good gotcha going.</p>
<p>“They aren’t, actually,” Shane corrects mildly.</p>
<hr><p><small><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/22611964/chapters/54040213" target="_blank">Keep Reading</a></small></p>
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<p><b>Summary:</b></p>
<blockquote>
<p><small>Of course you can be happy without being with your soulmate, and Ryan doesn’t judge different kinds of relationships, he just thinks that your soulmate is like the pinnacle of what you can achieve, romantically.</small></p>
<p><small>“You sound like a Nicholas Sparks movie,” Shane tells him, because Shane doesn’t believe in soulmates.</small></p>
</blockquote>
<p><b>Chapters:</b> 4/4; 17k</p>
<hr><p>Ryan seems a little jittery when he settles in at their desk on set to film this next episode of Unsolved. He taps the bottom of his folder on the desk between his hands and blows a breath out between loose lips. Shane is intrigued. The last time Ryan was this nervous before filming off location it was the alien abduction episode. Obviously, Shane thought that whole deal was absolutely ridiculous, but the banter was especially juicy that day because of it. He folds himself down into the chair next to Ryan eagerly. Ryan gives him a semi-suspicious glare out of the corner of his eye while they wait for setup to finish, and Shane grins back cheekily just to make Ryan huff. They get the count down from TJ, and Ryan sits up straighter.</p>
<p>“Today on Unsolved: Supernatural,” he introduces on cue. “We discuss soulmarks as part of our ongoing investigation into the question ‘Is the Paranormal real?’” Shane almost laughs this time as he shakes his head at the camera. He never knows ahead of time about the subjects of the episodes to keep his reactions as genuine as possible. He gets why Ryan is so jumpy now though. For most people, soulmarks are a pretty touchy subject. Ryan makes his way with determination through his notes, citing pseudo-scientific research, testimonials, and ancient writings. He summarizes; light brown for inert, yellow when you meet, green when you become friends, red when you’re in love. There’s a lot of &lsquo;we’ve all heard’ this and 'everyone knows’ that, but Shane patiently waits it out. “So, do y-”</p>
<p>“Nope,” Shane interrupts the question with relish, popping his p to be obnoxious. Ryan glares at him, pressing his lips tightly together so that he doesn’t ruin his stern look by laughing.</p>
<p>“You didn’t even let me finish,” he complains. “How could you not believe in soulmates?”</p>
<p>“I mean, it’s not supernatural,” Shane explains. He leans back in his seat with a shrug, and takes a negligent sip of his coffee. “It’s some kind of biological thing, obviously. It’s chemical or something, hormonal. It has nothing to do with love.”</p>
<p>“Hormonal,” Ryan repeats, making his voice deliberately flat. “Do you even believe in love?”</p>
<p>“Of course I do!” Shane says. He doesn’t take offense at the question; he knows it’s part of the bit. “I just don’t think it’s magic.”</p>
<p>“I can’t believe you,” Ryan continues. “You’re all about things you can see, but here you are-”</p>
<p>“Yes, Ryan,” Shane agrees, in an affected tone of condescension. He leans forward again for emphasis. “I can see that humans are born with weird birthmarks that change color throughout their life, sometimes in conjunction with another human that they happen to spend a majority of time with. Like- It’s like, you know,” he gestures, somewhat awkwardly, “when ladies’ periods sync up.”</p>
<p>“Like whe- Are you seriously comparing soulmarks to periods?” Ryan demands incredulously, his voice pitching up.</p>
<p>“Menstruation can be a beautiful thing, Ryan,” Shane says sagely, and smirks at Ryan’s outraged scoff. Ryan looks into the camera, shaking his head and smiling a smile that is half grimace. Success.</p>
<p>“As if that’s even-” Ryan mutters, and then switches track. “What about your parents?” Shane raises his eyebrows at Ryan now, a little miffed at last. He knows exactly what Ryan means here, but he asks anyway. It’s always rubbed him the wrong way when people assume.</p>
<p>“What about 'em?”</p>
<p>“I mean, they’re soulmates, right, so-” Ryan says, thinking he’s got a good gotcha going.</p>
<p>“They aren’t, actually,” Shane corrects mildly.</p>
<hr><p><small><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/22611964/chapters/54040213" target="_blank">Keep Reading</a></small></p>
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<p><b>Summary:<br/></b>Throughout a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is… something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>Ryan starts off the Supernatural season with an easy one. Shane has been away on a short vacation and loathe as Ryan is to admit it, he missed him, so he’s feeling merciful. He picks something lighthearted, a little silly, something he himself isn’t going to be taking too seriously so Shane won’t have to put the effort in to be respectful. Something they can cover from behind their desk on set, and won’t have to stay up into the wee hours or trek through old dust. It’s a welcome back gift, given without card or comment.</p>
<p>Shane comes in a few minutes late. Across the short distance from the front of the room to the back, he looks too tall for the doorway, just an inch or so larger than life, before he passes into the room and resolves into a normal person. He’s fluffy haired and bleary eyed and soft. He folds himself down into the chair next to Ryan, knocking his knees all over the place like he somehow still isn’t used to having seven miles of leg.</p>
<p>“Hey,” he says. Ryan chews on his lip to keep his grin from getting too big, his heart picking up a beat in excitement that he gets to make Shane laugh in just a matter of minutes. He nods his own greeting in hopes that Shane won’t cotton on too quick and Ryan might be able to take him by surprise - although he can’t help but tap his folder on the table smugly. He pretends not to notice the narrow-eyed glance Shane gives him as TJ starts to count them in. Feeling dastardly, Ryan does wait until Shane takes his customary sip of coffee before he opens the episode.</p>
<p>“Today on Buzzfeed: Unsolved we will be discussing the legendary Unseelie Court,” he introduces, and thrills at the expected choke beside him, “as part of our ongoing investigation into the question - is the supernatural real? So, before we get into it, Shane, do you believe in fairies?” Ryan laughs, feeling accomplished, when Shane shoots him another glare and clears his throat.</p>
<p>“That’s a derisive term,” he non-answers, and it’s Ryan’s turn to choke. Of all the things to turn around on him… But Shane gets that sly little tilt to his mouth that he always gets when he’s gearing up to pull Ryan’s leg until Ryan loses it, when he knows Ryan will never know for sure if he’s fucking with him or not.</p>
<p>“I swear to god, Madej, if you say you believe in f-” Ryan can’t help but laugh into the camera. Shane is just such an endearingly weird dude. Even though he frustrates Ryan to the point of boiling he’s an endless source of entertainment too.</p>
<p>“Maybe I do!” Shane says, leaning back in his chair. His voice has an unusually combative undertone to it. Ryan glances quickly between his friend and Mark and TJ behind the camera, at Devon over by the sound equipment to see if they noticed, but it seems like it was just Ryan. “It makes more sense than ghosts.”</p>
<p>“What- How- How can fairies make more sense than ghosts?” Ryan forgets all about Shane’s vocal idiosyncrasies at that, and turns fully to face him. Now this. This is bullshit.</p>
<p>“The- the Folk are just people who come to be alive in a different way than human people.” Ryan stares at Shane with eyes so wide they feel cold. He truly can’t believe this is happening, but Shane is being completely earnest - maybe even defensive. He really believes in fucking fairies.</p>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:<br/></b>Throughout a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is… something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>Ryan starts off the Supernatural season with an easy one. Shane has been away on a short vacation and loathe as Ryan is to admit it, he missed him, so he’s feeling merciful. He picks something lighthearted, a little silly, something he himself isn’t going to be taking too seriously so Shane won’t have to put the effort in to be respectful. Something they can cover from behind their desk on set, and won’t have to stay up into the wee hours or trek through old dust. It’s a welcome back gift, given without card or comment.</p>
<p>Shane comes in a few minutes late. Across the short distance from the front of the room to the back, he looks too tall for the doorway, just an inch or so larger than life, before he passes into the room and resolves into a normal person. He’s fluffy haired and bleary eyed and soft. He folds himself down into the chair next to Ryan, knocking his knees all over the place like he somehow still isn’t used to having seven miles of leg.</p>
<p>“Hey,” he says. Ryan chews on his lip to keep his grin from getting too big, his heart picking up a beat in excitement that he gets to make Shane laugh in just a matter of minutes. He nods his own greeting in hopes that Shane won’t cotton on too quick and Ryan might be able to take him by surprise - although he can’t help but tap his folder on the table smugly. He pretends not to notice the narrow-eyed glance Shane gives him as TJ starts to count them in. Feeling dastardly, Ryan does wait until Shane takes his customary sip of coffee before he opens the episode.</p>
<p>“Today on Buzzfeed: Unsolved we will be discussing the legendary Unseelie Court,” he introduces, and thrills at the expected choke beside him, “as part of our ongoing investigation into the question - is the supernatural real? So, before we get into it, Shane, do you believe in fairies?” Ryan laughs, feeling accomplished, when Shane shoots him another glare and clears his throat.</p>
<p>“That’s a derisive term,” he non-answers, and it’s Ryan’s turn to choke. Of all the things to turn around on him… But Shane gets that sly little tilt to his mouth that he always gets when he’s gearing up to pull Ryan’s leg until Ryan loses it, when he knows Ryan will never know for sure if he’s fucking with him or not.</p>
<p>“I swear to god, Madej, if you say you believe in f-” Ryan can’t help but laugh into the camera. Shane is just such an endearingly weird dude. Even though he frustrates Ryan to the point of boiling he’s an endless source of entertainment too.</p>
<p>“Maybe I do!” Shane says, leaning back in his chair. His voice has an unusually combative undertone to it. Ryan glances quickly between his friend and Mark and TJ behind the camera, at Devon over by the sound equipment to see if they noticed, but it seems like it was just Ryan. “It makes more sense than ghosts.”</p>
<p>“What- How- How can fairies make more sense than ghosts?” Ryan forgets all about Shane’s vocal idiosyncrasies at that, and turns fully to face him. Now this. This is bullshit.</p>
<p>“The- the Folk are just people who come to be alive in a different way than human people.” Ryan stares at Shane with eyes so wide they feel cold. He truly can’t believe this is happening, but Shane is being completely earnest - maybe even defensive. He really believes in fucking fairies.</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<blockquote>
<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Sex doesn’t seem that interesting until Crowley hears the orchestral version.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>There are a lot of different things that Crowley loves about having a human-adjacent corporation. He loves swaddling his bare, vulnerable skin in soft, warm things. He loves sleeping and having dreams and waking up feeling different than he did when he dropped off. He loves having hair and the nice tickly feeling of it when it brushes across the back of his neck. He loves the sharp, bitter taste of hard liquor. He loves the swell of a full orchestra making his delicate little eardrums shake.</p>
<p>There are a lot of different things that Crowley doesn’t love about having a human-adjacent corporation. The social norms that come along with it if you want to muck about with the rest of humanity, for one. Nothing but a hassle, those. He doesn’t love the feeling of the mush one has to chew food into in order to swallow it when one is person-shaped. He doesn’t love paper cuts. He doesn’t love the suffocating smell of everyone’s heavy perfume.</p>
<p>There are also a lot of different things about having a human-adjacent corporation that Crowley simply doesn’t get. He doesn’t get money. He doesn’t get bath houses. He doesn’t get gossip (though he knows the angel Aziraphale is quite into it). He doesn’t get sex.</p>
<p>Well. Crowley understands sex. As in humans have got these particular bits, and what kind of bits they’ve got determines what other kind of bits they end up with later. And in the other way, of course, Crowley knows that they can put their special bits inside someone else’s bits, or they can rub them together, or put them in their mouths, and that it all makes an earthly host of chemicals sing a rousing chorus in their brains. He knows they spend weeks and months painting very lovely pictures of other people’s bits. (He does appreciate the paintings. Paintings are one of those things Crowley loves. Very pleasing to the human-adjacent eyeball.)</p>
<p>The question, Crowley supposes, about money and bath houses and gossip and sex, is: how is it worth it? Money is supposed to make trade easier, but it ends up being more complicated in the long run. A bath is meant to be relaxing and get you clean, which can be done just as well if not better on your lonesome. Gossip is a lot of listening to someone just on the off chance they share a little tidbit that interests you. And sex is messy and exhausting and an orgasm hardly even lasts that long, the chemical party only the barest stretch longer. So what, really, is the point?</p>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Crowley has a kink. The kink is Aziraphale.</p>
<p><small>This fic contains a masochist discovering his kink during the course of exploring his demisexuality without understanding it yet. That could be triggering, and is the main reason I chose the ambiguous warning tag. Other reasons include but may not be limited to the same character and his partner neglecting to negotiate a scene until it has already begun, which is unsafe to do irl. Proceed at your own discretion.</small></p>
<blockquote>
<p>It’s Aziraphale’s fault. It’s Aziraphale’s fault, and Crowley will defend that hill until such time as he ceases completely to exist. If Aziraphale ever tries to say that it was Crowley who tempted or corrupted him, in this specific particular case Crowley has a defense prepared.</p>
<p>It all happens because the books are dusty. That’s just how they are, always, even the ones that get regularly handled. Aziraphale likes them that way, not just because it tends to put off customers, but also because he likes to pull one out and blow the dust off of it in a dramatic little cloud. He does this with every single book, every single time, and he bounces on his toes with a besotted little grin at the simple joy it gives him. It’s adorable, and deeply irritating.</p>
<p>Crowley can’t help but turn to look and watch every time Aziraphale goes through this ridiculous little ritual. It’s like watching a bunny flop over to show its belly, or like a train wreck.2 Crowley is following Aziraphale around, getting in the angel’s way when he can like a needy pet cat. Aziraphale pays him no particular mind except to occasionally glance up at him and give him a look that if it is attempting to be stern is failing. He’s looking around for something in particular; he’d said something about something or other before they’d left the back room but Crowley was only half listening and he can hardly be expected to remember anything when he has thus far endured already two dust cloud shuffles. It’s taking quite a while to find whatever book, in part because Aziraphale doesn’t remember the title or the author, and in part because the shop is poorly organized. Aziraphale likes it that way, not just because it tends to put off customers, but also because he likes to rediscover his own books like they’re new to him and making sure he doesn’t know where any of them are is the best way to get that feeling.</p>
<p>“Maybe this one,” Aziraphale mutters lowly to himself, squinting at a spine. Crowley leans in a little closer to look at the little wrinkle Aziraphale gets in between his eyebrows when he concentrates hard on something, trying to be subtle when subtlety is really not his strong suit and he knows it. As he moves he runs his fingers along the other books on the shelf, leaving trails in the dust that will be gone by tomorrow (when he’s around Aziraphale sometimes Crowley just gets this inexplicable, insatiable need to touch things). Aziraphale pulls out the book and turns from the shelf, coincidentally in Crowley’s direction, and blows up the dust nearly right into Crowley’s face. Either he doesn’t notice or does a truly bang up job at pretending not to, because he only does his little dance and opens the book with the quiet creak of old binding. Crowley blows some dust out of his lashes with a glare at Aziraphale’s creased forehead, but he’s too- he’s too bewitched by that blessed two-step nonsense that he can’t muster up enough peevishness to mention it. And then he sneezes.</p>
<p>“G'bless you,” Aziraphale says absently, reflexively. All the dust puffs off of Crowley’s face and it sparkles in the shitty lighting of the shop as if it were something grander, but more importantly an arc of electricity races down Crowley’s back from the base of his skull down to his tailbone. Crowley takes in a sharp breath through his teeth and shivers violently. It’s not… It’s not all bad. It stings, but it’s warm and tingly too. Never has any feeling befit more perfectly the word <i>zing</i>.</p>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:<br/></b>Throughout a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is… something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>Ryan starts off the Supernatural season with an easy one. Shane has been away on a short vacation and loathe as Ryan is to admit it, he missed him, so he’s feeling merciful. He picks something lighthearted, a little silly, something he himself isn’t going to be taking too seriously so Shane won’t have to put the effort in to be respectful. Something they can cover from behind their desk on set, and won’t have to stay up into the wee hours or trek through old dust. It’s a welcome back gift, given without card or comment.</p>
<p>Shane comes in a few minutes late. Across the short distance from the front of the room to the back, he looks too tall for the doorway, just an inch or so larger than life, before he passes into the room and resolves into a normal person. He’s fluffy haired and bleary eyed and soft. He folds himself down into the chair next to Ryan, knocking his knees all over the place like he somehow still isn’t used to having seven miles of leg.</p>
<p>“Hey,” he says. Ryan chews on his lip to keep his grin from getting too big, his heart picking up a beat in excitement that he gets to make Shane laugh in just a matter of minutes. He nods his own greeting in hopes that Shane won’t cotton on too quick and Ryan might be able to take him by surprise - although he can’t help but tap his folder on the table smugly. He pretends not to notice the narrow-eyed glance Shane gives him as TJ starts to count them in. Feeling dastardly, Ryan does wait until Shane takes his customary sip of coffee before he opens the episode.</p>
<p>“Today on Buzzfeed: Unsolved we will be discussing the legendary Unseelie Court,” he introduces, and thrills at the expected choke beside him, “as part of our ongoing investigation into the question - is the supernatural real? So, before we get into it, Shane, do you believe in fairies?” Ryan laughs, feeling accomplished, when Shane shoots him another glare and clears his throat.</p>
<p>“That’s a derisive term,” he non-answers, and it’s Ryan’s turn to choke. Of all the things to turn around on him… But Shane gets that sly little tilt to his mouth that he always gets when he’s gearing up to pull Ryan’s leg until Ryan loses it, when he knows Ryan will never know for sure if he’s fucking with him or not.</p>
<p>“I swear to god, Madej, if you say you believe in f-” Ryan can’t help but laugh into the camera. Shane is just such an endearingly weird dude. Even though he frustrates Ryan to the point of boiling he’s an endless source of entertainment too.</p>
<p>“Maybe I do!” Shane says, leaning back in his chair. His voice has an unusually combative undertone to it. Ryan glances quickly between his friend and Mark and TJ behind the camera, at Devon over by the sound equipment to see if they noticed, but it seems like it was just Ryan. “It makes more sense than ghosts.”</p>
<p>“What- How- How can fairies make more sense than ghosts?” Ryan forgets all about Shane’s vocal idiosyncrasies at that, and turns fully to face him. Now this. This is bullshit.</p>
<p>“The- the Folk are just people who come to be alive in a different way than human people.” Ryan stares at Shane with eyes so wide they feel cold. He truly can’t believe this is happening, but Shane is being completely earnest - maybe even defensive. He really believes in fucking fairies.</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<blockquote>
<p><b>Summary:<br/></b>Throughout a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is… something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>Ryan starts off the Supernatural season with an easy one. Shane has been away on a short vacation and loathe as Ryan is to admit it, he missed him, so he’s feeling merciful. He picks something lighthearted, a little silly, something he himself isn’t going to be taking too seriously so Shane won’t have to put the effort in to be respectful. Something they can cover from behind their desk on set, and won’t have to stay up into the wee hours or trek through old dust. It’s a welcome back gift, given without card or comment.</p>
<p>Shane comes in a few minutes late. Across the short distance from the front of the room to the back, he looks too tall for the doorway, just an inch or so larger than life, before he passes into the room and resolves into a normal person. He’s fluffy haired and bleary eyed and soft. He folds himself down into the chair next to Ryan, knocking his knees all over the place like he somehow still isn’t used to having seven miles of leg.</p>
<p>“Hey,” he says. Ryan chews on his lip to keep his grin from getting too big, his heart picking up a beat in excitement that he gets to make Shane laugh in just a matter of minutes. He nods his own greeting in hopes that Shane won’t cotton on too quick and Ryan might be able to take him by surprise - although he can’t help but tap his folder on the table smugly. He pretends not to notice the narrow-eyed glance Shane gives him as TJ starts to count them in. Feeling dastardly, Ryan does wait until Shane takes his customary sip of coffee before he opens the episode.</p>
<p>“Today on Buzzfeed: Unsolved we will be discussing the legendary Unseelie Court,” he introduces, and thrills at the expected choke beside him, “as part of our ongoing investigation into the question - is the supernatural real? So, before we get into it, Shane, do you believe in fairies?” Ryan laughs, feeling accomplished, when Shane shoots him another glare and clears his throat.</p>
<p>“That’s a derisive term,” he non-answers, and it’s Ryan’s turn to choke. Of all the things to turn around on him… But Shane gets that sly little tilt to his mouth that he always gets when he’s gearing up to pull Ryan’s leg until Ryan loses it, when he knows Ryan will never know for sure if he’s fucking with him or not.</p>
<p>“I swear to god, Madej, if you say you believe in f-” Ryan can’t help but laugh into the camera. Shane is just such an endearingly weird dude. Even though he frustrates Ryan to the point of boiling he’s an endless source of entertainment too.</p>
<p>“Maybe I do!” Shane says, leaning back in his chair. His voice has an unusually combative undertone to it. Ryan glances quickly between his friend and Mark and TJ behind the camera, at Devon over by the sound equipment to see if they noticed, but it seems like it was just Ryan. “It makes more sense than ghosts.”</p>
<p>“What- How- How can fairies make more sense than ghosts?” Ryan forgets all about Shane’s vocal idiosyncrasies at that, and turns fully to face him. Now this. This is bullshit.</p>
<p>“The- the Folk are just people who come to be alive in a different way than human people.” Ryan stares at Shane with eyes so wide they feel cold. He truly can’t believe this is happening, but Shane is being completely earnest - maybe even defensive. He really believes in fucking fairies.</p>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:<br/></b>Throughout a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is… something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>Ryan starts off the Supernatural season with an easy one. Shane has been away on a short vacation and loathe as Ryan is to admit it, he missed him, so he’s feeling merciful. He picks something lighthearted, a little silly, something he himself isn’t going to be taking too seriously so Shane won’t have to put the effort in to be respectful. Something they can cover from behind their desk on set, and won’t have to stay up into the wee hours or trek through old dust. It’s a welcome back gift, given without card or comment.</p>
<p>Shane comes in a few minutes late. Across the short distance from the front of the room to the back, he looks too tall for the doorway, just an inch or so larger than life, before he passes into the room and resolves into a normal person. He’s fluffy haired and bleary eyed and soft. He folds himself down into the chair next to Ryan, knocking his knees all over the place like he somehow still isn’t used to having seven miles of leg.</p>
<p>“Hey,” he says. Ryan chews on his lip to keep his grin from getting too big, his heart picking up a beat in excitement that he gets to make Shane laugh in just a matter of minutes. He nods his own greeting in hopes that Shane won’t cotton on too quick and Ryan might be able to take him by surprise - although he can’t help but tap his folder on the table smugly. He pretends not to notice the narrow-eyed glance Shane gives him as TJ starts to count them in. Feeling dastardly, Ryan does wait until Shane takes his customary sip of coffee before he opens the episode.</p>
<p>“Today on Buzzfeed: Unsolved we will be discussing the legendary Unseelie Court,” he introduces, and thrills at the expected choke beside him, “as part of our ongoing investigation into the question - is the supernatural real? So, before we get into it, Shane, do you believe in fairies?” Ryan laughs, feeling accomplished, when Shane shoots him another glare and clears his throat.</p>
<p>“That’s a derisive term,” he non-answers, and it’s Ryan’s turn to choke. Of all the things to turn around on him… But Shane gets that sly little tilt to his mouth that he always gets when he’s gearing up to pull Ryan’s leg until Ryan loses it, when he knows Ryan will never know for sure if he’s fucking with him or not.</p>
<p>“I swear to god, Madej, if you say you believe in f-” Ryan can’t help but laugh into the camera. Shane is just such an endearingly weird dude. Even though he frustrates Ryan to the point of boiling he’s an endless source of entertainment too.</p>
<p>“Maybe I do!” Shane says, leaning back in his chair. His voice has an unusually combative undertone to it. Ryan glances quickly between his friend and Mark and TJ behind the camera, at Devon over by the sound equipment to see if they noticed, but it seems like it was just Ryan. “It makes more sense than ghosts.”</p>
<p>“What- How- How can fairies make more sense than ghosts?” Ryan forgets all about Shane’s vocal idiosyncrasies at that, and turns fully to face him. Now this. This is bullshit.</p>
<p>“The- the Folk are just people who come to be alive in a different way than human people.” Ryan stares at Shane with eyes so wide they feel cold. He truly can’t believe this is happening, but Shane is being completely earnest - maybe even defensive. He really believes in fucking fairies.</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:<br/></b>Throughout a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is… something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>Ryan starts off the Supernatural season with an easy one. Shane has been away on a short vacation and loathe as Ryan is to admit it, he missed him, so he’s feeling merciful. He picks something lighthearted, a little silly, something he himself isn’t going to be taking too seriously so Shane won’t have to put the effort in to be respectful. Something they can cover from behind their desk on set, and won’t have to stay up into the wee hours or trek through old dust. It’s a welcome back gift, given without card or comment.</p>
<p>Shane comes in a few minutes late. Across the short distance from the front of the room to the back, he looks too tall for the doorway, just an inch or so larger than life, before he passes into the room and resolves into a normal person. He’s fluffy haired and bleary eyed and soft. He folds himself down into the chair next to Ryan, knocking his knees all over the place like he somehow still isn’t used to having seven miles of leg.</p>
<p>“Hey,” he says. Ryan chews on his lip to keep his grin from getting too big, his heart picking up a beat in excitement that he gets to make Shane laugh in just a matter of minutes. He nods his own greeting in hopes that Shane won’t cotton on too quick and Ryan might be able to take him by surprise - although he can’t help but tap his folder on the table smugly. He pretends not to notice the narrow-eyed glance Shane gives him as TJ starts to count them in. Feeling dastardly, Ryan does wait until Shane takes his customary sip of coffee before he opens the episode.</p>
<p>“Today on Buzzfeed: Unsolved we will be discussing the legendary Unseelie Court,” he introduces, and thrills at the expected choke beside him, “as part of our ongoing investigation into the question - is the supernatural real? So, before we get into it, Shane, do you believe in fairies?” Ryan laughs, feeling accomplished, when Shane shoots him another glare and clears his throat.</p>
<p>“That’s a derisive term,” he non-answers, and it’s Ryan’s turn to choke. Of all the things to turn around on him… But Shane gets that sly little tilt to his mouth that he always gets when he’s gearing up to pull Ryan’s leg until Ryan loses it, when he knows Ryan will never know for sure if he’s fucking with him or not.</p>
<p>“I swear to god, Madej, if you say you believe in f-” Ryan can’t help but laugh into the camera. Shane is just such an endearingly weird dude. Even though he frustrates Ryan to the point of boiling he’s an endless source of entertainment too.</p>
<p>“Maybe I do!” Shane says, leaning back in his chair. His voice has an unusually combative undertone to it. Ryan glances quickly between his friend and Mark and TJ behind the camera, at Devon over by the sound equipment to see if they noticed, but it seems like it was just Ryan. “It makes more sense than ghosts.”</p>
<p>“What- How- How can fairies make more sense than ghosts?” Ryan forgets all about Shane’s vocal idiosyncrasies at that, and turns fully to face him. Now this. This is bullshit.</p>
<p>“The- the Folk are just people who come to be alive in a different way than human people.” Ryan stares at Shane with eyes so wide they feel cold. He truly can’t believe this is happening, but Shane is being completely earnest - maybe even defensive. He really believes in fucking fairies.</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Of course you can be happy without being with your soulmate, and Ryan doesn’t judge different kinds of relationships, he just thinks that your soulmate is like the pinnacle of what you can achieve, romantically.</p><p>“You sound like a Nicholas Sparks movie,” Shane tells him, because Shane doesn’t believe in soulmates.</p><p><small>inspired by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mtG__5dw9g8mH0ybLGI6UfA" target="_blank">@kaya4114</a>‘s <a href="https://kaya4114.tumblr.com/post/185371136445/soulmate-au" target="_blank">text post</a></small></p><blockquote><p>Obviously it doesn’t last.</p><p>Sure, for weeks Ryan is there when Sara and Shane try out new face masks or when they go to the botanical gardens or when the art museum has a visiting exhibit on ancient Chinese erotic poetry or when they play hooky to go to Disneyland. For weeks Ryan makes them watch movie musicals and brings them to a dozen vastly different food trucks they’ve never been to before and takes what feels like hundreds of pictures of them on his phone.</p><p>And then, after those weeks, Ryan has a little business trip. It’s one of the increasingly rare businessy things that Shane isn’t involved in. There’s a loose NDA and everything. Ryan heads out of town on Thursday, grumbling and griping without heat about his imminent work weekend. Everything seems normal.</p><p>At five in the morning Saturday, Ryan calls Shane. Shane is pulled out of sleep by the buzz of his phone on the bedside table. He glares blearily at it but grabs it to check the caller, and when he sees that it’s Ryan he answers. He answers with a short grunt and nothing else, but it is five in the morning on a Saturday after all so Shane doesn’t care if Ryan was expecting more decorum.</p><p>“Uh,” says Ryan over the line. His voice swings up in pitch sharply. “Nevermind.” And then he hangs up. Shane is a little pissed off about being woken up for apparently no reason, but the call was short enough that it’s a simple matter for him to go right back to sleep. He wakes up thinking it was a weirdly mundane dream until he sees the call log on his phone. But it doesn’t really seem that significant. Ryan does weird stuff all the time. Shane has all but forgotten about it by the time lunch rolls around that day.</p><p>So when Shane picks Ryan up from the airport late Sunday night and Ryan clumsily lets Shane know he wants to go to his own house without saying those words, Shane doesn’t think to connect it to that weird seconds-long phone call. He just figures Ryan is tired, maybe homesick for his own space. No big deal, and he needn’t have been worried about- about hurting Shane’s and Sara’s feelings or whatever it is that made him too nervous to just say ‘hey, take me to my place, please’. Shane takes Ryan to Ryan’s place, and he doesn’t worry about it.</p><p>That is until Monday and Tuesday and Wednesday and Thursday and Friday all pass without Ryan coming over to theirs. Shane feels Ryan watching him at work all week, staring for long minutes at the side of his face across the short distance between them, but every time he looks over Ryan makes like he’s completely absorbed in his work.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:<br/></b>Throughout a particularly harrowing season of Supernatural, Ryan begins to suspect that Shane is… something. He jumps into investigating without looking first.</p><blockquote><p>Ryan starts off the Supernatural season with an easy one. Shane has been away on a short vacation and loathe as Ryan is to admit it, he missed him, so he’s feeling merciful. He picks something lighthearted, a little silly, something he himself isn’t going to be taking too seriously so Shane won’t have to put the effort in to be respectful. Something they can cover from behind their desk on set, and won’t have to stay up into the wee hours or trek through old dust. It’s a welcome back gift, given without card or comment.</p><p>Shane comes in a few minutes late. Across the short distance from the front of the room to the back, he looks too tall for the doorway, just an inch or so larger than life, before he passes into the room and resolves into a normal person. He’s fluffy haired and bleary eyed and soft. He folds himself down into the chair next to Ryan, knocking his knees all over the place like he somehow still isn’t used to having seven miles of leg.</p><p>“Hey,” he says. Ryan chews on his lip to keep his grin from getting too big, his heart picking up a beat in excitement that he gets to make Shane laugh in just a matter of minutes. He nods his own greeting in hopes that Shane won’t cotton on too quick and Ryan might be able to take him by surprise - although he can’t help but tap his folder on the table smugly. He pretends not to notice the narrow-eyed glance Shane gives him as TJ starts to count them in. Feeling dastardly, Ryan does wait until Shane takes his customary sip of coffee before he opens the episode.</p><p>“Today on Buzzfeed: Unsolved we will be discussing the legendary Unseelie Court,” he introduces, and thrills at the expected choke beside him, “as part of our ongoing investigation into the question - is the supernatural real? So, before we get into it, Shane, do you believe in fairies?” Ryan laughs, feeling accomplished, when Shane shoots him another glare and clears his throat.</p><p>“That’s a derisive term,” he non-answers, and it’s Ryan’s turn to choke. Of all the things to turn around on him… But Shane gets that sly little tilt to his mouth that he always gets when he’s gearing up to pull Ryan’s leg until Ryan loses it, when he knows Ryan will never know for sure if he’s fucking with him or not.</p><p>“I swear to god, Madej, if you say you believe in f-” Ryan can’t help but laugh into the camera. Shane is just such an endearingly weird dude. Even though he frustrates Ryan to the point of boiling he’s an endless source of entertainment too.</p><p>“Maybe I do!” Shane says, leaning back in his chair. His voice has an unusually combative undertone to it. Ryan glances quickly between his friend and Mark and TJ behind the camera, at Devon over by the sound equipment to see if they noticed, but it seems like it was just Ryan. “It makes more sense than ghosts.”</p><p>“What- How- How can fairies make more sense than ghosts?” Ryan forgets all about Shane’s vocal idiosyncrasies at that, and turns fully to face him. Now this. This is bullshit.</p><p>“The- the Folk are just people who come to be alive in a different way than human people.” Ryan stares at Shane with eyes so wide they feel cold. He truly can’t believe this is happening, but Shane is being completely earnest - maybe even defensive. He really believes in fucking fairies.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Thor has learned that the past and the present and the future are three strands in a string, woven together.</p><p><small>I used accusations similar to blood libel to demonstrate that the justifications for violence against a specific being were falsified for a political agenda. It’s vague and brief but might be triggering.</small></p><blockquote><p>Thor is making merry after a grand adventure. He is too drunken already to tell the tale anymore. Around him, Thor’s friends are loud and raucous and warm. Volstagg has his shirt torn from his shoulders and falling about his waist, still tucked into his pants, arm wrestling a maiden who seems taken with him with one hand and feeding himself roast boar with the other. Fandral’s back, still tacky through his shirt with blood (someone else’s) and sweat (his own), is pressed against Thor’s side, his laughter bright in Thor’s ear, each of his arms wrapped round the shoulders of a breathtaking woman. Sif is drinking men under the table, them lining up orderly before her for the privilege. Loki has taken up the mantle of recounting their victory, standing on top of the table with softly glowing fingers as illusions dance around him. His rhymes are steadily declining in quality as he continues to drink as well, though even still his voice never breaks and he never stutters.</p><p>There is something not quite right, but Thor cannot place it.</p><p>The hot sun beats down through a clear blue sky. The earth underneath Thor’s boots is hard-packed and flat. He’s braced on the balls of his feet with a sword in each hand, a layer of sweat building underneath his leather and plate armor. Steve is on his left, Loki on his right, and ahead of them, charging, is a seemingly unending herd of beasts. The beasts are like hairless, blind dogs with thick mottled grey skin.</p><p>The blood of the dog-beasts smells foul in the heat of the day, twice as much so underscored with the bright ozone scent of Thor’s lightning. They are loud as they attack, and loud as they die, and loud as they continue and continue and continue to charge. Thor is slick with gore. Some has gotten into his mouth, tasting of rot. He has lost track of Loki on the battlefield. He wonders if he will ever see his brother again.</p><p>The snowy air at the topmost open arched stone window of the All-Mother’s favorite palace tower stings pleasantly in Thor’s lungs as he looks out from it across the glittering landscape below. He feels strange, as if he hasn’t yet earned the right to stand here, despite that he was born in this palace. Some of the roofs below are gilded in gold. Thor thinks they are beautiful and familiar and majestic, and also hideous and sickening and garish. He feels powerful, righteous. He feels betrayed, guilty. Huginn sits at his left hand. Muninn is absent. Thor can’t remember ever being able to tell the difference between them without being told before. His mother stands at his right shoulder, leaning comfortably in the window on her elbow, smiling gently, patiently. She was always so patient with him.</p><p>“I’m afraid it won’t ever get less confusing,” she tells him. Her mouth is twisted in a wry humor that she has only ever allowed Thor to see once or twice before, but her eyes are clear and lit with a soft happiness. “It’s an art.”</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Crowley has a kink. The kink is Aziraphale.</p><p><small>This fic contains a masochist discovering his kink during the course of exploring his demisexuality without understanding it yet. That could be triggering, and is the main reason I chose the ambiguous warning tag. Other reasons include but may not be limited to the same character and his partner neglecting to negotiate a scene until it has already begun, which is unsafe to do irl. Proceed at your own discretion.</small></p><blockquote><p>It’s Aziraphale’s fault. It’s Aziraphale’s fault, and Crowley will defend that hill until such time as he ceases completely to exist. If Aziraphale ever tries to say that it was Crowley who tempted or corrupted him, in this specific particular case Crowley has a defense prepared.</p><p>It all happens because the books are dusty. That’s just how they are, always, even the ones that get regularly handled. Aziraphale likes them that way, not just because it tends to put off customers, but also because he likes to pull one out and blow the dust off of it in a dramatic little cloud. He does this with every single book, every single time, and he bounces on his toes with a besotted little grin at the simple joy it gives him. It’s adorable, and deeply irritating.</p><p>Crowley can’t help but turn to look and watch every time Aziraphale goes through this ridiculous little ritual. It’s like watching a bunny flop over to show its belly, or like a train wreck.2 Crowley is following Aziraphale around, getting in the angel’s way when he can like a needy pet cat. Aziraphale pays him no particular mind except to occasionally glance up at him and give him a look that if it is attempting to be stern is failing. He’s looking around for something in particular; he’d said something about something or other before they’d left the back room but Crowley was only half listening and he can hardly be expected to remember anything when he has thus far endured already two dust cloud shuffles. It’s taking quite a while to find whatever book, in part because Aziraphale doesn’t remember the title or the author, and in part because the shop is poorly organized. Aziraphale likes it that way, not just because it tends to put off customers, but also because he likes to rediscover his own books like they’re new to him and making sure he doesn’t know where any of them are is the best way to get that feeling.</p><p>“Maybe this one,” Aziraphale mutters lowly to himself, squinting at a spine. Crowley leans in a little closer to look at the little wrinkle Aziraphale gets in between his eyebrows when he concentrates hard on something, trying to be subtle when subtlety is really not his strong suit and he knows it. As he moves he runs his fingers along the other books on the shelf, leaving trails in the dust that will be gone by tomorrow (when he’s around Aziraphale sometimes Crowley just gets this inexplicable, insatiable need to touch things). Aziraphale pulls out the book and turns from the shelf, coincidentally in Crowley’s direction, and blows up the dust nearly right into Crowley’s face. Either he doesn’t notice or does a truly bang up job at pretending not to, because he only does his little dance and opens the book with the quiet creak of old binding. Crowley blows some dust out of his lashes with a glare at Aziraphale’s creased forehead, but he’s too- he’s too bewitched by that blessed two-step nonsense that he can’t muster up enough peevishness to mention it. And then he sneezes.</p><p>“G'bless you,” Aziraphale says absently, reflexively. All the dust puffs off of Crowley’s face and it sparkles in the shitty lighting of the shop as if it were something grander, but more importantly an arc of electricity races down Crowley’s back from the base of his skull down to his tailbone. Crowley takes in a sharp breath through his teeth and shivers violently. It’s not… It’s not all bad. It stings, but it’s warm and tingly too. Never has any feeling befit more perfectly the word <i>zing</i>.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19852921" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><blockquote><p><b>Rating:</b> Explicit<br/><b>Warnings:</b> No Archive Warnings Apply<br/><b>Relationships:</b> Hulk/Loki, En Dwi Gast | Grandmaster/Loki, Loki/others<br/><b>Characters:</b> Hulk (Marvel), Loki (Marvel), En Dwi Gast | Grandmaster</p><p><b>Additional Tags:</b> Thor (mentioned), Exhibitionism, Extreme exhibitionism, Performance Sex, sex on stage, Marathon Sex, Group Sex, Multiple Partners, Voyeurism, Polyamory, Barebacking, Enthusiastic Consent, Consensual But Not Safe Or Sane, Consensual Sex, Dom/sub, Intersex Character, Intersex Jotunn (Marvel), Intersex Loki (Marvel), Alien Gender/Sexuality, Rough Sex, Multiple Orgasms, Anal Fingering, Vaginal Fingering, Vaginal Sex, Praise Kink, Name-Calling, Under-negotiated Kink, Aftercare, Obedience, BDSM, 24/7 BDSM elements, Sexual Fantasy, Scared And Horny, Size Difference, Size Kink, Large Cock</p></blockquote><p><i>“What do you think?” Grandmaster purrs wetly into Loki’s ear as Hulk roars gleefully after ‘defeating’ Thor. Grandmaster slips a firm hand up in between Loki’s legs. “You think you could- you could take him, hmm? I think you could take him.”</i></p><p>Combat isn’t the only thing Grandmaster likes to host in his arena, and Loki is his most popular non-gladiatorial contender. What else is there to do but match him up with the other Champion?</p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16470341" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Of course you can be happy without being with your soulmate, and Ryan doesn’t judge different kinds of relationships, he just thinks that your soulmate is like the pinnacle of what you can achieve, romantically.</p><p>“You sound like a Nicholas Sparks movie,” Shane tells him, because Shane doesn’t believe in soulmates.</p><p><small>inspired by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mtG__5dw9g8mH0ybLGI6UfA" target="_blank">@kaya4114</a>‘s <a href="https://kaya4114.tumblr.com/post/185371136445/soulmate-au" target="_blank">text post</a></small></p><blockquote><p>Obviously it doesn’t last.</p><p>Sure, for weeks Ryan is there when Sara and Shane try out new face masks or when they go to the botanical gardens or when the art museum has a visiting exhibit on ancient Chinese erotic poetry or when they play hooky to go to Disneyland. For weeks Ryan makes them watch movie musicals and brings them to a dozen vastly different food trucks they’ve never been to before and takes what feels like hundreds of pictures of them on his phone.</p><p>And then, after those weeks, Ryan has a little business trip. It’s one of the increasingly rare businessy things that Shane isn’t involved in. There’s a loose NDA and everything. Ryan heads out of town on Thursday, grumbling and griping without heat about his imminent work weekend. Everything seems normal.</p><p>At five in the morning Saturday, Ryan calls Shane. Shane is pulled out of sleep by the buzz of his phone on the bedside table. He glares blearily at it but grabs it to check the caller, and when he sees that it’s Ryan he answers. He answers with a short grunt and nothing else, but it is five in the morning on a Saturday after all so Shane doesn’t care if Ryan was expecting more decorum.</p><p>“Uh,” says Ryan over the line. His voice swings up in pitch sharply. “Nevermind.” And then he hangs up. Shane is a little pissed off about being woken up for apparently no reason, but the call was short enough that it’s a simple matter for him to go right back to sleep. He wakes up thinking it was a weirdly mundane dream until he sees the call log on his phone. But it doesn’t really seem that significant. Ryan does weird stuff all the time. Shane has all but forgotten about it by the time lunch rolls around that day.</p><p>So when Shane picks Ryan up from the airport late Sunday night and Ryan clumsily lets Shane know he wants to go to his own house without saying those words, Shane doesn’t think to connect it to that weird seconds-long phone call. He just figures Ryan is tired, maybe homesick for his own space. No big deal, and he needn’t have been worried about- about hurting Shane’s and Sara’s feelings or whatever it is that made him too nervous to just say ‘hey, take me to my place, please’. Shane takes Ryan to Ryan’s place, and he doesn’t worry about it.</p><p>That is until Monday and Tuesday and Wednesday and Thursday and Friday all pass without Ryan coming over to theirs. Shane feels Ryan watching him at work all week, staring for long minutes at the side of his face across the short distance between them, but every time he looks over Ryan makes like he’s completely absorbed in his work.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Of course you can be happy without being with your soulmate, and Ryan doesn’t judge different kinds of relationships, he just thinks that your soulmate is like the pinnacle of what you can achieve, romantically.</p><p>“You sound like a Nicholas Sparks movie,” Shane tells him, because Shane doesn’t believe in soulmates.</p><p><small>inspired by <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mtG__5dw9g8mH0ybLGI6UfA" target="_blank">@kaya4114</a>‘s <a href="https://kaya4114.tumblr.com/post/185371136445/soulmate-au" target="_blank">text post</a></small></p><blockquote><p>Ryan seems a little jittery when he settles in at their desk on set to film this next episode of Unsolved. He taps the bottom of his folder on the desk between his hands and blows a breath out between loose lips. Shane is intrigued. The last time Ryan was this nervous before filming off location it was the alien abduction episode. Obviously, Shane thought that whole deal was absolutely ridiculous, but the banter was especially juicy that day because of it. He folds himself down into the chair next to Ryan eagerly. Ryan gives him a semi-suspicious glare out of the corner of his eye while they wait for setup to finish, and Shane grins back cheekily just to make Ryan huff. They get the count down from TJ, and Ryan sits up straighter.</p><p>“Today on Unsolved: Supernatural,” he introduces on cue. “We discuss soulmarks as part of our ongoing investigation into the question ‘Is the Paranormal real?’” Shane almost laughs this time as he shakes his head at the camera. He never knows ahead of time about the subjects of the episodes to keep his reactions as genuine as possible. He gets why Ryan is so jumpy now though. For most people, soulmarks are a pretty touchy subject. Ryan makes his way with determination through his notes, citing pseudo-scientific research, testimonials, and ancient writings. He summarizes; light brown for inert, yellow when you meet, green when you become friends, red when you’re in love. There’s a lot of &lsquo;we’ve all heard’ this and 'everyone knows’ that, but Shane patiently waits it out. “So, do y-”</p><p>“Nope,” Shane interrupts the question with relish, popping his p to be obnoxious. Ryan glares at him, pressing his lips tightly together so that he doesn’t ruin his stern look by laughing.</p><p>“You didn’t even let me finish,” he complains. “How could you not believe in soulmates?”</p><p>“I mean, it’s not supernatural,” Shane explains. He leans back in his seat with a shrug, and takes a negligent sip of his coffee. “It’s some kind of biological thing, obviously. It’s chemical or something, hormonal. It has nothing to do with love.”</p><p>“Hormonal,” Ryan repeats, making his voice deliberately flat. “Do you even believe in love?”</p><p>“Of course I do!” Shane says. He doesn’t take offense at the question; he knows it’s part of the bit. “I just don’t think it’s magic.”</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Of course you can be happy without being with your soulmate, and Ryan doesn’t judge different kinds of relationships, he just thinks that your soulmate is like the pinnacle of what you can achieve, romantically.</p><p>“You sound like a Nicholas Sparks movie,” Shane tells him, because Shane doesn’t believe in soulmates.</p><p><small>inspired by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mtG__5dw9g8mH0ybLGI6UfA" target="_blank">@kaya4114</a>‘s <a href="https://kaya4114.tumblr.com/post/185371136445/soulmate-au" target="_blank">text post</a></small></p><blockquote><p>“So,” Sara says in the morning, the first words either of them have spoken yet. Shane has only just sat down with his coffee. He considers crawling back into bed and claiming that it’s not morning yet. “The Ryan Thing.” Shane makes a small noise of protest, but then takes a fortifying gulp of coffee and sighs.</p><p>“I guess it’s not so silly or little anymore,” he admits, somewhat grudgingly. Sara snorts indelicately like oh you think? but otherwise waits for him to continue, buttering toaster waffles cheerfully like they’re discussing the funny pages or the weather. Shane sighs again, tangled up. He feels lucky all over again that he fell in love with Sara and that she loves him back. He can’t even imagine having this conversation with anyone else. He sets his coffee down on the table between them, rotates the mug idly between his hands, staring down into it as he tries to put his feelings into thoughts and his thoughts into words.</p><p>“I want him,” Shane says finally. It’s such a tiny statement compared to what he feels - the joy that he gets from being around Ryan, the sense of accomplishment that comes just from making him smile, the certainty that they could do anything together and enjoy it, how bereft he is when Ryan isn’t around, how covetous he is of Ryan’s time and admiration, how utterly captivating Shane finds him - but he can’t find any other way to put it. Sara hums her understanding and takes a too-big bite of waffle, watching him attentively as she chews, reading him easily, knowing there’s more he hasn’t worked through yet. It’s a good thing it’s Saturday and they don’t have anywhere to be.</p><p>“The soulmate thing,” Shane says, and then stops again. He takes a sip of coffee just to stall, even though he doesn’t really need to, not with her. “I don’t- It’s not a front or whatever, I really don’t-”</p><p>“I know, babe,” Sara interrupts gently, putting him out of his misery. They’d talked about this extensively when they got together, and again when they started getting serious. Shane had wanted to make sure that Sara wouldn’t drop him for some stranger she happened to meet around the same time her mark turned yellow, and he’d also wanted to make sure she wasn’t expecting him to change his tune either. She knows he means it when he says he doesn’t believe in soulmates, just like he knows she does believe in them but isn’t interested in letting fate make her choices.</p><p>“Right.” Shane nods awkwardly and shoots Sara a grateful look from beneath his lashes. She smiles encouragingly, and he can’t help but smile back. “But Ryan… He really believes in that stuff, and he really wants it, and he wants it to be just like it is in the movies. I don’t want to… If he thinks it’s me, I don’t want him to say yes just because of that. Even if we’re synced or whatever.” He waves a hand, frustrated with how limited these words are.</p><p>“Like ladies’ periods?” Sara jokes, lightening up the mood a little. Shane huffs a laugh.</p><p>“Exactly like,” he agrees. “So anyway!” he adds brightly, trying to steer them away from this uncomfortable and complicated stuff. “You don’t have anything to worry about, either way.” Sara hums again and gives him a look that he considers to be quite cryptic. She begins spreading jam onto her second waffle, and it’s Shane’s turn to wait her out - although he’s much less patient than she is. He’s on the edge of his seat, figuratively speaking.</p><p>“What if you could have both of us?” Sara finally asks, deceptively casual. Shane blinks.</p><p>“But…” he says. “I can’t?”<br/></p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Of course you can be happy without being with your soulmate, and Ryan doesn’t judge different kinds of relationships, he just thinks that your soulmate is like the pinnacle of what you can achieve, romantically.</p><p>“You sound like a Nicholas Sparks movie,” Shane tells him, because Shane doesn’t believe in soulmates.</p><p><small>inspired by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mtG__5dw9g8mH0ybLGI6UfA" target="_blank">@kaya4114</a>‘s <a href="https://kaya4114.tumblr.com/post/185371136445/soulmate-au" target="_blank">text post</a></small></p><blockquote><p>The months continue to pass. Shane takes Ryan out half a dozen times for Halloween season, sometimes with others and sometimes just the two of them. Most of the time Shane makes it his treat and thus the only reason the haunted houses and hay rides and buzzed pumpkin patch crawls can’t be called dates is that sticky little technicality that they’re just not dating, because Shane is a masochist he guesses.</p><p>In December, before they head off to Chicago to see Shane’s family, Sara and Shane have Ryan over for “friendsmas/friendukkah”. It’s one of the most bittersweet experiences of Shane’s entire life, just this close to what he wants and can’t have but at the same time something he wouldn’t trade for the world. The three of them fill up on so many different kinds of potato dishes that Shane thinks he becomes eighty percent starch. Ryan wears fucking onesie pajamas, emerald green with white snowflakes, and Sara wraps tinsel around him, and he’s warm next to Shane all evening with melted marshmallow across his top lip from the hot chocolate.</p><p>In February, Sara meets a girl.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Of course you can be happy without being with your soulmate, and Ryan doesn’t judge different kinds of relationships, he just thinks that your soulmate is like the pinnacle of what you can achieve, romantically.</p><p>“You sound like a Nicholas Sparks movie,” Shane tells him, because Shane doesn’t believe in soulmates.</p><p><small>inspired by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mtG__5dw9g8mH0ybLGI6UfA" target="_blank">@kaya4114</a>‘s <a href="https://kaya4114.tumblr.com/post/185371136445/soulmate-au" target="_blank">text post</a></small></p><blockquote><p>Obviously it doesn’t last.</p><p>Sure, for weeks Ryan is there when Sara and Shane try out new face masks or when they go to the botanical gardens or when the art museum has a visiting exhibit on ancient Chinese erotic poetry or when they play hooky to go to Disneyland. For weeks Ryan makes them watch movie musicals and brings them to a dozen vastly different food trucks they’ve never been to before and takes what feels like hundreds of pictures of them on his phone.</p><p>And then, after those weeks, Ryan has a little business trip. It’s one of the increasingly rare businessy things that Shane isn’t involved in. There’s a loose NDA and everything. Ryan heads out of town on Thursday, grumbling and griping without heat about his imminent work weekend. Everything seems normal.</p><p>At five in the morning Saturday, Ryan calls Shane. Shane is pulled out of sleep by the buzz of his phone on the bedside table. He glares blearily at it but grabs it to check the caller, and when he sees that it’s Ryan he answers. He answers with a short grunt and nothing else, but it is five in the morning on a Saturday after all so Shane doesn’t care if Ryan was expecting more decorum.</p><p>“Uh,” says Ryan over the line. His voice swings up in pitch sharply. “Nevermind.” And then he hangs up. Shane is a little pissed off about being woken up for apparently no reason, but the call was short enough that it’s a simple matter for him to go right back to sleep. He wakes up thinking it was a weirdly mundane dream until he sees the call log on his phone. But it doesn’t really seem that significant. Ryan does weird stuff all the time. Shane has all but forgotten about it by the time lunch rolls around that day.</p><p>So when Shane picks Ryan up from the airport late Sunday night and Ryan clumsily lets Shane know he wants to go to his own house without saying those words, Shane doesn’t think to connect it to that weird seconds-long phone call. He just figures Ryan is tired, maybe homesick for his own space. No big deal, and he needn’t have been worried about- about hurting Shane’s and Sara’s feelings or whatever it is that made him too nervous to just say ‘hey, take me to my place, please’. Shane takes Ryan to Ryan’s place, and he doesn’t worry about it.</p><p>That is until Monday and Tuesday and Wednesday and Thursday and Friday all pass without Ryan coming over to theirs. Shane feels Ryan watching him at work all week, staring for long minutes at the side of his face across the short distance between them, but every time he looks over Ryan makes like he’s completely absorbed in his work.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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Link: <p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Of course you can be happy without being with your soulmate, and Ryan doesn’t judge different kinds of relationships, he just thinks that your soulmate is like the pinnacle of what you can achieve, romantically.</p><p>“You sound like a Nicholas Sparks movie,” Shane tells him, because Shane doesn’t believe in soulmates.</p><p><small>inspired by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mtG__5dw9g8mH0ybLGI6UfA" target="_blank">@kaya4114</a>‘s <a href="https://kaya4114.tumblr.com/post/185371136445/soulmate-au" target="_blank">text post</a></small></p><blockquote><p>Obviously it doesn&rsquo;t last.</p><p>Sure, for weeks Ryan is there when Sara and Shane try out new face masks or when they go to the botanical gardens or when the art museum has a visiting exhibit on ancient Chinese erotic poetry or when they play hooky to go to Disneyland. For weeks Ryan makes them watch movie musicals and brings them to a dozen vastly different food trucks they&rsquo;ve never been to before and takes what feels like hundreds of pictures of them on his phone.</p><p>And then, after those weeks, Ryan has a little business trip. It&rsquo;s one of the increasingly rare businessy things that Shane isn&rsquo;t involved in. There&rsquo;s a loose NDA and everything. Ryan heads out of town on Thursday, grumbling and griping without heat about his imminent work weekend. Everything seems normal.</p><p>At five in the morning Saturday, Ryan calls Shane. Shane is pulled out of sleep by the buzz of his phone on the bedside table. He glares blearily at it but grabs it to check the caller, and when he sees that it&rsquo;s Ryan he answers. He answers with a short grunt and nothing else, but it is five in the morning on a Saturday after all so Shane doesn&rsquo;t care if Ryan was expecting more decorum.</p><p>&ldquo;Uh,&rdquo; says Ryan over the line. His voice swings up in pitch sharply. &ldquo;Nevermind.&rdquo; And then he hangs up. Shane is a little pissed off about being woken up for apparently no reason, but the call was short enough that it&rsquo;s a simple matter for him to go right back to sleep. He wakes up thinking it was a weirdly mundane dream until he sees the call log on his phone. But it doesn&rsquo;t really seem that significant. Ryan does weird stuff all the time. Shane has all but forgotten about it by the time lunch rolls around that day.</p><p>So when Shane picks Ryan up from the airport late Sunday night and Ryan clumsily lets Shane know he wants to go to his own house without saying those words, Shane doesn&rsquo;t think to connect it to that weird seconds-long phone call. He just figures Ryan is tired, maybe homesick for his own space. No big deal, and he needn&rsquo;t have been worried about- about hurting Shane&rsquo;s and Sara&rsquo;s feelings or whatever it is that made him too nervous to just say &lsquo;hey, take me to my place, please&rsquo;. Shane takes Ryan to Ryan&rsquo;s place, and he doesn&rsquo;t worry about it.</p><p>That is until Monday and Tuesday and Wednesday and Thursday and Friday all pass without Ryan coming over to theirs. Shane feels Ryan watching him at work all week, staring for long minutes at the side of his face across the short distance between them, but every time he looks over Ryan makes like he&rsquo;s completely absorbed in his work.</p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Of course you can be happy without being with your soulmate, and Ryan doesn’t judge different kinds of relationships, he just thinks that your soulmate is like the pinnacle of what you can achieve, romantically.</p><p>“You sound like a Nicholas Sparks movie,” Shane tells him, because Shane doesn’t believe in soulmates.</p><p><small>inspired by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mtG__5dw9g8mH0ybLGI6UfA" target="_blank">@kaya4114</a>‘s <a href="https://kaya4114.tumblr.com/post/185371136445/soulmate-au" target="_blank">text post</a></small></p><blockquote><p>The months continue to pass. Shane takes Ryan out half a dozen times for Halloween season, sometimes with others and sometimes just the two of them. Most of the time Shane makes it his treat and thus the only reason the haunted houses and hay rides and buzzed pumpkin patch crawls can&rsquo;t be called dates is that sticky little technicality that they&rsquo;re just not dating, because Shane is a masochist he guesses.</p><p>In December, before they head off to Chicago to see Shane&rsquo;s family, Sara and Shane have Ryan over for &ldquo;friendsmas/friendukkah&rdquo;. It&rsquo;s one of the most bittersweet experiences of Shane&rsquo;s entire life, just this close to what he wants and can&rsquo;t have but at the same time something he wouldn&rsquo;t trade for the world. The three of them fill up on so many different kinds of potato dishes that Shane thinks he becomes eighty percent starch. Ryan wears fucking onesie pajamas, emerald green with white snowflakes, and Sara wraps tinsel around him, and he&rsquo;s warm next to Shane all evening with melted marshmallow across his top lip from the hot chocolate.</p><p>In February, Sara meets a girl.</p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Of course you can be happy without being with your soulmate, and Ryan doesn’t judge different kinds of relationships, he just thinks that your soulmate is like the pinnacle of what you can achieve, romantically.</p><p>“You sound like a Nicholas Sparks movie,” Shane tells him, because Shane doesn’t believe in soulmates.</p><p><small>inspired by <a href="https://tmblr.co/mtG__5dw9g8mH0ybLGI6UfA" target="_blank">@kaya4114</a>‘s <a href="https://kaya4114.tumblr.com/post/185371136445/soulmate-au" target="_blank">text post</a></small></p><blockquote><p>&ldquo;So,&rdquo; Sara says in the morning, the first words either of them have spoken yet. Shane has only just sat down with his coffee. He considers crawling back into bed and claiming that it&rsquo;s not morning yet. &ldquo;The Ryan Thing.&rdquo; Shane makes a small noise of protest, but then takes a fortifying gulp of coffee and sighs.</p><p>&ldquo;I guess it&rsquo;s not so silly or little anymore,&rdquo; he admits, somewhat grudgingly. Sara snorts indelicately like oh you think? but otherwise waits for him to continue, buttering toaster waffles cheerfully like they&rsquo;re discussing the funny pages or the weather. Shane sighs again, tangled up. He feels lucky all over again that he fell in love with Sara and that she loves him back. He can&rsquo;t even imagine having this conversation with anyone else. He sets his coffee down on the table between them, rotates the mug idly between his hands, staring down into it as he tries to put his feelings into thoughts and his thoughts into words.</p><p>&ldquo;I want him,&rdquo; Shane says finally. It&rsquo;s such a tiny statement compared to what he feels - the joy that he gets from being around Ryan, the sense of accomplishment that comes just from making him smile, the certainty that they could do anything together and enjoy it, how bereft he is when Ryan isn&rsquo;t around, how covetous he is of Ryan&rsquo;s time and admiration, how utterly captivating Shane finds him - but he can&rsquo;t find any other way to put it. Sara hums her understanding and takes a too-big bite of waffle, watching him attentively as she chews, reading him easily, knowing there&rsquo;s more he hasn&rsquo;t worked through yet. It&rsquo;s a good thing it&rsquo;s Saturday and they don&rsquo;t have anywhere to be.</p><p>&ldquo;The soulmate thing,&rdquo; Shane says, and then stops again. He takes a sip of coffee just to stall, even though he doesn&rsquo;t really need to, not with her. &ldquo;I don&rsquo;t- It&rsquo;s not a front or whatever, I really don&rsquo;t-&rdquo;</p><p>&ldquo;I know, babe,&rdquo; Sara interrupts gently, putting him out of his misery. They&rsquo;d talked about this extensively when they got together, and again when they started getting serious. Shane had wanted to make sure that Sara wouldn&rsquo;t drop him for some stranger she happened to meet around the same time her mark turned yellow, and he&rsquo;d also wanted to make sure she wasn&rsquo;t expecting him to change his tune either. She knows he means it when he says he doesn&rsquo;t believe in soulmates, just like he knows she does believe in them but isn&rsquo;t interested in letting fate make her choices.</p><p>&ldquo;Right.&rdquo; Shane nods awkwardly and shoots Sara a grateful look from beneath his lashes. She smiles encouragingly, and he can&rsquo;t help but smile back. &ldquo;But Ryan&hellip; He really believes in that stuff, and he really wants it, and he wants it to be just like it is in the movies. I don&rsquo;t want to&hellip; If he thinks it&rsquo;s me, I don&rsquo;t want him to say yes just because of that. Even if we&rsquo;re synced or whatever.&rdquo; He waves a hand, frustrated with how limited these words are.</p><p>&ldquo;Like ladies&rsquo; periods?&rdquo; Sara jokes, lightening up the mood a little. Shane huffs a laugh.</p><p>&ldquo;Exactly like,&rdquo; he agrees. &ldquo;So anyway!&rdquo; he adds brightly, trying to steer them away from this uncomfortable and complicated stuff. &ldquo;You don&rsquo;t have anything to worry about, either way.&rdquo; Sara hums again and gives him a look that he considers to be quite cryptic. She begins spreading jam onto her second waffle, and it&rsquo;s Shane&rsquo;s turn to wait her out - although he&rsquo;s much less patient than she is. He&rsquo;s on the edge of his seat, figuratively speaking.</p><p>&ldquo;What if you could have both of us?&rdquo; Sara finally asks, deceptively casual. Shane blinks.</p><p>&ldquo;But&hellip;&rdquo; he says. &ldquo;I can&rsquo;t?&rdquo;<br/></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><blockquote><p><b>Rating:</b> Explicit<br/><b>Warnings:</b> No Archive Warnings Apply<br/><b>Relationships:</b> Hulk/Loki, En Dwi Gast | Grandmaster/Loki, Loki/others<br/><b>Characters:</b> Hulk (Marvel), Loki (Marvel), En Dwi Gast | Grandmaster</p><p><b>Additional Tags:</b> Thor (mentioned), Exhibitionism, Extreme exhibitionism, Performance Sex, sex on stage, Marathon Sex, Group Sex, Multiple Partners, Voyeurism, Polyamory, Barebacking, Enthusiastic Consent, Consensual But Not Safe Or Sane, Consensual Sex, Dom/sub, Intersex Character, Intersex Jotunn (Marvel), Intersex Loki (Marvel), Alien Gender/Sexuality, Rough Sex, Multiple Orgasms, Anal Fingering, Vaginal Fingering, Vaginal Sex, Praise Kink, Name-Calling, Under-negotiated Kink, Aftercare, Obedience, BDSM, 24/7 BDSM elements, Sexual Fantasy, Scared And Horny, Size Difference, Size Kink, Large Cock</p></blockquote><p><i>“What do you think?” Grandmaster purrs wetly into Loki’s ear as Hulk roars gleefully after ‘defeating’ Thor. Grandmaster slips a firm hand up in between Loki’s legs. “You think you could- you could take him, hmm? I think you could take him.”</i></p><p>Combat isn’t the only thing Grandmaster likes to host in his arena, and Loki is his most popular non-gladiatorial contender. What else is there to do but match him up with the other Champion?</p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16470341" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Thor is so free. His touch can be soft, and his outlook, and his belly.</p><blockquote><p>Thor retires from the Avengers to be King. Once Asgard is so graciously allowed citizenship of Earth, and then so generously given land upon which to exist (land which comes with a purposefully unpayable debt), the job gradually becomes easier. And given Thor’s openness to collaboration and the plentifulness of his support, the burden of the work is lesser for him than it might have been for a different king.</p><p>Thor has time. He has time to spend with his people, in their fields and in their labs and in their classrooms. There still aren’t many (although their numbers have finally begun to grow) but they fill their new lands in spirit if not yet in population per acre. They reside now on land that once was a part of Norway, which claimed to be glad to have them take it (the debt seems to say otherwise, but Earth’s values are as they are and Thor chose to being them here; besides, given Old Asgard’s ways he has little room to judge). The grown-ups love to feed him and the children love to tell him their jokes. Thor loves to eat and Thor loves to laugh.</p><p>Thor has time to visit with King T'challa. Sometimes Thor goes to Wakanda and sometimes T'challa comes to Asgard. Sometimes they bring an entourage of their advisors (friends), and sometimes they are alone. Always they learn, and always they eat.</p><p>Thor has time to visit with Tony Stark as well, and they get along much better now that they are strictly friends and no longer teammates. Tony talks and talks and shares as much of his culture with Thor as he can possibly squeeze into each “hang sesh”. Slowly, as the rest of the old team - and the new - knit back together, Tony becomes less frenetic. He steadies, mellows, and highly recommends his therapist.</p><p>Thor has time to cautiously woo the Valkyrie. She finally tells him her given name over a gigantic plate of nachos they are sharing at a sticky and poorly lit bar. She tells him to use it carefully, and he does. The two of them learn the taste of every kind of alcohol this world has to offer. Thor takes her to his first Earth bar - the one in New Mexico - and she drinks seven boilermakers, calls him a bitch, and kisses him. He’s already in love with her.</p><p>Even with this great wealth of time, still Thor and Loki tend to spend their days on each other. It has always been this way and it seems that it always will. Of course, there are differences.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/18787375" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Leave Me a Tip</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Merle, Magnus, and Lup beg Taako to let them invite Lucretia to Candlenights. Merle posits that Taako should try to forgive for his own good, Magnus invokes the spirit of familial togetherness, and Lup just says please. So Taako agrees, even though he’s not ready.</p><p>

<small>Taako’s views in this fic on himself and Lucretia do not reflect my views on either character or on their relationship. Taako is traumatized and blames Lucretia disproportionately to her actions because he hasn’t been able to adjust yet. Some of his thoughts on this might be upsetting.</small>

<br/></p><blockquote><p>After everything, Taako buys a house. Taako fills his house with things. Mostly cooking things, but also books and art and bedding and cute little knick knacks that have absolutely no conceivable practical use. He has more than one walk in closet. No room is empty, and there are many many rooms. He has rugs and curtains and armchairs and eight pairs of sandals. He has a collection of nail polish that takes up a whole cabinet by itself. He owns lots of things that are heavy, unwieldy, loud. He plants himself right in the middle of Neverwinter and declares, silently and to himself, that he won’t be budged. Never ever.</p><p>That’s not the only thing Taako swears to never ever do. And Taako may have changed a lot over the past hundred and ten years - sometimes by choice, sometimes organically, sometimes against his will - but stubbornness? Nothing ever managed to take that away from him. So he swears he’ll never be on the run again, and he’ll never forgive Lucretia.</p><p>He’s not an asshole about it or anything, not that he couldn’t or that the urge to doesn’t ever hit him, stab him right between the ribs and stir up his guts until he gets ill. But given everything she took from him, Taako can’t bear to deprive himself even further by causing rifts or whatever. He did threaten to kill her while furiously weeping though, so he thinks his stance on hanging out is pretty clear. Sure, sometimes he can’t sleep because of cyclical inexpressible rage. And sometimes when he does sleep he’s woken by the same gut-wrenching night terrors that he had during those ten years, the ones where he’s searching and searching for something undefined and he knows somehow that if he doesn’t find it he’ll disappear too, but now when he wakes up instead of aimlessly trying to fill that void with food or attention or hats or other bullshit Taako knows to think of Lup. And of Barry, and Merle, and Magnus, and Davenport - and Lucretia. He was looking for her and she was right there , watching him search and fail and decompose. But whatever. She gets it, everyone gets it, no need to drag it out again. Taako can deal with his icky feelings all by himself like a big boy.</p><p>So life goes on and everything is a little weird and mostly good. Angus goes to school. Kravitz sleeps over at Taako’s a lot even though he doesn’t, strictly speaking, need to sleep, being dead and all, which is very sweet and nice and gives Taako feelings that are gooey but very much not icky at all. Carey and Killian go on a honeymoon that’s supposed to last for one week but actually lasts for three because no one has the heart and/or guts to tell them they have to come back. Davenport goes to sea and sends them all postcards. Merle lives on the beach and spends all his time with kids, and Magnus lives in the boonies and spends all his time with dogs. Lup and Barry renew their vows, again, and everyone they know is there, and Taako and Lucretia sit on opposite sides of the aisle, and it’s fine. Everything is fine.</p><p>One Candlenights passes, and then Midsummer, and the four birds left in between them go to Lucretia’s on one day and to Taako’s on another day for the celebrations, and it’s all perfectly fine. Taako feels mostly okay most of the time, and for the times when he’s doing shitty he has a Cleric who is not Merle that he visits sometimes and she kind of helps usually even though Taako doesn’t actually take her advice very often. Sooner than it seems it should, Candlenights is coming again.</p><p>Merle, Magnus, and Lup, in that order, all beg Taako to invite - or to let them invite - Lucretia to Candlenights at his place this year. Davenport is still at sea and won’t be attending, just as it was last year and for Midsummer. Barry says it’s Taako’s choice and refuses to express any opinion beyond that. Merle posits that Taako should let go of his anger for his own good (which would be fine and Taako figures he could wrestle his stubbornness into compliance to get it done, if only this gods-awful feeling was as simple as ‘anger’), Magnus invokes the spirit of familial togetherness, and Lup just says please. So, reluctantly and not very charitably, Taako agrees.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19478245" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Aziraphale possesses Crowley. He was right; they do indeed explode. Euphemistically, that is.</p><blockquote><p>Crowley is <i>quite </i>sloshed when Aziraphale’s ethereal form manifests opposite him in the bar. For long seconds, before Aziraphale speaks, Crowley thinks he’s only imagining him, the particularly torturous offspring of fantasy and inebriation. Oh, how he aches when he sees Aziraphale, the outline of him all wibbly-wobbly. But then the apparition speaks, and it doesn’t say anything particularly out of character for Aziraphale - nothing too… <i>fanciful</i>, nothing too similar to the things Aziraphale says in Crowley’s dreams - and after six thousand years of incredulously watching him Crowley finds it easy enough to accept that Aziraphale did something so wildly outside the approved angelic playbook. He explains what happened to him, and Crowley explains- too much (too <i>fast</i>). Aziraphale’s spirit shifts uncomfortably, and continues on quickly, something about finding a body. He says, “Pity I can’t inhabit yours,” and laughs it off.</p><p><a></a>Here is where it is especially relevant that Crowley is so piss drunk. There he is, sloshing around in his all but fermented brain, still aching, and also only vaguely listening, and he thinks to himself, ‘I am so tired of this’. He’s tired of acting like he doesn’t <i>want</i>. He’s a demon; it’s against his nature.</p><p>“Well, why couldn’t you then?” he asks belligerently, plopping his chin into his hand with a harrumph. Or rather, that’s what he means to do. Instead his words come out slurred and whiny and his movement gives off the impression that one half of him is losing its structural integrity.</p><p><a></a>“Ah- well,” Aziraphale splutters. &quot;I’m an angel and you’re a demon! We’d probably explode.“ He sounds sad about it and Crowley rolls his eyes so hard he has to miracle away the strain. Typical angel to be so heartbroken over some random harm that hasn’t even come to pass.</p><p>&ldquo;Only one way to find out, angel,” Crowley points out, and it does actually manage to be a little pointy. His attempt to wiggle his eyebrows, less so.</p><p>“I hardly think we have the time to be experimenting with our metaphysicality right now, darling,” Aziraphale scoffs. The sound has a strange formless echo to it, given that he’s not actually moving any air around. But Crowley is drunk, and he’s achy and tired, and he’s been so full of this damnable yearning for so long, and there’s hardly any chance that they’ll succeed anyway. He would rather die than not have this, something, just one more chance to know that no one has been closer to Aziraphale than him, one more chance to just- ask the question. Just one more question, just one more time, and go out with a boom before the answer befalls him.</p><p><a></a>“You hardly have time to find someone else,” he insists, and his voice is so quiet it must be so obvious what he really means. But, in typical angel fashion, Aziraphale shows him mercy and pretends to take those words at face value.<sup><small><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19783825#three-two" title="footnote 3" target="_blank">3</a></small></sup> He shifts again, squirming along with his inconsistent edges, and sighs deeply.</p><p>“Yes,” he says. “Yes, I suppose you’re right. But…” He lifts his imaginary hand to nervously rub along the bridge of his imaginary nose. “Well… Are you quite sure?” Crowley doesn’t so much shrug as undulate his entire body starting at the shoulders.</p><p>“I’m a being of self-interest, angel,” he jibes. Silly that he has to say it. Even without the rest of their history together, this alone would make them both deeply aware. “I wouldn’t offer something if I wasn’t willing to give it.” He attempts to tap his wrist. He misses. “C'mon, then! The time bomb’s a-ticking.” Aziraphale gives every appearance of taking a deep breath, of closing his eyes, of leaning in as if for a kiss.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19783825" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Crowley has a kink. The kink is Aziraphale.</p><p><small>This fic contains a masochist discovering his kink during the course of exploring his demisexuality without understanding it yet. That could be triggering, and is the main reason I chose the ambiguous warning tag. Other reasons include but may not be limited to the same character and his partner neglecting to negotiate a scene until it has already begun, which is unsafe to do irl. Proceed at your own discretion.</small></p><blockquote><p>It’s Aziraphale’s fault. It’s Aziraphale’s fault, and Crowley will defend that hill until such time as he ceases completely to exist. If Aziraphale ever tries to say that it was Crowley who tempted or corrupted him, in this specific particular case Crowley has a defense prepared.</p><p>It all happens because the books are dusty. That’s just how they are, always, even the ones that get regularly handled. Aziraphale likes them that way, not just because it tends to put off customers, but also because he likes to pull one out and blow the dust off of it in a dramatic little cloud. He does this with every single book, every single time, and he bounces on his toes with a besotted little grin at the simple joy it gives him. It’s adorable, and deeply irritating.</p><p>Crowley can’t help but turn to look and watch every time Aziraphale goes through this ridiculous little ritual. It’s like watching a bunny flop over to show its belly, or like a train wreck.2 Crowley is following Aziraphale around, getting in the angel’s way when he can like a needy pet cat. Aziraphale pays him no particular mind except to occasionally glance up at him and give him a look that if it is attempting to be stern is failing. He’s looking around for something in particular; he’d said something about something or other before they’d left the back room but Crowley was only half listening and he can hardly be expected to remember anything when he has thus far endured already two dust cloud shuffles. It’s taking quite a while to find whatever book, in part because Aziraphale doesn’t remember the title or the author, and in part because the shop is poorly organized. Aziraphale likes it that way, not just because it tends to put off customers, but also because he likes to rediscover his own books like they’re new to him and making sure he doesn’t know where any of them are is the best way to get that feeling.</p><p>“Maybe this one,” Aziraphale mutters lowly to himself, squinting at a spine. Crowley leans in a little closer to look at the little wrinkle Aziraphale gets in between his eyebrows when he concentrates hard on something, trying to be subtle when subtlety is really not his strong suit and he knows it. As he moves he runs his fingers along the other books on the shelf, leaving trails in the dust that will be gone by tomorrow (when he’s around Aziraphale sometimes Crowley just gets this inexplicable, insatiable need to touch things). Aziraphale pulls out the book and turns from the shelf, coincidentally in Crowley’s direction, and blows up the dust nearly right into Crowley’s face. Either he doesn’t notice or does a truly bang up job at pretending not to, because he only does his little dance and opens the book with the quiet creak of old binding. Crowley blows some dust out of his lashes with a glare at Aziraphale’s creased forehead, but he’s too- he’s too bewitched by that blessed two-step nonsense that he can’t muster up enough peevishness to mention it. And then he sneezes.</p><p>“G'bless you,” Aziraphale says absently, reflexively. All the dust puffs off of Crowley’s face and it sparkles in the shitty lighting of the shop as if it were something grander, but more importantly an arc of electricity races down Crowley’s back from the base of his skull down to his tailbone. Crowley takes in a sharp breath through his teeth and shivers violently. It’s not… It’s not all bad. It stings, but it’s warm and tingly too. Never has any feeling befit more perfectly the word <i>zing</i>.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19852921" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Taako misses Magic Day. Angus investigates why.</p><p>This fic contains internalized ableism in the form of a depressed character interpreting their emotional dysfunction as them being a bad person. No other characters believe this.</p><blockquote><p>Angus waits patiently in the training room for Taako. It’s not the first time that Taako has been late to a Magic Day lesson, so Angus is not that worried. In fact, Taako being late is a routine thing. Agnus thinks that maybe it is a test. He knows most little boys like him are not prone to being patient, but he is not like most little boys and he can wait for a very long time if necessary. Either that or maybe Taako just isn’t very good at keeping track of time, or he doesn’t want to give Angus high expectations. Angus - being the World’s Greatest Detective, and now also the Greatest Detective on The Moon - is very observant, and not very easily tricked, and he has noticed after a few months on board the moon base that Taako can sometimes purposefully express himself in a contrary way. Angus hasn’t yet figured out the purpose of that behavior, but he most certainly will (and that is both a threat and a promise, Angus would say, if anyone asked).</p><p>Angus waits for a very long time. He’s good at waiting, but this is a very very long time. Every time that Angus considers going to look for Taako it takes a little bit more effort to convince himself not to, to keep waiting, to be patient and pass the test. Of course Taako is taking longer this time, right? If it is a test it probably has to get harder before you can pass it for good. (But if it’s not a test… But it’s probably a test, probably. Maybe. But maybe not…)</p><p>Angus is very patient and waits for a very long time, and definitively would have passed this test if it had been a test. He has his mind pretty much made up for him that it wasn’t when Carey, Killian, and Magnus come in to the training room. The three of them all share teasing trash talk, including Magnus even thought Angus knows that Magnus has never once beat either Carey or Killian in a sparring match.</p><p>“Hey, Ango!” Magnus calls to Angus when he notices him. Angus waves, a little sullenly. “Hanging around for the show after your magic lessons, huh?” He flexes. Angus holds his chin high and tries to make sure his lip doesn’t wobble so that Magnus doesn’t notice that he’s upset (hopefully). Taako might be embarrassed if everyone knew he forgot. Angus would probably be embarrassed if he was Taako (Angus is embarrassed as Angus too, that he waited around so long for nothing, but he’s the only detective around here so he’s the only one that has to know that).</p><p>“I was going to, Sir,” he lies. “But I think it will be a little boring with you here too.” Magnus’s mouth drops open in genuine surprise before he plays it up and gasps theatrically. Meanwhile, Carey and Killian are both ooh ing and laughing, and even though he’s still upset Angus can’t help a small proud smile.</p><p>“Tch, wizards ,” Magnus mutters disparagingly, but he’s grinning at Angus as he says it, and he seems pretty proud too. Also, Angus is very happy to be called a wizard, even if he didn’t have a lesson today ( yet , and that is also a threat and a promise). “No appreciation for the rest of us.” Angus quietly leaves while Carey and Killian are pointing out to Magnus that ‘wizards’ seem to appreciate the two of them just fine and Magnus protests that he has Rustic Hospitality and everyone with any taste likes him automatically.</p><p>Angus makes his way towards the suite that Tres Horny Boys share. His feelings are hurt and he’s angry too, even as he tries to come up with excuses for Taako in his head. There could be all sorts of reasons that Taako forgot it was Magic Day. He almost certainly didn’t stand Angus up on purpose, so Angus shouldn’t be mad, right?</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19983226" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>An “Order” that consists of but four members? Now that just can’t be right…</p><blockquote><p>It’s been a little while since Loki has seen a real, actual battlefield. Not that the Black Order will make any attempt to follow war etiquette of course, but there are no buildings or streets or civilians around. Just grass and plains as far as even Jotunn and Æsir eyes can see, with lush green mountains at their backs. Of course, they in the ranks already - ha - assembled know those mountains to be illusory. In this one particular instance Midgardian technology is better than magic though; Ebony, if he still counts himself one of Thanos’s children - and in his case Loki can’t imagine he doesn’t - won’t be able to look through or dispel the Wakandan camouflage.</p><p>Loki hasn’t had any way to tell how well his tricks have paid him forward, in the almost-decade since he set them. Eight years can mean a lot for a long game, or it can mean next to nothing. That’s why Loki has kept this particular sowing to himself. It would be… ungraceful to prematurely claim a clever deed that failed. Especially while he’s trying to make himself seem valuable, so that the so-called Avengers will allow him to stay, in his own skin and without harassment, with his brother and his people.</p><p>Asgard has been on Earth now for weeks shy of a year. Midgard’s spring draws to a close, and the African heat is making Loki truly miserable as they await the arrival of their would-be invaders. Loki had explained the nature of Thanos’s mission as part of his bid for clemency, as humiliating as it had been to admit to having committed actions not entirely his own. (He had insisted on taking due credit for each little thing that was his idea, unbothered by how every word from his mouth had made several anger-red faces - including Thor’s - edge closer and closer to purple; Loki has always loved a nice gem tone.) Then a few weeks ago, some stellar radar or other had taken note of the size and rapidly shrinking distance of the then-unidentified object that was Sanctuary II. So here they have gathered, all of them who can face such a force - or at least all of them who are willing to die in the attempt. Three Infinity Stones are here on the battlefield with them, their bait.</p><p>There are not very many of them. Those original six who met the first invasion, plus a few more. One small army of ordinary, if very skilled and well-equipped, humans. Barley more than half a dozen Ás, only two of them warriors by trade. And Loki.</p><p>More than not, Loki awaits the results of his spells and tricks with curiosity, or glee at having done them whether they succeed or not, but right now he finds himself hoping. If his words were powerful enough, his nonchalant asides and his hushed whispers that he left behind to burrow like termites through the foundations of the Black Order, then this meager infantry might be enough.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/20265856" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Leave Me a Tip</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Thor has learned that the past and the present and the future are three strands in a string, woven together.</p><p><small>I used accusations similar to blood libel to demonstrate that the justifications for violence against a specific being were falsified for a political agenda. It’s vague and brief but might be triggering.</small></p><blockquote><p>Thor is making merry after a grand adventure. He is too drunken already to tell the tale anymore. Around him, Thor’s friends are loud and raucous and warm. Volstagg has his shirt torn from his shoulders and falling about his waist, still tucked into his pants, arm wrestling a maiden who seems taken with him with one hand and feeding himself roast boar with the other. Fandral’s back, still tacky through his shirt with blood (someone else’s) and sweat (his own), is pressed against Thor’s side, his laughter bright in Thor’s ear, each of his arms wrapped round the shoulders of a breathtaking woman. Sif is drinking men under the table, them lining up orderly before her for the privilege. Loki has taken up the mantle of recounting their victory, standing on top of the table with softly glowing fingers as illusions dance around him. His rhymes are steadily declining in quality as he continues to drink as well, though even still his voice never breaks and he never stutters.</p><p>There is something not quite right, but Thor cannot place it.</p><p>The hot sun beats down through a clear blue sky. The earth underneath Thor’s boots is hard-packed and flat. He’s braced on the balls of his feet with a sword in each hand, a layer of sweat building underneath his leather and plate armor. Steve is on his left, Loki on his right, and ahead of them, charging, is a seemingly unending herd of beasts. The beasts are like hairless, blind dogs with thick mottled grey skin.</p><p>The blood of the dog-beasts smells foul in the heat of the day, twice as much so underscored with the bright ozone scent of Thor’s lightning. They are loud as they attack, and loud as they die, and loud as they continue and continue and continue to charge. Thor is slick with gore. Some has gotten into his mouth, tasting of rot. He has lost track of Loki on the battlefield. He wonders if he will ever see his brother again.</p><p>The snowy air at the topmost open arched stone window of the All-Mother’s favorite palace tower stings pleasantly in Thor’s lungs as he looks out from it across the glittering landscape below. He feels strange, as if he hasn’t yet earned the right to stand here, despite that he was born in this palace. Some of the roofs below are gilded in gold. Thor thinks they are beautiful and familiar and majestic, and also hideous and sickening and garish. He feels powerful, righteous. He feels betrayed, guilty. Huginn sits at his left hand. Muninn is absent. Thor can’t remember ever being able to tell the difference between them without being told before. His mother stands at his right shoulder, leaning comfortably in the window on her elbow, smiling gently, patiently. She was always so patient with him.</p><p>“I’m afraid it won’t ever get less confusing,” she tells him. Her mouth is twisted in a wry humor that she has only ever allowed Thor to see once or twice before, but her eyes are clear and lit with a soft happiness. “It’s an art.”</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b></p><blockquote><p><small>Of course you can be happy without being with your soulmate, and Ryan doesn’t judge different kinds of relationships, he just thinks that your soulmate is like the pinnacle of what you can achieve, romantically.</small></p><p><small>“You sound like a Nicholas Sparks movie,” Shane tells him, because Shane doesn’t believe in soulmates.</small></p></blockquote><p><b>Chapters:</b> 4/4; 17k</p><hr><p>Ryan seems a little jittery when he settles in at their desk on set to film this next episode of Unsolved. He taps the bottom of his folder on the desk between his hands and blows a breath out between loose lips. Shane is intrigued. The last time Ryan was this nervous before filming off location it was the alien abduction episode. Obviously, Shane thought that whole deal was absolutely ridiculous, but the banter was especially juicy that day because of it. He folds himself down into the chair next to Ryan eagerly. Ryan gives him a semi-suspicious glare out of the corner of his eye while they wait for setup to finish, and Shane grins back cheekily just to make Ryan huff. They get the count down from TJ, and Ryan sits up straighter.</p><p>“Today on Unsolved: Supernatural,” he introduces on cue. “We discuss soulmarks as part of our ongoing investigation into the question ‘Is the Paranormal real?’” Shane almost laughs this time as he shakes his head at the camera. He never knows ahead of time about the subjects of the episodes to keep his reactions as genuine as possible. He gets why Ryan is so jumpy now though. For most people, soulmarks are a pretty touchy subject. Ryan makes his way with determination through his notes, citing pseudo-scientific research, testimonials, and ancient writings. He summarizes; light brown for inert, yellow when you meet, green when you become friends, red when you’re in love. There’s a lot of &lsquo;we’ve all heard’ this and 'everyone knows’ that, but Shane patiently waits it out. “So, do y-”</p><p>“Nope,” Shane interrupts the question with relish, popping his p to be obnoxious. Ryan glares at him, pressing his lips tightly together so that he doesn’t ruin his stern look by laughing.</p><p>“You didn’t even let me finish,” he complains. “How could you not believe in soulmates?”</p><p>“I mean, it’s not supernatural,” Shane explains. He leans back in his seat with a shrug, and takes a negligent sip of his coffee. “It’s some kind of biological thing, obviously. It’s chemical or something, hormonal. It has nothing to do with love.”</p><p>“Hormonal,” Ryan repeats, making his voice deliberately flat. “Do you even believe in love?”</p><p>“Of course I do!” Shane says. He doesn’t take offense at the question; he knows it’s part of the bit. “I just don’t think it’s magic.”</p><p>“I can’t believe you,” Ryan continues. “You’re all about things you can see, but here you are-”</p><p>“Yes, Ryan,” Shane agrees, in an affected tone of condescension. He leans forward again for emphasis. “I can see that humans are born with weird birthmarks that change color throughout their life, sometimes in conjunction with another human that they happen to spend a majority of time with. Like- It’s like, you know,” he gestures, somewhat awkwardly, “when ladies’ periods sync up.”</p><p>“Like whe- Are you seriously comparing soulmarks to periods?” Ryan demands incredulously, his voice pitching up.</p><p>“Menstruation can be a beautiful thing, Ryan,” Shane says sagely, and smirks at Ryan’s outraged scoff. Ryan looks into the camera, shaking his head and smiling a smile that is half grimace. Success.</p><p>“As if that’s even-” Ryan mutters, and then switches track. “What about your parents?” Shane raises his eyebrows at Ryan now, a little miffed at last. He knows exactly what Ryan means here, but he asks anyway. It’s always rubbed him the wrong way when people assume.</p><p>“What about 'em?”</p><p>“I mean, they’re soulmates, right, so-” Ryan says, thinking he’s got a good gotcha going.</p><p>“They aren’t, actually,” Shane corrects mildly.</p><hr><p><small><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/22611964/chapters/54040213" target="_blank">Keep Reading</a></small></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote>
<p><b>Summary:</b></p>
<blockquote>
<p><small>Of course you can be happy without being with your soulmate, and Ryan doesn’t judge different kinds of relationships, he just thinks that your soulmate is like the pinnacle of what you can achieve, romantically.</small></p>
<p><small>“You sound like a Nicholas Sparks movie,” Shane tells him, because Shane doesn’t believe in soulmates.</small></p>
</blockquote>
<p><b>Chapters:</b> 4/4; 17k</p>
<hr><p>Ryan seems a little jittery when he settles in at their desk on set to film this next episode of Unsolved. He taps the bottom of his folder on the desk between his hands and blows a breath out between loose lips. Shane is intrigued. The last time Ryan was this nervous before filming off location it was the alien abduction episode. Obviously, Shane thought that whole deal was absolutely ridiculous, but the banter was especially juicy that day because of it. He folds himself down into the chair next to Ryan eagerly. Ryan gives him a semi-suspicious glare out of the corner of his eye while they wait for setup to finish, and Shane grins back cheekily just to make Ryan huff. They get the count down from TJ, and Ryan sits up straighter.</p>
<p>“Today on Unsolved: Supernatural,” he introduces on cue. “We discuss soulmarks as part of our ongoing investigation into the question ‘Is the Paranormal real?’” Shane almost laughs this time as he shakes his head at the camera. He never knows ahead of time about the subjects of the episodes to keep his reactions as genuine as possible. He gets why Ryan is so jumpy now though. For most people, soulmarks are a pretty touchy subject. Ryan makes his way with determination through his notes, citing pseudo-scientific research, testimonials, and ancient writings. He summarizes; light brown for inert, yellow when you meet, green when you become friends, red when you’re in love. There’s a lot of ‘we’ve all heard’ this and &lsquo;everyone knows’ that, but Shane patiently waits it out. “So, do y-”</p>
<p>“Nope,” Shane interrupts the question with relish, popping his p to be obnoxious. Ryan glares at him, pressing his lips tightly together so that he doesn’t ruin his stern look by laughing.</p>
<p>“You didn’t even let me finish,” he complains. “How could you not believe in soulmates?”</p>
<p>“I mean, it’s not supernatural,” Shane explains. He leans back in his seat with a shrug, and takes a negligent sip of his coffee. “It’s some kind of biological thing, obviously. It’s chemical or something, hormonal. It has nothing to do with love.”</p>
<p>“Hormonal,” Ryan repeats, making his voice deliberately flat. “Do you even believe in love?”</p>
<p>“Of course I do!” Shane says. He doesn’t take offense at the question; he knows it’s part of the bit. “I just don’t think it’s magic.”</p>
<p>“I can’t believe you,” Ryan continues. “You’re all about things you can see, but here you are-”</p>
<p>“Yes, Ryan,” Shane agrees, in an affected tone of condescension. He leans forward again for emphasis. “I can see that humans are born with weird birthmarks that change color throughout their life, sometimes in conjunction with another human that they happen to spend a majority of time with. Like- It’s like, you know,” he gestures, somewhat awkwardly, “when ladies’ periods sync up.”</p>
<p>“Like whe- Are you seriously comparing soulmarks to periods?” Ryan demands incredulously, his voice pitching up.</p>
<p>“Menstruation can be a beautiful thing, Ryan,” Shane says sagely, and smirks at Ryan’s outraged scoff. Ryan looks into the camera, shaking his head and smiling a smile that is half grimace. Success.</p>
<p>“As if that’s even-” Ryan mutters, and then switches track. “What about your parents?” Shane raises his eyebrows at Ryan now, a little miffed at last. He knows exactly what Ryan means here, but he asks anyway. It’s always rubbed him the wrong way when people assume.</p>
<p>“What about 'em?”</p>
<p>“I mean, they’re soulmates, right, so-” Ryan says, thinking he’s got a good gotcha going.</p>
<p>“They aren’t, actually,” Shane corrects mildly.</p>
<hr><p><small><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/22611964/chapters/54040213" target="_blank">Keep Reading</a></small></p>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Crowley has a kink. The kink is Aziraphale.</p>
<p><small>This fic contains a masochist discovering his kink during the course of exploring his demisexuality without understanding it yet. That could be triggering, and is the main reason I chose the ambiguous warning tag. Other reasons include but may not be limited to the same character and his partner neglecting to negotiate a scene until it has already begun, which is unsafe to do irl. Proceed at your own discretion.</small></p>
<blockquote>
<p>It’s Aziraphale’s fault. It’s Aziraphale’s fault, and Crowley will defend that hill until such time as he ceases completely to exist. If Aziraphale ever tries to say that it was Crowley who tempted or corrupted him, in this specific particular case Crowley has a defense prepared.</p>
<p>It all happens because the books are dusty. That’s just how they are, always, even the ones that get regularly handled. Aziraphale likes them that way, not just because it tends to put off customers, but also because he likes to pull one out and blow the dust off of it in a dramatic little cloud. He does this with every single book, every single time, and he bounces on his toes with a besotted little grin at the simple joy it gives him. It’s adorable, and deeply irritating.</p>
<p>Crowley can’t help but turn to look and watch every time Aziraphale goes through this ridiculous little ritual. It’s like watching a bunny flop over to show its belly, or like a train wreck.2 Crowley is following Aziraphale around, getting in the angel’s way when he can like a needy pet cat. Aziraphale pays him no particular mind except to occasionally glance up at him and give him a look that if it is attempting to be stern is failing. He’s looking around for something in particular; he’d said something about something or other before they’d left the back room but Crowley was only half listening and he can hardly be expected to remember anything when he has thus far endured already two dust cloud shuffles. It’s taking quite a while to find whatever book, in part because Aziraphale doesn’t remember the title or the author, and in part because the shop is poorly organized. Aziraphale likes it that way, not just because it tends to put off customers, but also because he likes to rediscover his own books like they’re new to him and making sure he doesn’t know where any of them are is the best way to get that feeling.</p>
<p>“Maybe this one,” Aziraphale mutters lowly to himself, squinting at a spine. Crowley leans in a little closer to look at the little wrinkle Aziraphale gets in between his eyebrows when he concentrates hard on something, trying to be subtle when subtlety is really not his strong suit and he knows it. As he moves he runs his fingers along the other books on the shelf, leaving trails in the dust that will be gone by tomorrow (when he’s around Aziraphale sometimes Crowley just gets this inexplicable, insatiable need to touch things). Aziraphale pulls out the book and turns from the shelf, coincidentally in Crowley’s direction, and blows up the dust nearly right into Crowley’s face. Either he doesn’t notice or does a truly bang up job at pretending not to, because he only does his little dance and opens the book with the quiet creak of old binding. Crowley blows some dust out of his lashes with a glare at Aziraphale’s creased forehead, but he’s too- he’s too bewitched by that blessed two-step nonsense that he can’t muster up enough peevishness to mention it. And then he sneezes.</p>
<p>“G'bless you,” Aziraphale says absently, reflexively. All the dust puffs off of Crowley’s face and it sparkles in the shitty lighting of the shop as if it were something grander, but more importantly an arc of electricity races down Crowley’s back from the base of his skull down to his tailbone. Crowley takes in a sharp breath through his teeth and shivers violently. It’s not… It’s not all bad. It stings, but it’s warm and tingly too. Never has any feeling befit more perfectly the word <i>zing</i>.</p>
</blockquote>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19852921" target="_blank">Read More</a></p>
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<p><b>Summary:</b></p>
<blockquote>
<p><small>Of course you can be happy without being with your soulmate, and Ryan doesn’t judge different kinds of relationships, he just thinks that your soulmate is like the pinnacle of what you can achieve, romantically.</small></p>
<p><small>“You sound like a Nicholas Sparks movie,” Shane tells him, because Shane doesn’t believe in soulmates.</small></p>
</blockquote>
<p><b>Chapters:</b> 4/4; 17k</p>
<hr><p>Ryan seems a little jittery when he settles in at their desk on set to film this next episode of Unsolved. He taps the bottom of his folder on the desk between his hands and blows a breath out between loose lips. Shane is intrigued. The last time Ryan was this nervous before filming off location it was the alien abduction episode. Obviously, Shane thought that whole deal was absolutely ridiculous, but the banter was especially juicy that day because of it. He folds himself down into the chair next to Ryan eagerly. Ryan gives him a semi-suspicious glare out of the corner of his eye while they wait for setup to finish, and Shane grins back cheekily just to make Ryan huff. They get the count down from TJ, and Ryan sits up straighter.</p>
<p>“Today on Unsolved: Supernatural,” he introduces on cue. “We discuss soulmarks as part of our ongoing investigation into the question ‘Is the Paranormal real?’” Shane almost laughs this time as he shakes his head at the camera. He never knows ahead of time about the subjects of the episodes to keep his reactions as genuine as possible. He gets why Ryan is so jumpy now though. For most people, soulmarks are a pretty touchy subject. Ryan makes his way with determination through his notes, citing pseudo-scientific research, testimonials, and ancient writings. He summarizes; light brown for inert, yellow when you meet, green when you become friends, red when you’re in love. There’s a lot of &lsquo;we’ve all heard’ this and 'everyone knows’ that, but Shane patiently waits it out. “So, do y-”</p>
<p>“Nope,” Shane interrupts the question with relish, popping his p to be obnoxious. Ryan glares at him, pressing his lips tightly together so that he doesn’t ruin his stern look by laughing.</p>
<p>“You didn’t even let me finish,” he complains. “How could you not believe in soulmates?”</p>
<p>“I mean, it’s not supernatural,” Shane explains. He leans back in his seat with a shrug, and takes a negligent sip of his coffee. “It’s some kind of biological thing, obviously. It’s chemical or something, hormonal. It has nothing to do with love.”</p>
<p>“Hormonal,” Ryan repeats, making his voice deliberately flat. “Do you even believe in love?”</p>
<p>“Of course I do!” Shane says. He doesn’t take offense at the question; he knows it’s part of the bit. “I just don’t think it’s magic.”</p>
<p>“I can’t believe you,” Ryan continues. “You’re all about things you can see, but here you are-”</p>
<p>“Yes, Ryan,” Shane agrees, in an affected tone of condescension. He leans forward again for emphasis. “I can see that humans are born with weird birthmarks that change color throughout their life, sometimes in conjunction with another human that they happen to spend a majority of time with. Like- It’s like, you know,” he gestures, somewhat awkwardly, “when ladies’ periods sync up.”</p>
<p>“Like whe- Are you seriously comparing soulmarks to periods?” Ryan demands incredulously, his voice pitching up.</p>
<p>“Menstruation can be a beautiful thing, Ryan,” Shane says sagely, and smirks at Ryan’s outraged scoff. Ryan looks into the camera, shaking his head and smiling a smile that is half grimace. Success.</p>
<p>“As if that’s even-” Ryan mutters, and then switches track. “What about your parents?” Shane raises his eyebrows at Ryan now, a little miffed at last. He knows exactly what Ryan means here, but he asks anyway. It’s always rubbed him the wrong way when people assume.</p>
<p>“What about 'em?”</p>
<p>“I mean, they’re soulmates, right, so-” Ryan says, thinking he’s got a good gotcha going.</p>
<p>“They aren’t, actually,” Shane corrects mildly.</p>
<hr><p><small><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/22611964/chapters/54040213" target="_blank">Keep Reading</a></small></p>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Crowley has a kink. The kink is Aziraphale.</p><p><small>This fic contains a masochist discovering his kink during the course of exploring his demisexuality without understanding it yet. That could be triggering, and is the main reason I chose the ambiguous warning tag. Other reasons include but may not be limited to the same character and his partner neglecting to negotiate a scene until it has already begun, which is unsafe to do irl. Proceed at your own discretion.</small></p><blockquote><p>It’s Aziraphale’s fault. It’s Aziraphale’s fault, and Crowley will defend that hill until such time as he ceases completely to exist. If Aziraphale ever tries to say that it was Crowley who tempted or corrupted him, in this specific particular case Crowley has a defense prepared.</p><p>It all happens because the books are dusty. That’s just how they are, always, even the ones that get regularly handled. Aziraphale likes them that way, not just because it tends to put off customers, but also because he likes to pull one out and blow the dust off of it in a dramatic little cloud. He does this with every single book, every single time, and he bounces on his toes with a besotted little grin at the simple joy it gives him. It’s adorable, and deeply irritating.</p><p>Crowley can’t help but turn to look and watch every time Aziraphale goes through this ridiculous little ritual. It’s like watching a bunny flop over to show its belly, or like a train wreck.2 Crowley is following Aziraphale around, getting in the angel’s way when he can like a needy pet cat. Aziraphale pays him no particular mind except to occasionally glance up at him and give him a look that if it is attempting to be stern is failing. He’s looking around for something in particular; he’d said something about something or other before they’d left the back room but Crowley was only half listening and he can hardly be expected to remember anything when he has thus far endured already two dust cloud shuffles. It’s taking quite a while to find whatever book, in part because Aziraphale doesn’t remember the title or the author, and in part because the shop is poorly organized. Aziraphale likes it that way, not just because it tends to put off customers, but also because he likes to rediscover his own books like they’re new to him and making sure he doesn’t know where any of them are is the best way to get that feeling.</p><p>“Maybe this one,” Aziraphale mutters lowly to himself, squinting at a spine. Crowley leans in a little closer to look at the little wrinkle Aziraphale gets in between his eyebrows when he concentrates hard on something, trying to be subtle when subtlety is really not his strong suit and he knows it. As he moves he runs his fingers along the other books on the shelf, leaving trails in the dust that will be gone by tomorrow (when he’s around Aziraphale sometimes Crowley just gets this inexplicable, insatiable need to touch things). Aziraphale pulls out the book and turns from the shelf, coincidentally in Crowley’s direction, and blows up the dust nearly right into Crowley’s face. Either he doesn’t notice or does a truly bang up job at pretending not to, because he only does his little dance and opens the book with the quiet creak of old binding. Crowley blows some dust out of his lashes with a glare at Aziraphale’s creased forehead, but he’s too- he’s too bewitched by that blessed two-step nonsense that he can’t muster up enough peevishness to mention it. And then he sneezes.</p><p>“G'bless you,” Aziraphale says absently, reflexively. All the dust puffs off of Crowley’s face and it sparkles in the shitty lighting of the shop as if it were something grander, but more importantly an arc of electricity races down Crowley’s back from the base of his skull down to his tailbone. Crowley takes in a sharp breath through his teeth and shivers violently. It’s not… It’s not all bad. It stings, but it’s warm and tingly too. Never has any feeling befit more perfectly the word <i>zing</i>.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19852921" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Sex doesn’t seem that interesting until Crowley hears the orchestral version.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>There are a lot of different things that Crowley loves about having a human-adjacent corporation. He loves swaddling his bare, vulnerable skin in soft, warm things. He loves sleeping and having dreams and waking up feeling different than he did when he dropped off. He loves having hair and the nice tickly feeling of it when it brushes across the back of his neck. He loves the sharp, bitter taste of hard liquor. He loves the swell of a full orchestra making his delicate little eardrums shake.</p>
<p>There are a lot of different things that Crowley doesn’t love about having a human-adjacent corporation. The social norms that come along with it if you want to muck about with the rest of humanity, for one. Nothing but a hassle, those. He doesn’t love the feeling of the mush one has to chew food into in order to swallow it when one is person-shaped. He doesn’t love paper cuts. He doesn’t love the suffocating smell of everyone’s heavy perfume.</p>
<p>There are also a lot of different things about having a human-adjacent corporation that Crowley simply doesn’t get. He doesn’t get money. He doesn’t get bath houses. He doesn’t get gossip (though he knows the angel Aziraphale is quite into it). He doesn’t get sex.</p>
<p>Well. Crowley understands sex. As in humans have got these particular bits, and what kind of bits they’ve got determines what other kind of bits they end up with later. And in the other way, of course, Crowley knows that they can put their special bits inside someone else’s bits, or they can rub them together, or put them in their mouths, and that it all makes an earthly host of chemicals sing a rousing chorus in their brains. He knows they spend weeks and months painting very lovely pictures of other people’s bits. (He does appreciate the paintings. Paintings are one of those things Crowley loves. Very pleasing to the human-adjacent eyeball.)</p>
<p>The question, Crowley supposes, about money and bath houses and gossip and sex, is: how is it worth it? Money is supposed to make trade easier, but it ends up being more complicated in the long run. A bath is meant to be relaxing and get you clean, which can be done just as well if not better on your lonesome. Gossip is a lot of listening to someone just on the off chance they share a little tidbit that interests you. And sex is messy and exhausting and an orgasm hardly even lasts that long, the chemical party only the barest stretch longer. So what, really, is the point?</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Thor has learned that the past and the present and the future are three strands in a string, woven together.</p>
<p><small>I used accusations similar to blood libel to demonstrate that the justifications for violence against a specific being were falsified for a political agenda. It’s vague and brief but might be triggering.</small></p>
<blockquote>
<p>Thor is making merry after a grand adventure. He is too drunken already to tell the tale anymore. Around him, Thor’s friends are loud and raucous and warm. Volstagg has his shirt torn from his shoulders and falling about his waist, still tucked into his pants, arm wrestling a maiden who seems taken with him with one hand and feeding himself roast boar with the other. Fandral’s back, still tacky through his shirt with blood (someone else’s) and sweat (his own), is pressed against Thor’s side, his laughter bright in Thor’s ear, each of his arms wrapped round the shoulders of a breathtaking woman. Sif is drinking men under the table, them lining up orderly before her for the privilege. Loki has taken up the mantle of recounting their victory, standing on top of the table with softly glowing fingers as illusions dance around him. His rhymes are steadily declining in quality as he continues to drink as well, though even still his voice never breaks and he never stutters.</p>
<p>There is something not quite right, but Thor cannot place it.</p>
<p>The hot sun beats down through a clear blue sky. The earth underneath Thor’s boots is hard-packed and flat. He’s braced on the balls of his feet with a sword in each hand, a layer of sweat building underneath his leather and plate armor. Steve is on his left, Loki on his right, and ahead of them, charging, is a seemingly unending herd of beasts. The beasts are like hairless, blind dogs with thick mottled grey skin.</p>
<p>The blood of the dog-beasts smells foul in the heat of the day, twice as much so underscored with the bright ozone scent of Thor’s lightning. They are loud as they attack, and loud as they die, and loud as they continue and continue and continue to charge. Thor is slick with gore. Some has gotten into his mouth, tasting of rot. He has lost track of Loki on the battlefield. He wonders if he will ever see his brother again.</p>
<p>The snowy air at the topmost open arched stone window of the All-Mother’s favorite palace tower stings pleasantly in Thor’s lungs as he looks out from it across the glittering landscape below. He feels strange, as if he hasn’t yet earned the right to stand here, despite that he was born in this palace. Some of the roofs below are gilded in gold. Thor thinks they are beautiful and familiar and majestic, and also hideous and sickening and garish. He feels powerful, righteous. He feels betrayed, guilty. Huginn sits at his left hand. Muninn is absent. Thor can’t remember ever being able to tell the difference between them without being told before. His mother stands at his right shoulder, leaning comfortably in the window on her elbow, smiling gently, patiently. She was always so patient with him.</p>
<p>“I’m afraid it won’t ever get less confusing,” she tells him. Her mouth is twisted in a wry humor that she has only ever allowed Thor to see once or twice before, but her eyes are clear and lit with a soft happiness. “It’s an art.”</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<blockquote>
<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Thor is not Odin’s son right now. Right now he is King. And Valkyrie thinks, maybe, she could trust him.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>The room on the ship that has become their de facto strategy room, a small circular offshoot of the bridge that must have once been where the captain could take private hails, is barren and chilly. It’s small and closed up so the recycled air is even more stale here than everywhere else on board. There is nothing inside it but a circular table, no chairs. The last Valkyrie still remembers what it was like inside Odin’s strategy rooms and this is jarring in comparison. It makes her mind spin almost as much as a really good shot.</p>
<p>Odin’s strategy rooms were filled with low ambient light and shiny dark wood and blood red accents, and long rectangular tables for Odin to sit at the head of. The Valkyrior, if they were even invited, were expected to line the walls in uniform like heroic statues. Here and now, the wood of the round table is unpolished and scuffed underneath Thor’s equally roughened hands where he leans on it heavily, the flaws of both thrown into stark relief by the harsh fluorescents along the upper walls. The skin visible around Thor’s eye patch is still red and swollen and his hair is sticking up in a thousand directions, full of static either from a recent sonic shower or else self-inflicted. He’s wearing a clingy but soft-looking shirt, lounge pants, and canvas shoes. Genetic resemblance aside, he couldn’t look less like Odin if he tried with all his (allegedly considerable) might.</p>
<p>Valkyrie herself has shown up in basically her pajamas too, though the decision to do so had been belligerent and she’d thought she’d be under-dressed. She also brought a bottle of something golden brown and pungent she found in a closet, but the urge to pointedly drink from it is a little bit lessened now that she sees The Great King Of Asgard looking just like any other tired refugee - just like all the rest of them. Maybe her bullshit isn’t necessary (yet). Loki and Heimdall are here too, and Bruce. Bruce’s outfit is almost identical to Thor’s, though he wears his shirt a little less fitted and has his arms folded self-consciously across his chest. Heimdall wears a sleeveless robe over a leather vest and Loki is in a black suit. He’s so fucking obnoxious. The four of them gather, with varying degrees of closeness, around the new All-Father. Valkyrie places herself directly across from him. Whatever this is about, she wants to watch him as close as she can when he tells them, and she wants him to have to look her in the eye. Just in case.</p>
<p>Thor breathes deeply once they all go still. He stands up, straightens his shoulders, lifts his chin. He looks like a teenager playing grown-up for a school presentation. Valkyrie feels a twinge of sympathy and takes a sip from her pilfered bottle of stuff to make it go away. The taste is foul but it burns in the back of her throat the same as any other liquor, and what more can she ask than that.</p>
<p>“What would you guys say if I said I wanted to change how Asgard’s governing body is structured?” Thor asks.</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<blockquote>
<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Thor is not Odin’s son right now. Right now he is King. And Valkyrie thinks, maybe, she could trust him.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>The room on the ship that has become their de facto strategy room, a small circular offshoot of the bridge that must have once been where the captain could take private hails, is barren and chilly. It’s small and closed up so the recycled air is even more stale here than everywhere else on board. There is nothing inside it but a circular table, no chairs. The last Valkyrie still remembers what it was like inside Odin’s strategy rooms and this is jarring in comparison. It makes her mind spin almost as much as a really good shot.</p>
<p>Odin’s strategy rooms were filled with low ambient light and shiny dark wood and blood red accents, and long rectangular tables for Odin to sit at the head of. The Valkyrior, if they were even invited, were expected to line the walls in uniform like heroic statues. Here and now, the wood of the round table is unpolished and scuffed underneath Thor’s equally roughened hands where he leans on it heavily, the flaws of both thrown into stark relief by the harsh fluorescents along the upper walls. The skin visible around Thor’s eye patch is still red and swollen and his hair is sticking up in a thousand directions, full of static either from a recent sonic shower or else self-inflicted. He’s wearing a clingy but soft-looking shirt, lounge pants, and canvas shoes. Genetic resemblance aside, he couldn’t look less like Odin if he tried with all his (allegedly considerable) might.</p>
<p>Valkyrie herself has shown up in basically her pajamas too, though the decision to do so had been belligerent and she’d thought she’d be under-dressed. She also brought a bottle of something golden brown and pungent she found in a closet, but the urge to pointedly drink from it is a little bit lessened now that she sees The Great King Of Asgard looking just like any other tired refugee - just like all the rest of them. Maybe her bullshit isn’t necessary (yet). Loki and Heimdall are here too, and Bruce. Bruce’s outfit is almost identical to Thor’s, though he wears his shirt a little less fitted and has his arms folded self-consciously across his chest. Heimdall wears a sleeveless robe over a leather vest and Loki is in a black suit. He’s so fucking obnoxious. The four of them gather, with varying degrees of closeness, around the new All-Father. Valkyrie places herself directly across from him. Whatever this is about, she wants to watch him as close as she can when he tells them, and she wants him to have to look her in the eye. Just in case.</p>
<p>Thor breathes deeply once they all go still. He stands up, straightens his shoulders, lifts his chin. He looks like a teenager playing grown-up for a school presentation. Valkyrie feels a twinge of sympathy and takes a sip from her pilfered bottle of stuff to make it go away. The taste is foul but it burns in the back of her throat the same as any other liquor, and what more can she ask than that.</p>
<p>“What would you guys say if I said I wanted to change how Asgard’s governing body is structured?” Thor asks.</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Loki’s first instinct upon learning something new has always been to show Thor.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>Loki’s first instinct upon learning something new has always been to show Thor.</p>
<p>Or, more accurately, Loki’s first instinct upon learning something new has always been to use it on Thor. Thor has fallen for it every time before, and he will fall for it again now. It’s not that he’s stupid, or even foolish, really. But he is a child, and he trusts everything that he loves.</p>
<p>Tyr can tell that Loki has a new trick to play by the way he came swaggering onto the training ground this morning. He’s never exactly reluctant, to show that would earn him too much disapproval from his father and his friends, but his enthusiasm is usually muted unless he has some script where he wins in the end playing in his mind. All morning the younger Prince did his best to behave as if nothing was different as Tyr ran the heirs through their drills. Now it is nearing afternoon and the only thing left before it’s time for lunch is to spar. Loki is visibly struggling not to grin like the Wolf he is - taken more after his father than either of them care to notice.</p>
<p>“Places,” Tyr instructs, pretending to be as oblivious to whatever is imminent as Thor seems to be. Tyr doesn’t disapprove of the use of magic in battle, nor does he scorn the mixing of gendered skills. In a real battle one does what one must, and the enemy will do the same. Tyr may be retired from war but he remembers that.</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<blockquote>
<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Everyone thinks Loki is the studious one, but Thor is the first to hang a poster in their room and it’s an illustration from a history book.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>Everyone thinks Loki is the studious one. It’s an image he’s cultivated, though Thor doesn’t know how. Loki does study magic outside of class but that’s it, and as for schooling Loki does well out of ease (and the self-fulfilling expectations of their tutors, if you ask Thor) rather than much hard work.</p>
<p>Thor is the one who works. He does his assignments, and he does extra credit, and he takes electives, and he has favorite (and least favorite) subjects, and he looks things up - all sorts of things if they’re interesting. Loki studies magic and politics and strategy like he needs them to breathe. Thor just likes to learn.</p>
<p>Thor is almost 700 years old, a pre-adolescent, with growing pains and his first breakout of acne, when he gets on a good history kick. He’s not particularly enjoying the here and now. Loki is moody and Sif is being weird and Father has assigned extra court training to Thor. Just Thor, even though he hasn’t declared one of them Crown Prince yet so Thor and Loki have equal chances of becoming King. Thor doesn’t know why he doesn’t just choose Loki, if he thinks Thor so useless that he needs remedial lessons. Not to mention Lærer Hariasa, Thor’s tutor for court, is a hard ass and learning from her is a chore.</p>
<p>The distant past is a haven. The Æsir live for so long that most people in the books are still alive, some not even old yet, but even still so much has changed in that time it could be another world entirely. To imagine Heimdall as a child is impossible; the baby born with his gift surely is someone else. Someone not real. Someone who has never and will never know Thor, who’s eyes Thor can admire but never have to meet, who’s shoes Thor never has to fill.</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<blockquote>
<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Thor has learned that the past and the present and the future are three strands in a string, woven together.</p>
<p><small>I used accusations similar to blood libel to demonstrate that the justifications for violence against a specific being were falsified for a political agenda. It’s vague and brief but might be triggering.</small></p>
<blockquote>
<p>Thor is making merry after a grand adventure. He is too drunken already to tell the tale anymore. Around him, Thor’s friends are loud and raucous and warm. Volstagg has his shirt torn from his shoulders and falling about his waist, still tucked into his pants, arm wrestling a maiden who seems taken with him with one hand and feeding himself roast boar with the other. Fandral’s back, still tacky through his shirt with blood (someone else’s) and sweat (his own), is pressed against Thor’s side, his laughter bright in Thor’s ear, each of his arms wrapped round the shoulders of a breathtaking woman. Sif is drinking men under the table, them lining up orderly before her for the privilege. Loki has taken up the mantle of recounting their victory, standing on top of the table with softly glowing fingers as illusions dance around him. His rhymes are steadily declining in quality as he continues to drink as well, though even still his voice never breaks and he never stutters.</p>
<p>There is something not quite right, but Thor cannot place it.</p>
<p>The hot sun beats down through a clear blue sky. The earth underneath Thor’s boots is hard-packed and flat. He’s braced on the balls of his feet with a sword in each hand, a layer of sweat building underneath his leather and plate armor. Steve is on his left, Loki on his right, and ahead of them, charging, is a seemingly unending herd of beasts. The beasts are like hairless, blind dogs with thick mottled grey skin.</p>
<p>The blood of the dog-beasts smells foul in the heat of the day, twice as much so underscored with the bright ozone scent of Thor’s lightning. They are loud as they attack, and loud as they die, and loud as they continue and continue and continue to charge. Thor is slick with gore. Some has gotten into his mouth, tasting of rot. He has lost track of Loki on the battlefield. He wonders if he will ever see his brother again.</p>
<p>The snowy air at the topmost open arched stone window of the All-Mother’s favorite palace tower stings pleasantly in Thor’s lungs as he looks out from it across the glittering landscape below. He feels strange, as if he hasn’t yet earned the right to stand here, despite that he was born in this palace. Some of the roofs below are gilded in gold. Thor thinks they are beautiful and familiar and majestic, and also hideous and sickening and garish. He feels powerful, righteous. He feels betrayed, guilty. Huginn sits at his left hand. Muninn is absent. Thor can’t remember ever being able to tell the difference between them without being told before. His mother stands at his right shoulder, leaning comfortably in the window on her elbow, smiling gently, patiently. She was always so patient with him.</p>
<p>“I’m afraid it won’t ever get less confusing,” she tells him. Her mouth is twisted in a wry humor that she has only ever allowed Thor to see once or twice before, but her eyes are clear and lit with a soft happiness. “It’s an art.”</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<blockquote>
<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Thor is not Odin’s son right now. Right now he is King. And Valkyrie thinks, maybe, she could trust him.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>The room on the ship that has become their de facto strategy room, a small circular offshoot of the bridge that must have once been where the captain could take private hails, is barren and chilly. It’s small and closed up so the recycled air is even more stale here than everywhere else on board. There is nothing inside it but a circular table, no chairs. The last Valkyrie still remembers what it was like inside Odin’s strategy rooms and this is jarring in comparison. It makes her mind spin almost as much as a really good shot.</p>
<p>Odin’s strategy rooms were filled with low ambient light and shiny dark wood and blood red accents, and long rectangular tables for Odin to sit at the head of. The Valkyrior, if they were even invited, were expected to line the walls in uniform like heroic statues. Here and now, the wood of the round table is unpolished and scuffed underneath Thor’s equally roughened hands where he leans on it heavily, the flaws of both thrown into stark relief by the harsh fluorescents along the upper walls. The skin visible around Thor’s eye patch is still red and swollen and his hair is sticking up in a thousand directions, full of static either from a recent sonic shower or else self-inflicted. He’s wearing a clingy but soft-looking shirt, lounge pants, and canvas shoes. Genetic resemblance aside, he couldn’t look less like Odin if he tried with all his (allegedly considerable) might.</p>
<p>Valkyrie herself has shown up in basically her pajamas too, though the decision to do so had been belligerent and she’d thought she’d be under-dressed. She also brought a bottle of something golden brown and pungent she found in a closet, but the urge to pointedly drink from it is a little bit lessened now that she sees The Great King Of Asgard looking just like any other tired refugee - just like all the rest of them. Maybe her bullshit isn’t necessary (yet). Loki and Heimdall are here too, and Bruce. Bruce’s outfit is almost identical to Thor’s, though he wears his shirt a little less fitted and has his arms folded self-consciously across his chest. Heimdall wears a sleeveless robe over a leather vest and Loki is in a black suit. He’s so fucking obnoxious. The four of them gather, with varying degrees of closeness, around the new All-Father. Valkyrie places herself directly across from him. Whatever this is about, she wants to watch him as close as she can when he tells them, and she wants him to have to look her in the eye. Just in case.</p>
<p>Thor breathes deeply once they all go still. He stands up, straightens his shoulders, lifts his chin. He looks like a teenager playing grown-up for a school presentation. Valkyrie feels a twinge of sympathy and takes a sip from her pilfered bottle of stuff to make it go away. The taste is foul but it burns in the back of her throat the same as any other liquor, and what more can she ask than that.</p>
<p>“What would you guys say if I said I wanted to change how Asgard’s governing body is structured?” Thor asks.</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Thor has learned that the past and the present and the future are three strands in a string, woven together.</p>
<p><small>I used accusations similar to blood libel to demonstrate that the justifications for violence against a specific being were falsified for a political agenda. It’s vague and brief but might be triggering.</small></p>
<blockquote>
<p>Thor is making merry after a grand adventure. He is too drunken already to tell the tale anymore. Around him, Thor’s friends are loud and raucous and warm. Volstagg has his shirt torn from his shoulders and falling about his waist, still tucked into his pants, arm wrestling a maiden who seems taken with him with one hand and feeding himself roast boar with the other. Fandral’s back, still tacky through his shirt with blood (someone else’s) and sweat (his own), is pressed against Thor’s side, his laughter bright in Thor’s ear, each of his arms wrapped round the shoulders of a breathtaking woman. Sif is drinking men under the table, them lining up orderly before her for the privilege. Loki has taken up the mantle of recounting their victory, standing on top of the table with softly glowing fingers as illusions dance around him. His rhymes are steadily declining in quality as he continues to drink as well, though even still his voice never breaks and he never stutters.</p>
<p>There is something not quite right, but Thor cannot place it.</p>
<p>The hot sun beats down through a clear blue sky. The earth underneath Thor’s boots is hard-packed and flat. He’s braced on the balls of his feet with a sword in each hand, a layer of sweat building underneath his leather and plate armor. Steve is on his left, Loki on his right, and ahead of them, charging, is a seemingly unending herd of beasts. The beasts are like hairless, blind dogs with thick mottled grey skin.</p>
<p>The blood of the dog-beasts smells foul in the heat of the day, twice as much so underscored with the bright ozone scent of Thor’s lightning. They are loud as they attack, and loud as they die, and loud as they continue and continue and continue to charge. Thor is slick with gore. Some has gotten into his mouth, tasting of rot. He has lost track of Loki on the battlefield. He wonders if he will ever see his brother again.</p>
<p>The snowy air at the topmost open arched stone window of the All-Mother’s favorite palace tower stings pleasantly in Thor’s lungs as he looks out from it across the glittering landscape below. He feels strange, as if he hasn’t yet earned the right to stand here, despite that he was born in this palace. Some of the roofs below are gilded in gold. Thor thinks they are beautiful and familiar and majestic, and also hideous and sickening and garish. He feels powerful, righteous. He feels betrayed, guilty. Huginn sits at his left hand. Muninn is absent. Thor can’t remember ever being able to tell the difference between them without being told before. His mother stands at his right shoulder, leaning comfortably in the window on her elbow, smiling gently, patiently. She was always so patient with him.</p>
<p>“I’m afraid it won’t ever get less confusing,” she tells him. Her mouth is twisted in a wry humor that she has only ever allowed Thor to see once or twice before, but her eyes are clear and lit with a soft happiness. “It’s an art.”</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<blockquote>
<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Thor has learned that the past and the present and the future are three strands in a string, woven together.</p>
<p><small>I used accusations similar to blood libel to demonstrate that the justifications for violence against a specific being were falsified for a political agenda. It’s vague and brief but might be triggering.</small></p>
<blockquote>
<p>Thor is making merry after a grand adventure. He is too drunken already to tell the tale anymore. Around him, Thor’s friends are loud and raucous and warm. Volstagg has his shirt torn from his shoulders and falling about his waist, still tucked into his pants, arm wrestling a maiden who seems taken with him with one hand and feeding himself roast boar with the other. Fandral’s back, still tacky through his shirt with blood (someone else’s) and sweat (his own), is pressed against Thor’s side, his laughter bright in Thor’s ear, each of his arms wrapped round the shoulders of a breathtaking woman. Sif is drinking men under the table, them lining up orderly before her for the privilege. Loki has taken up the mantle of recounting their victory, standing on top of the table with softly glowing fingers as illusions dance around him. His rhymes are steadily declining in quality as he continues to drink as well, though even still his voice never breaks and he never stutters.</p>
<p>There is something not quite right, but Thor cannot place it.</p>
<p>The hot sun beats down through a clear blue sky. The earth underneath Thor’s boots is hard-packed and flat. He’s braced on the balls of his feet with a sword in each hand, a layer of sweat building underneath his leather and plate armor. Steve is on his left, Loki on his right, and ahead of them, charging, is a seemingly unending herd of beasts. The beasts are like hairless, blind dogs with thick mottled grey skin.</p>
<p>The blood of the dog-beasts smells foul in the heat of the day, twice as much so underscored with the bright ozone scent of Thor’s lightning. They are loud as they attack, and loud as they die, and loud as they continue and continue and continue to charge. Thor is slick with gore. Some has gotten into his mouth, tasting of rot. He has lost track of Loki on the battlefield. He wonders if he will ever see his brother again.</p>
<p>The snowy air at the topmost open arched stone window of the All-Mother’s favorite palace tower stings pleasantly in Thor’s lungs as he looks out from it across the glittering landscape below. He feels strange, as if he hasn’t yet earned the right to stand here, despite that he was born in this palace. Some of the roofs below are gilded in gold. Thor thinks they are beautiful and familiar and majestic, and also hideous and sickening and garish. He feels powerful, righteous. He feels betrayed, guilty. Huginn sits at his left hand. Muninn is absent. Thor can’t remember ever being able to tell the difference between them without being told before. His mother stands at his right shoulder, leaning comfortably in the window on her elbow, smiling gently, patiently. She was always so patient with him.</p>
<p>“I’m afraid it won’t ever get less confusing,” she tells him. Her mouth is twisted in a wry humor that she has only ever allowed Thor to see once or twice before, but her eyes are clear and lit with a soft happiness. “It’s an art.”</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<blockquote><p>It’s my birthday next week! I’ll be turning 26, and even thought I’ve been Out™ for more than three of those years I haven’t been able to do much in the way of transitioning.</p><p>If you’d like to help a trans man out on his birthday, I have a transitioning wishlist on Amazon. And as a bonus, with any purchase made at this link Amazon will make a donation to ASAN!</p><p>Thank you to anyone who buys anything, and everyone who shares too!</p><p>-Jack (Lex)</p></blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Thor is not Odin’s son right now. Right now he is King. And Valkyrie thinks, maybe, she could trust him.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>The room on the ship that has become their de facto strategy room, a small circular offshoot of the bridge that must have once been where the captain could take private hails, is barren and chilly. It’s small and closed up so the recycled air is even more stale here than everywhere else on board. There is nothing inside it but a circular table, no chairs. The last Valkyrie still remembers what it was like inside Odin’s strategy rooms and this is jarring in comparison. It makes her mind spin almost as much as a really good shot.</p>
<p>Odin’s strategy rooms were filled with low ambient light and shiny dark wood and blood red accents, and long rectangular tables for Odin to sit at the head of. The Valkyrior, if they were even invited, were expected to line the walls in uniform like heroic statues. Here and now, the wood of the round table is unpolished and scuffed underneath Thor’s equally roughened hands where he leans on it heavily, the flaws of both thrown into stark relief by the harsh fluorescents along the upper walls. The skin visible around Thor’s eye patch is still red and swollen and his hair is sticking up in a thousand directions, full of static either from a recent sonic shower or else self-inflicted. He’s wearing a clingy but soft-looking shirt, lounge pants, and canvas shoes. Genetic resemblance aside, he couldn’t look less like Odin if he tried with all his (allegedly considerable) might.</p>
<p>Valkyrie herself has shown up in basically her pajamas too, though the decision to do so had been belligerent and she’d thought she’d be under-dressed. She also brought a bottle of something golden brown and pungent she found in a closet, but the urge to pointedly drink from it is a little bit lessened now that she sees The Great King Of Asgard looking just like any other tired refugee - just like all the rest of them. Maybe her bullshit isn’t necessary (yet). Loki and Heimdall are here too, and Bruce. Bruce’s outfit is almost identical to Thor’s, though he wears his shirt a little less fitted and has his arms folded self-consciously across his chest. Heimdall wears a sleeveless robe over a leather vest and Loki is in a black suit. He’s so fucking obnoxious. The four of them gather, with varying degrees of closeness, around the new All-Father. Valkyrie places herself directly across from him. Whatever this is about, she wants to watch him as close as she can when he tells them, and she wants him to have to look her in the eye. Just in case.</p>
<p>Thor breathes deeply once they all go still. He stands up, straightens his shoulders, lifts his chin. He looks like a teenager playing grown-up for a school presentation. Valkyrie feels a twinge of sympathy and takes a sip from her pilfered bottle of stuff to make it go away. The taste is foul but it burns in the back of her throat the same as any other liquor, and what more can she ask than that.</p>
<p>“What would you guys say if I said I wanted to change how Asgard’s governing body is structured?” Thor asks.</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Everyone thinks Loki is the studious one, but Thor is the first to hang a poster in their room and it’s an illustration from a history book.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>Everyone thinks Loki is the studious one. It’s an image he’s cultivated, though Thor doesn’t know how. Loki does study magic outside of class but that’s it, and as for schooling Loki does well out of ease (and the self-fulfilling expectations of their tutors, if you ask Thor) rather than much hard work.</p>
<p>Thor is the one who works. He does his assignments, and he does extra credit, and he takes electives, and he has favorite (and least favorite) subjects, and he looks things up - all sorts of things if they’re interesting. Loki studies magic and politics and strategy like he needs them to breathe. Thor just likes to learn.</p>
<p>Thor is almost 700 years old, a pre-adolescent, with growing pains and his first breakout of acne, when he gets on a good history kick. He’s not particularly enjoying the here and now. Loki is moody and Sif is being weird and Father has assigned extra court training to Thor. Just Thor, even though he hasn’t declared one of them Crown Prince yet so Thor and Loki have equal chances of becoming King. Thor doesn’t know why he doesn’t just choose Loki, if he thinks Thor so useless that he needs remedial lessons. Not to mention Lærer Hariasa, Thor’s tutor for court, is a hard ass and learning from her is a chore.</p>
<p>The distant past is a haven. The Æsir live for so long that most people in the books are still alive, some not even old yet, but even still so much has changed in that time it could be another world entirely. To imagine Heimdall as a child is impossible; the baby born with his gift surely is someone else. Someone not real. Someone who has never and will never know Thor, who’s eyes Thor can admire but never have to meet, who’s shoes Thor never has to fill.</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Thor has learned that the past and the present and the future are three strands in a string, woven together.</p>
<p><small>I used accusations similar to blood libel to demonstrate that the justifications for violence against a specific being were falsified for a political agenda. It’s vague and brief but might be triggering.</small></p>
<blockquote>
<p>Thor is making merry after a grand adventure. He is too drunken already to tell the tale anymore. Around him, Thor’s friends are loud and raucous and warm. Volstagg has his shirt torn from his shoulders and falling about his waist, still tucked into his pants, arm wrestling a maiden who seems taken with him with one hand and feeding himself roast boar with the other. Fandral’s back, still tacky through his shirt with blood (someone else’s) and sweat (his own), is pressed against Thor’s side, his laughter bright in Thor’s ear, each of his arms wrapped round the shoulders of a breathtaking woman. Sif is drinking men under the table, them lining up orderly before her for the privilege. Loki has taken up the mantle of recounting their victory, standing on top of the table with softly glowing fingers as illusions dance around him. His rhymes are steadily declining in quality as he continues to drink as well, though even still his voice never breaks and he never stutters.</p>
<p>There is something not quite right, but Thor cannot place it.</p>
<p>The hot sun beats down through a clear blue sky. The earth underneath Thor’s boots is hard-packed and flat. He’s braced on the balls of his feet with a sword in each hand, a layer of sweat building underneath his leather and plate armor. Steve is on his left, Loki on his right, and ahead of them, charging, is a seemingly unending herd of beasts. The beasts are like hairless, blind dogs with thick mottled grey skin.</p>
<p>The blood of the dog-beasts smells foul in the heat of the day, twice as much so underscored with the bright ozone scent of Thor’s lightning. They are loud as they attack, and loud as they die, and loud as they continue and continue and continue to charge. Thor is slick with gore. Some has gotten into his mouth, tasting of rot. He has lost track of Loki on the battlefield. He wonders if he will ever see his brother again.</p>
<p>The snowy air at the topmost open arched stone window of the All-Mother’s favorite palace tower stings pleasantly in Thor’s lungs as he looks out from it across the glittering landscape below. He feels strange, as if he hasn’t yet earned the right to stand here, despite that he was born in this palace. Some of the roofs below are gilded in gold. Thor thinks they are beautiful and familiar and majestic, and also hideous and sickening and garish. He feels powerful, righteous. He feels betrayed, guilty. Huginn sits at his left hand. Muninn is absent. Thor can’t remember ever being able to tell the difference between them without being told before. His mother stands at his right shoulder, leaning comfortably in the window on her elbow, smiling gently, patiently. She was always so patient with him.</p>
<p>“I’m afraid it won’t ever get less confusing,” she tells him. Her mouth is twisted in a wry humor that she has only ever allowed Thor to see once or twice before, but her eyes are clear and lit with a soft happiness. “It’s an art.”</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<p>“I swear to god, Madej, if you say you believe in fairies-” Ryan is laughing into the camera, frustrated and helplessly amused.</p>
<p>“Maybe I do!” Shane says, leaning back in his chair, keeping it casual. On one hand he doesn’t want to tell on himself and lose any trace of credibility that he might have. But on the other hand he literally cannot lie.</p>
</blockquote></blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Thor is not Odin’s son right now. Right now he is King. And Valkyrie thinks, maybe, she could trust him.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>The room on the ship that has become their de facto strategy room, a small circular offshoot of the bridge that must have once been where the captain could take private hails, is barren and chilly. It’s small and closed up so the recycled air is even more stale here than everywhere else on board. There is nothing inside it but a circular table, no chairs. The last Valkyrie still remembers what it was like inside Odin’s strategy rooms and this is jarring in comparison. It makes her mind spin almost as much as a really good shot.</p>
<p>Odin’s strategy rooms were filled with low ambient light and shiny dark wood and blood red accents, and long rectangular tables for Odin to sit at the head of. The Valkyrior, if they were even invited, were expected to line the walls in uniform like heroic statues. Here and now, the wood of the round table is unpolished and scuffed underneath Thor’s equally roughened hands where he leans on it heavily, the flaws of both thrown into stark relief by the harsh fluorescents along the upper walls. The skin visible around Thor’s eye patch is still red and swollen and his hair is sticking up in a thousand directions, full of static either from a recent sonic shower or else self-inflicted. He’s wearing a clingy but soft-looking shirt, lounge pants, and canvas shoes. Genetic resemblance aside, he couldn’t look less like Odin if he tried with all his (allegedly considerable) might.</p>
<p>Valkyrie herself has shown up in basically her pajamas too, though the decision to do so had been belligerent and she’d thought she’d be under-dressed. She also brought a bottle of something golden brown and pungent she found in a closet, but the urge to pointedly drink from it is a little bit lessened now that she sees The Great King Of Asgard looking just like any other tired refugee - just like all the rest of them. Maybe her bullshit isn’t necessary (yet). Loki and Heimdall are here too, and Bruce. Bruce’s outfit is almost identical to Thor’s, though he wears his shirt a little less fitted and has his arms folded self-consciously across his chest. Heimdall wears a sleeveless robe over a leather vest and Loki is in a black suit. He’s so fucking obnoxious. The four of them gather, with varying degrees of closeness, around the new All-Father. Valkyrie places herself directly across from him. Whatever this is about, she wants to watch him as close as she can when he tells them, and she wants him to have to look her in the eye. Just in case.</p>
<p>Thor breathes deeply once they all go still. He stands up, straightens his shoulders, lifts his chin. He looks like a teenager playing grown-up for a school presentation. Valkyrie feels a twinge of sympathy and takes a sip from her pilfered bottle of stuff to make it go away. The taste is foul but it burns in the back of her throat the same as any other liquor, and what more can she ask than that.</p>
<p>“What would you guys say if I said I wanted to change how Asgard’s governing body is structured?” Thor asks.</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Everyone thinks Loki is the studious one, but Thor is the first to hang a poster in their room and it’s an illustration from a history book.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>Everyone thinks Loki is the studious one. It’s an image he’s cultivated, though Thor doesn’t know how. Loki does study magic outside of class but that’s it, and as for schooling Loki does well out of ease (and the self-fulfilling expectations of their tutors, if you ask Thor) rather than much hard work.</p>
<p>Thor is the one who works. He does his assignments, and he does extra credit, and he takes electives, and he has favorite (and least favorite) subjects, and he looks things up - all sorts of things if they’re interesting. Loki studies magic and politics and strategy like he needs them to breathe. Thor just likes to learn.</p>
<p>Thor is almost 700 years old, a pre-adolescent, with growing pains and his first breakout of acne, when he gets on a good history kick. He’s not particularly enjoying the here and now. Loki is moody and Sif is being weird and Father has assigned extra court training to Thor. Just Thor, even though he hasn’t declared one of them Crown Prince yet so Thor and Loki have equal chances of becoming King. Thor doesn’t know why he doesn’t just choose Loki, if he thinks Thor so useless that he needs remedial lessons. Not to mention Lærer Hariasa, Thor’s tutor for court, is a hard ass and learning from her is a chore.</p>
<p>The distant past is a haven. The Æsir live for so long that most people in the books are still alive, some not even old yet, but even still so much has changed in that time it could be another world entirely. To imagine Heimdall as a child is impossible; the baby born with his gift surely is someone else. Someone not real. Someone who has never and will never know Thor, who’s eyes Thor can admire but never have to meet, who’s shoes Thor never has to fill.</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Thor has learned that the past and the present and the future are three strands in a string, woven together.</p>
<p><small>I used accusations similar to blood libel to demonstrate that the justifications for violence against a specific being were falsified for a political agenda. It’s vague and brief but might be triggering.</small></p>
<blockquote>
<p>Thor is making merry after a grand adventure. He is too drunken already to tell the tale anymore. Around him, Thor’s friends are loud and raucous and warm. Volstagg has his shirt torn from his shoulders and falling about his waist, still tucked into his pants, arm wrestling a maiden who seems taken with him with one hand and feeding himself roast boar with the other. Fandral’s back, still tacky through his shirt with blood (someone else’s) and sweat (his own), is pressed against Thor’s side, his laughter bright in Thor’s ear, each of his arms wrapped round the shoulders of a breathtaking woman. Sif is drinking men under the table, them lining up orderly before her for the privilege. Loki has taken up the mantle of recounting their victory, standing on top of the table with softly glowing fingers as illusions dance around him. His rhymes are steadily declining in quality as he continues to drink as well, though even still his voice never breaks and he never stutters.</p>
<p>There is something not quite right, but Thor cannot place it.</p>
<p>The hot sun beats down through a clear blue sky. The earth underneath Thor’s boots is hard-packed and flat. He’s braced on the balls of his feet with a sword in each hand, a layer of sweat building underneath his leather and plate armor. Steve is on his left, Loki on his right, and ahead of them, charging, is a seemingly unending herd of beasts. The beasts are like hairless, blind dogs with thick mottled grey skin.</p>
<p>The blood of the dog-beasts smells foul in the heat of the day, twice as much so underscored with the bright ozone scent of Thor’s lightning. They are loud as they attack, and loud as they die, and loud as they continue and continue and continue to charge. Thor is slick with gore. Some has gotten into his mouth, tasting of rot. He has lost track of Loki on the battlefield. He wonders if he will ever see his brother again.</p>
<p>The snowy air at the topmost open arched stone window of the All-Mother’s favorite palace tower stings pleasantly in Thor’s lungs as he looks out from it across the glittering landscape below. He feels strange, as if he hasn’t yet earned the right to stand here, despite that he was born in this palace. Some of the roofs below are gilded in gold. Thor thinks they are beautiful and familiar and majestic, and also hideous and sickening and garish. He feels powerful, righteous. He feels betrayed, guilty. Huginn sits at his left hand. Muninn is absent. Thor can’t remember ever being able to tell the difference between them without being told before. His mother stands at his right shoulder, leaning comfortably in the window on her elbow, smiling gently, patiently. She was always so patient with him.</p>
<p>“I’m afraid it won’t ever get less confusing,” she tells him. Her mouth is twisted in a wry humor that she has only ever allowed Thor to see once or twice before, but her eyes are clear and lit with a soft happiness. “It’s an art.”</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Of course you can be happy without being with your soulmate, and Ryan doesn’t judge different kinds of relationships, he just thinks that your soulmate is like the pinnacle of what you can achieve, romantically.</p>
<p>“You sound like a Nicholas Sparks movie,” Shane tells him, because Shane doesn’t believe in soulmates.</p>
<p><small>inspired by <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mtG__5dw9g8mH0ybLGI6UfA" target="_blank">@kaya4114</a>‘s <a href="https://kaya4114.tumblr.com/post/185371136445/soulmate-au" target="_blank">text post</a></small></p>
<blockquote>
<p>Ryan seems a little jittery when he settles in at their desk on set to film this next episode of Unsolved. He taps the bottom of his folder on the desk between his hands and blows a breath out between loose lips. Shane is intrigued. The last time Ryan was this nervous before filming off location it was the alien abduction episode. Obviously, Shane thought that whole deal was absolutely ridiculous, but the banter was especially juicy that day because of it. He folds himself down into the chair next to Ryan eagerly. Ryan gives him a semi-suspicious glare out of the corner of his eye while they wait for setup to finish, and Shane grins back cheekily just to make Ryan huff. They get the count down from TJ, and Ryan sits up straighter.</p>
<p>“Today on Unsolved: Supernatural,” he introduces on cue. “We discuss soulmarks as part of our ongoing investigation into the question ‘Is the Paranormal real?’” Shane almost laughs this time as he shakes his head at the camera. He never knows ahead of time about the subjects of the episodes to keep his reactions as genuine as possible. He gets why Ryan is so jumpy now though. For most people, soulmarks are a pretty touchy subject. Ryan makes his way with determination through his notes, citing pseudo-scientific research, testimonials, and ancient writings. He summarizes; light brown for inert, yellow when you meet, green when you become friends, red when you’re in love. There’s a lot of &lsquo;we’ve all heard’ this and 'everyone knows’ that, but Shane patiently waits it out. “So, do y-”</p>
<p>“Nope,” Shane interrupts the question with relish, popping his p to be obnoxious. Ryan glares at him, pressing his lips tightly together so that he doesn’t ruin his stern look by laughing.</p>
<p>“You didn’t even let me finish,” he complains. “How could you not believe in soulmates?”</p>
<p>“I mean, it’s not supernatural,” Shane explains. He leans back in his seat with a shrug, and takes a negligent sip of his coffee. “It’s some kind of biological thing, obviously. It’s chemical or something, hormonal. It has nothing to do with love.”</p>
<p>“Hormonal,” Ryan repeats, making his voice deliberately flat. “Do you even believe in love?”</p>
<p>“Of course I do!” Shane says. He doesn’t take offense at the question; he knows it’s part of the bit. “I just don’t think it’s magic.”</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<blockquote>
<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Thor has learned, is learning, will learn.</p>
<p><small>I used accusations similar to blood libel to demonstrate that the justifications for violence against a specific being were falsified for a political agenda. It’s vague and brief but might be triggering.</small></p>
<blockquote>
<p>Thor is making merry after a grand adventure. He is too drunken already to tell the tale anymore. Around him, Thor’s friends are loud and raucous and warm. Volstagg has his shirt torn from his shoulders and falling about his waist, still tucked into his pants, arm wrestling a maiden who seems taken with him with one hand and feeding himself roast boar with the other. Fandral’s back, still tacky through his shirt with blood (someone else’s) and sweat (his own), is pressed against Thor’s side, his laughter bright in Thor’s ear, each of his arms wrapped round the shoulders of a breathtaking woman. Sif is drinking men under the table, them lining up orderly before her for the privilege. Loki has taken up the mantle of recounting their victory, standing on top of the table with softly glowing fingers as illusions dance around him. His rhymes are steadily declining in quality as he continues to drink as well, though even still his voice never breaks and he never stutters.</p>
<p>There is something not quite right, but Thor cannot place it.</p>
<p>The hot sun beats down through a clear blue sky. The earth underneath Thor’s boots is hard-packed and flat. He’s braced on the balls of his feet with a sword in each hand, a layer of sweat building underneath his leather and plate armor. Steve is on his left, Loki on his right, and ahead of them, charging, is a seemingly unending herd of beasts. The beasts are like hairless, blind dogs with thick mottled grey skin.</p>
<p>The blood of the dog-beasts smells foul in the heat of the day, twice as much so underscored with the bright ozone scent of Thor’s lightning. They are loud as they attack, and loud as they die, and loud as they continue and continue and continue to charge. Thor is slick with gore. Some has gotten into his mouth, tasting of rot. He has lost track of Loki on the battlefield. He wonders if he will ever see his brother again.</p>
<p>The snowy air at the topmost open arched stone window of the All-Mother’s favorite palace tower stings pleasantly in Thor’s lungs as he looks out from it across the glittering landscape below. He feels strange, as if he hasn’t yet earned the right to stand here, despite that he was born in this palace. Some of the roofs below are gilded in gold. Thor thinks they are beautiful and familiar and majestic, and also hideous and sickening and garish. He feels powerful, righteous. He feels betrayed, guilty. Huginn sits at his left hand. Muninn is absent. Thor can’t remember ever being able to tell the difference between them without being told before. His mother stands at his right shoulder, leaning comfortably in the window on her elbow, smiling gently, patiently. She was always so patient with him.</p>
<p>“I’m afraid it won’t ever get less confusing,” she tells him. Her mouth is twisted in a wry humor that she has only ever allowed Thor to see once or twice before, but her eyes are clear and lit with a soft happiness. “It’s an art.”</p>
</blockquote>
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<blockquote>
<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Thor has learned that the past and the present and the future are three strands in a string, woven together.</p>
<p><small>I used accusations similar to blood libel to demonstrate that the justifications for violence against a specific being were falsified for a political agenda. It’s vague and brief but might be triggering.</small></p>
<blockquote>
<p>Thor is making merry after a grand adventure. He is too drunken already to tell the tale anymore. Around him, Thor’s friends are loud and raucous and warm. Volstagg has his shirt torn from his shoulders and falling about his waist, still tucked into his pants, arm wrestling a maiden who seems taken with him with one hand and feeding himself roast boar with the other. Fandral’s back, still tacky through his shirt with blood (someone else’s) and sweat (his own), is pressed against Thor’s side, his laughter bright in Thor’s ear, each of his arms wrapped round the shoulders of a breathtaking woman. Sif is drinking men under the table, them lining up orderly before her for the privilege. Loki has taken up the mantle of recounting their victory, standing on top of the table with softly glowing fingers as illusions dance around him. His rhymes are steadily declining in quality as he continues to drink as well, though even still his voice never breaks and he never stutters.</p>
<p>There is something not quite right, but Thor cannot place it.</p>
<p>The hot sun beats down through a clear blue sky. The earth underneath Thor’s boots is hard-packed and flat. He’s braced on the balls of his feet with a sword in each hand, a layer of sweat building underneath his leather and plate armor. Steve is on his left, Loki on his right, and ahead of them, charging, is a seemingly unending herd of beasts. The beasts are like hairless, blind dogs with thick mottled grey skin.</p>
<p>The blood of the dog-beasts smells foul in the heat of the day, twice as much so underscored with the bright ozone scent of Thor’s lightning. They are loud as they attack, and loud as they die, and loud as they continue and continue and continue to charge. Thor is slick with gore. Some has gotten into his mouth, tasting of rot. He has lost track of Loki on the battlefield. He wonders if he will ever see his brother again.</p>
<p>The snowy air at the topmost open arched stone window of the All-Mother’s favorite palace tower stings pleasantly in Thor’s lungs as he looks out from it across the glittering landscape below. He feels strange, as if he hasn’t yet earned the right to stand here, despite that he was born in this palace. Some of the roofs below are gilded in gold. Thor thinks they are beautiful and familiar and majestic, and also hideous and sickening and garish. He feels powerful, righteous. He feels betrayed, guilty. Huginn sits at his left hand. Muninn is absent. Thor can’t remember ever being able to tell the difference between them without being told before. His mother stands at his right shoulder, leaning comfortably in the window on her elbow, smiling gently, patiently. She was always so patient with him.</p>
<p>“I’m afraid it won’t ever get less confusing,” she tells him. Her mouth is twisted in a wry humor that she has only ever allowed Thor to see once or twice before, but her eyes are clear and lit with a soft happiness. “It’s an art.”</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Thor has learned that the past and the present and the future are three strands in a string, woven together.</p>
<p><small>I used accusations similar to blood libel to demonstrate that the justifications for violence against a specific being were falsified for a political agenda. It’s vague and brief but might be triggering.</small></p>
<blockquote>
<p>Thor is making merry after a grand adventure. He is too drunken already to tell the tale anymore. Around him, Thor’s friends are loud and raucous and warm. Volstagg has his shirt torn from his shoulders and falling about his waist, still tucked into his pants, arm wrestling a maiden who seems taken with him with one hand and feeding himself roast boar with the other. Fandral’s back, still tacky through his shirt with blood (someone else’s) and sweat (his own), is pressed against Thor’s side, his laughter bright in Thor’s ear, each of his arms wrapped round the shoulders of a breathtaking woman. Sif is drinking men under the table, them lining up orderly before her for the privilege. Loki has taken up the mantle of recounting their victory, standing on top of the table with softly glowing fingers as illusions dance around him. His rhymes are steadily declining in quality as he continues to drink as well, though even still his voice never breaks and he never stutters.</p>
<p>There is something not quite right, but Thor cannot place it.</p>
<p>The hot sun beats down through a clear blue sky. The earth underneath Thor’s boots is hard-packed and flat. He’s braced on the balls of his feet with a sword in each hand, a layer of sweat building underneath his leather and plate armor. Steve is on his left, Loki on his right, and ahead of them, charging, is a seemingly unending herd of beasts. The beasts are like hairless, blind dogs with thick mottled grey skin.</p>
<p>The blood of the dog-beasts smells foul in the heat of the day, twice as much so underscored with the bright ozone scent of Thor’s lightning. They are loud as they attack, and loud as they die, and loud as they continue and continue and continue to charge. Thor is slick with gore. Some has gotten into his mouth, tasting of rot. He has lost track of Loki on the battlefield. He wonders if he will ever see his brother again.</p>
<p>The snowy air at the topmost open arched stone window of the All-Mother’s favorite palace tower stings pleasantly in Thor’s lungs as he looks out from it across the glittering landscape below. He feels strange, as if he hasn’t yet earned the right to stand here, despite that he was born in this palace. Some of the roofs below are gilded in gold. Thor thinks they are beautiful and familiar and majestic, and also hideous and sickening and garish. He feels powerful, righteous. He feels betrayed, guilty. Huginn sits at his left hand. Muninn is absent. Thor can’t remember ever being able to tell the difference between them without being told before. His mother stands at his right shoulder, leaning comfortably in the window on her elbow, smiling gently, patiently. She was always so patient with him.</p>
<p>“I’m afraid it won’t ever get less confusing,” she tells him. Her mouth is twisted in a wry humor that she has only ever allowed Thor to see once or twice before, but her eyes are clear and lit with a soft happiness. “It’s an art.”</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Loki’s first instinct upon learning something new has always been to show Thor.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>Loki’s first instinct upon learning something new has always been to show Thor.</p>
<p>Or, more accurately, Loki’s first instinct upon learning something new has always been to use it on Thor. Thor has fallen for it every time before, and he will fall for it again now. It’s not that he’s stupid, or even foolish, really. But he is a child, and he trusts everything that he loves.</p>
<p>Tyr can tell that Loki has a new trick to play by the way he came swaggering onto the training ground this morning. He’s never exactly reluctant, to show that would earn him too much disapproval from his father and his friends, but his enthusiasm is usually muted unless he has some script where he wins in the end playing in his mind. All morning the younger Prince did his best to behave as if nothing was different as Tyr ran the heirs through their drills. Now it is nearing afternoon and the only thing left before it’s time for lunch is to spar. Loki is visibly struggling not to grin like the Wolf he is - taken more after his father than either of them care to notice.</p>
<p>“Places,” Tyr instructs, pretending to be as oblivious to whatever is imminent as Thor seems to be. Tyr doesn’t disapprove of the use of magic in battle, nor does he scorn the mixing of gendered skills. In a real battle one does what one must, and the enemy will do the same. Tyr may be retired from war but he remembers that.</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Everyone thinks Loki is the studious one, but Thor is the first to hang a poster in their room and it’s an illustration from a history book.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>Everyone thinks Loki is the studious one. It’s an image he’s cultivated, though Thor doesn’t know how. Loki does study magic outside of class but that’s it, and as for schooling Loki does well out of ease (and the self-fulfilling expectations of their tutors, if you ask Thor) rather than much hard work.</p>
<p>Thor is the one who works. He does his assignments, and he does extra credit, and he takes electives, and he has favorite (and least favorite) subjects, and he looks things up - all sorts of things if they’re interesting. Loki studies magic and politics and strategy like he needs them to breathe. Thor just likes to learn.</p>
<p>Thor is almost 700 years old, a pre-adolescent, with growing pains and his first breakout of acne, when he gets on a good history kick. He’s not particularly enjoying the here and now. Loki is moody and Sif is being weird and Father has assigned extra court training to Thor. Just Thor, even though he hasn’t declared one of them Crown Prince yet so Thor and Loki have equal chances of becoming King. Thor doesn’t know why he doesn’t just choose Loki, if he thinks Thor so useless that he needs remedial lessons. Not to mention Lærer Hariasa, Thor’s tutor for court, is a hard ass and learning from her is a chore.</p>
<p>The distant past is a haven. The Æsir live for so long that most people in the books are still alive, some not even old yet, but even still so much has changed in that time it could be another world entirely. To imagine Heimdall as a child is impossible; the baby born with his gift surely is someone else. Someone not real. Someone who has never and will never know Thor, who’s eyes Thor can admire but never have to meet, who’s shoes Thor never has to fill.</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Thor is not Odin’s son right now. Right now he is King. And Valkyrie thinks, maybe, she could trust him.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>The room on the ship that has become their de facto strategy room, a small circular offshoot of the bridge that must have once been where the captain could take private hails, is barren and chilly. It’s small and closed up so the recycled air is even more stale here than everywhere else on board. There is nothing inside it but a circular table, no chairs. The last Valkyrie still remembers what it was like inside Odin’s strategy rooms and this is jarring in comparison. It makes her mind spin almost as much as a really good shot.</p>
<p>Odin’s strategy rooms were filled with low ambient light and shiny dark wood and blood red accents, and long rectangular tables for Odin to sit at the head of. The Valkyrior, if they were even invited, were expected to line the walls in uniform like heroic statues. Here and now, the wood of the round table is unpolished and scuffed underneath Thor’s equally roughened hands where he leans on it heavily, the flaws of both thrown into stark relief by the harsh fluorescents along the upper walls. The skin visible around Thor’s eye patch is still red and swollen and his hair is sticking up in a thousand directions, full of static either from a recent sonic shower or else self-inflicted. He’s wearing a clingy but soft-looking shirt, lounge pants, and canvas shoes. Genetic resemblance aside, he couldn’t look less like Odin if he tried with all his (allegedly considerable) might.</p>
<p>Valkyrie herself has shown up in basically her pajamas too, though the decision to do so had been belligerent and she’d thought she’d be under-dressed. She also brought a bottle of something golden brown and pungent she found in a closet, but the urge to pointedly drink from it is a little bit lessened now that she sees The Great King Of Asgard looking just like any other tired refugee - just like all the rest of them. Maybe her bullshit isn’t necessary (yet). Loki and Heimdall are here too, and Bruce. Bruce’s outfit is almost identical to Thor’s, though he wears his shirt a little less fitted and has his arms folded self-consciously across his chest. Heimdall wears a sleeveless robe over a leather vest and Loki is in a black suit. He’s so fucking obnoxious. The four of them gather, with varying degrees of closeness, around the new All-Father. Valkyrie places herself directly across from him. Whatever this is about, she wants to watch him as close as she can when he tells them, and she wants him to have to look her in the eye. Just in case.</p>
<p>Thor breathes deeply once they all go still. He stands up, straightens his shoulders, lifts his chin. He looks like a teenager playing grown-up for a school presentation. Valkyrie feels a twinge of sympathy and takes a sip from her pilfered bottle of stuff to make it go away. The taste is foul but it burns in the back of her throat the same as any other liquor, and what more can she ask than that.</p>
<p>“What would you guys say if I said I wanted to change how Asgard’s governing body is structured?” Thor asks.</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Loki’s on the red carpet and Cosmo has a question for him.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>This is not Loki’s first time in Hollywood, or at a movie premiere, or even on the red carpet under the brilliant flash of lights and causing his usual stir. It is his first time at the premiere of his own film though, and that makes so many worlds of difference. Bruce is nervous but steady at Loki’s side, and beautiful. He even let Loki dress him for the occasion, and the two of them match.</p>
<p>Loki wears a form fitting strapless black dress, the satiny thing clinging to his body’s every curve and angle like a second skin from his flat chest down to just below his knees. It has a sheen of magically applied glitter that subtly changes color every time Loki poses. Long earrings, black snake chains with the same enchantment as the dress, hang from Loki’s lobes all the way down to fall delicately over his collarbones. His hair is done up in what Americans call a French braid, sporadic strands of it charmed as well. His makeup is subtle, a light and airy brush of pale glitter over his eyelids and a neutral lip.</p>
<p>Bruce is in a well tailored black suit, tight as far as the current popular fashion goes. The jacket and pants have the same color changing work on them, but these instead of glitter appear as embroidery of Loki’s name in every language he knows, over and over and over. So maybe he’s jealous to a fault, but so is Bruce, and they like that about each other. Loki adjusts his stance again, for the moment uncaring of the cameras, just to watch his name light up all over his beloved’s body in response. Bruce meets his eyes knowingly, indulgent of but unimpressed with Loki’s possessiveness. Their sex later is going to be so good. Loki starts formulating a scheme to goad Bruce into fucking him in the coat check before they leave, without any illusions that Bruce doesn’t know what he’s doing.</p>
<p>It’s only the bravest entertainment journalists that approach Loki on the red carpet, even still. It’s not that common among even the investigative sorts to ask Loki a question directly without the backup of a packed press conference. Only paparazzi have no fear of him, because paparazzi have no particular care for life up to and including their own. Thus it is that the slow, dramatic, halting walk from the limousine to the entrance is less of a press line and more of a photoshoot for Loki and whoever his date happens to be. Loki doesn’t mind; he loves the attention, the glamour, the flashing lights, the slight hush that follows him the whole way. But he’s always impressed by the rare interviewer who has the guts to step forward and hold out a mic to the near-conqueror of New York City and the most controversial Avenger.</p>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Loki’s on the red carpet and Cosmo has a question for him.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>This is not Loki’s first time in Hollywood, or at a movie premiere, or even on the red carpet under the brilliant flash of lights and causing his usual stir. It is his first time at the premiere of his own film though, and that makes so many worlds of difference. Bruce is nervous but steady at Loki’s side, and beautiful. He even let Loki dress him for the occasion, and the two of them match.</p>
<p>Loki wears a form fitting strapless black dress, the satiny thing clinging to his body’s every curve and angle like a second skin from his flat chest down to just below his knees. It has a sheen of magically applied glitter that subtly changes color every time Loki poses. Long earrings, black snake chains with the same enchantment as the dress, hang from Loki’s lobes all the way down to fall delicately over his collarbones. His hair is done up in what Americans call a French braid, sporadic strands of it charmed as well. His makeup is subtle, a light and airy brush of pale glitter over his eyelids and a neutral lip.</p>
<p>Bruce is in a well tailored black suit, tight as far as the current popular fashion goes. The jacket and pants have the same color changing work on them, but these instead of glitter appear as embroidery of Loki’s name in every language he knows, over and over and over. So maybe he’s jealous to a fault, but so is Bruce, and they like that about each other. Loki adjusts his stance again, for the moment uncaring of the cameras, just to watch his name light up all over his beloved’s body in response. Bruce meets his eyes knowingly, indulgent of but unimpressed with Loki’s possessiveness. Their sex later is going to be so good. Loki starts formulating a scheme to goad Bruce into fucking him in the coat check before they leave, without any illusions that Bruce doesn’t know what he’s doing.</p>
<p>It’s only the bravest entertainment journalists that approach Loki on the red carpet, even still. It’s not that common among even the investigative sorts to ask Loki a question directly without the backup of a packed press conference. Only paparazzi have no fear of him, because paparazzi have no particular care for life up to and including their own. Thus it is that the slow, dramatic, halting walk from the limousine to the entrance is less of a press line and more of a photoshoot for Loki and whoever his date happens to be. Loki doesn’t mind; he loves the attention, the glamour, the flashing lights, the slight hush that follows him the whole way. But he’s always impressed by the rare interviewer who has the guts to step forward and hold out a mic to the near-conqueror of New York City and the most controversial Avenger.</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Thor is not Odin’s son right now. Right now he is King. And Valkyrie thinks, maybe, she could trust him.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>The room on the ship that has become their de facto strategy room, a small circular offshoot of the bridge that must have once been where the captain could take private hails, is barren and chilly. It’s small and closed up so the recycled air is even more stale here than everywhere else on board. There is nothing inside it but a circular table, no chairs. The last Valkyrie still remembers what it was like inside Odin’s strategy rooms and this is jarring in comparison. It makes her mind spin almost as much as a really good shot.</p>
<p>Odin’s strategy rooms were filled with low ambient light and shiny dark wood and blood red accents, and long rectangular tables for Odin to sit at the head of. The Valkyrior, if they were even invited, were expected to line the walls in uniform like heroic statues. Here and now, the wood of the round table is unpolished and scuffed underneath Thor’s equally roughened hands where he leans on it heavily, the flaws of both thrown into stark relief by the harsh fluorescents along the upper walls. The skin visible around Thor’s eye patch is still red and swollen and his hair is sticking up in a thousand directions, full of static either from a recent sonic shower or else self-inflicted. He’s wearing a clingy but soft-looking shirt, lounge pants, and canvas shoes. Genetic resemblance aside, he couldn’t look less like Odin if he tried with all his (allegedly considerable) might.</p>
<p>Valkyrie herself has shown up in basically her pajamas too, though the decision to do so had been belligerent and she’d thought she’d be under-dressed. She also brought a bottle of something golden brown and pungent she found in a closet, but the urge to pointedly drink from it is a little bit lessened now that she sees The Great King Of Asgard looking just like any other tired refugee - just like all the rest of them. Maybe her bullshit isn’t necessary (yet). Loki and Heimdall are here too, and Bruce. Bruce’s outfit is almost identical to Thor’s, though he wears his shirt a little less fitted and has his arms folded self-consciously across his chest. Heimdall wears a sleeveless robe over a leather vest and Loki is in a black suit. He’s so fucking obnoxious. The four of them gather, with varying degrees of closeness, around the new All-Father. Valkyrie places herself directly across from him. Whatever this is about, she wants to watch him as close as she can when he tells them, and she wants him to have to look her in the eye. Just in case.</p>
<p>Thor breathes deeply once they all go still. He stands up, straightens his shoulders, lifts his chin. He looks like a teenager playing grown-up for a school presentation. Valkyrie feels a twinge of sympathy and takes a sip from her pilfered bottle of stuff to make it go away. The taste is foul but it burns in the back of her throat the same as any other liquor, and what more can she ask than that.</p>
<p>“What would you guys say if I said I wanted to change how Asgard’s governing body is structured?” Thor asks.</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Everyone thinks Loki is the studious one, but Thor is the first to hang a poster in their room and it’s an illustration from a history book.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>Everyone thinks Loki is the studious one. It’s an image he’s cultivated, though Thor doesn’t know how. Loki does study magic outside of class but that’s it, and as for schooling Loki does well out of ease (and the self-fulfilling expectations of their tutors, if you ask Thor) rather than much hard work.</p>
<p>Thor is the one who works. He does his assignments, and he does extra credit, and he takes electives, and he has favorite (and least favorite) subjects, and he looks things up - all sorts of things if they’re interesting. Loki studies magic and politics and strategy like he needs them to breathe. Thor just likes to learn.</p>
<p>Thor is almost 700 years old, a pre-adolescent, with growing pains and his first breakout of acne, when he gets on a good history kick. He’s not particularly enjoying the here and now. Loki is moody and Sif is being weird and Father has assigned extra court training to Thor. Just Thor, even though he hasn’t declared one of them Crown Prince yet so Thor and Loki have equal chances of becoming King. Thor doesn’t know why he doesn’t just choose Loki, if he thinks Thor so useless that he needs remedial lessons. Not to mention Lærer Hariasa, Thor’s tutor for court, is a hard ass and learning from her is a chore.</p>
<p>The distant past is a haven. The Æsir live for so long that most people in the books are still alive, some not even old yet, but even still so much has changed in that time it could be another world entirely. To imagine Heimdall as a child is impossible; the baby born with his gift surely is someone else. Someone not real. Someone who has never and will never know Thor, who’s eyes Thor can admire but never have to meet, who’s shoes Thor never has to fill.</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Loki’s first instinct upon learning something new has always been to show Thor.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>Loki’s first instinct upon learning something new has always been to show Thor.</p>
<p>Or, more accurately, Loki’s first instinct upon learning something new has always been to use it on Thor. Thor has fallen for it every time before, and he will fall for it again now. It’s not that he’s stupid, or even foolish, really. But he is a child, and he trusts everything that he loves.</p>
<p>Tyr can tell that Loki has a new trick to play by the way he came swaggering onto the training ground this morning. He’s never exactly reluctant, to show that would earn him too much disapproval from his father and his friends, but his enthusiasm is usually muted unless he has some script where he wins in the end playing in his mind. All morning the younger Prince did his best to behave as if nothing was different as Tyr ran the heirs through their drills. Now it is nearing afternoon and the only thing left before it’s time for lunch is to spar. Loki is visibly struggling not to grin like the Wolf he is - taken more after his father than either of them care to notice.</p>
<p>“Places,” Tyr instructs, pretending to be as oblivious to whatever is imminent as Thor seems to be. Tyr doesn’t disapprove of the use of magic in battle, nor does he scorn the mixing of gendered skills. In a real battle one does what one must, and the enemy will do the same. Tyr may be retired from war but he remembers that.</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Thor has learned that the past and the present and the future are three strands in a string, woven together.</p>
<p><small>I used accusations similar to blood libel to demonstrate that the justifications for violence against a specific being were falsified for a political agenda. It’s vague and brief but might be triggering.</small></p>
<blockquote>
<p>Thor is making merry after a grand adventure. He is too drunken already to tell the tale anymore. Around him, Thor’s friends are loud and raucous and warm. Volstagg has his shirt torn from his shoulders and falling about his waist, still tucked into his pants, arm wrestling a maiden who seems taken with him with one hand and feeding himself roast boar with the other. Fandral’s back, still tacky through his shirt with blood (someone else’s) and sweat (his own), is pressed against Thor’s side, his laughter bright in Thor’s ear, each of his arms wrapped round the shoulders of a breathtaking woman. Sif is drinking men under the table, them lining up orderly before her for the privilege. Loki has taken up the mantle of recounting their victory, standing on top of the table with softly glowing fingers as illusions dance around him. His rhymes are steadily declining in quality as he continues to drink as well, though even still his voice never breaks and he never stutters.</p>
<p>There is something not quite right, but Thor cannot place it.</p>
<p>The hot sun beats down through a clear blue sky. The earth underneath Thor’s boots is hard-packed and flat. He’s braced on the balls of his feet with a sword in each hand, a layer of sweat building underneath his leather and plate armor. Steve is on his left, Loki on his right, and ahead of them, charging, is a seemingly unending herd of beasts. The beasts are like hairless, blind dogs with thick mottled grey skin.</p>
<p>The blood of the dog-beasts smells foul in the heat of the day, twice as much so underscored with the bright ozone scent of Thor’s lightning. They are loud as they attack, and loud as they die, and loud as they continue and continue and continue to charge. Thor is slick with gore. Some has gotten into his mouth, tasting of rot. He has lost track of Loki on the battlefield. He wonders if he will ever see his brother again.</p>
<p>The snowy air at the topmost open arched stone window of the All-Mother’s favorite palace tower stings pleasantly in Thor’s lungs as he looks out from it across the glittering landscape below. He feels strange, as if he hasn’t yet earned the right to stand here, despite that he was born in this palace. Some of the roofs below are gilded in gold. Thor thinks they are beautiful and familiar and majestic, and also hideous and sickening and garish. He feels powerful, righteous. He feels betrayed, guilty. Huginn sits at his left hand. Muninn is absent. Thor can’t remember ever being able to tell the difference between them without being told before. His mother stands at his right shoulder, leaning comfortably in the window on her elbow, smiling gently, patiently. She was always so patient with him.</p>
<p>“I’m afraid it won’t ever get less confusing,” she tells him. Her mouth is twisted in a wry humor that she has only ever allowed Thor to see once or twice before, but her eyes are clear and lit with a soft happiness. “It’s an art.”</p>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Loki’s on the red carpet and Cosmo has a question for him.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>This is not Loki’s first time in Hollywood, or at a movie premiere, or even on the red carpet under the brilliant flash of lights and causing his usual stir. It is his first time at the premiere of his own film though, and that makes so many worlds of difference. Bruce is nervous but steady at Loki’s side, and beautiful. He even let Loki dress him for the occasion, and the two of them match.</p>
<p>Loki wears a form fitting strapless black dress, the satiny thing clinging to his body’s every curve and angle like a second skin from his flat chest down to just below his knees. It has a sheen of magically applied glitter that subtly changes color every time Loki poses. Long earrings, black snake chains with the same enchantment as the dress, hang from Loki’s lobes all the way down to fall delicately over his collarbones. His hair is done up in what Americans call a French braid, sporadic strands of it charmed as well. His makeup is subtle, a light and airy brush of pale glitter over his eyelids and a neutral lip.</p>
<p>Bruce is in a well tailored black suit, tight as far as the current popular fashion goes. The jacket and pants have the same color changing work on them, but these instead of glitter appear as embroidery of Loki’s name in every language he knows, over and over and over. So maybe he’s jealous to a fault, but so is Bruce, and they like that about each other. Loki adjusts his stance again, for the moment uncaring of the cameras, just to watch his name light up all over his beloved’s body in response. Bruce meets his eyes knowingly, indulgent of but unimpressed with Loki’s possessiveness. Their sex later is going to be so good. Loki starts formulating a scheme to goad Bruce into fucking him in the coat check before they leave, without any illusions that Bruce doesn’t know what he’s doing.</p>
<p>It’s only the bravest entertainment journalists that approach Loki on the red carpet, even still. It’s not that common among even the investigative sorts to ask Loki a question directly without the backup of a packed press conference. Only paparazzi have no fear of him, because paparazzi have no particular care for life up to and including their own. Thus it is that the slow, dramatic, halting walk from the limousine to the entrance is less of a press line and more of a photoshoot for Loki and whoever his date happens to be. Loki doesn’t mind; he loves the attention, the glamour, the flashing lights, the slight hush that follows him the whole way. But he’s always impressed by the rare interviewer who has the guts to step forward and hold out a mic to the near-conqueror of New York City and the most controversial Avenger.</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Everyone thinks Loki is the studious one, but Thor is the first to hang a poster in their room and it’s an illustration from a history book.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>Everyone thinks Loki is the studious one. It’s an image he’s cultivated, though Thor doesn’t know how. Loki does study magic outside of class but that’s it, and as for schooling Loki does well out of ease (and the self-fulfilling expectations of their tutors, if you ask Thor) rather than much hard work.</p>
<p>Thor is the one who works. He does his assignments, and he does extra credit, and he takes electives, and he has favorite (and least favorite) subjects, and he looks things up - all sorts of things if they’re interesting. Loki studies magic and politics and strategy like he needs them to breathe. Thor just likes to learn.</p>
<p>Thor is almost 700 years old, a pre-adolescent, with growing pains and his first breakout of acne, when he gets on a good history kick. He’s not particularly enjoying the here and now. Loki is moody and Sif is being weird and Father has assigned extra court training to Thor. Just Thor, even though he hasn’t declared one of them Crown Prince yet so Thor and Loki have equal chances of becoming King. Thor doesn’t know why he doesn’t just choose Loki, if he thinks Thor so useless that he needs remedial lessons. Not to mention Lærer Hariasa, Thor’s tutor for court, is a hard ass and learning from her is a chore.</p>
<p>The distant past is a haven. The Æsir live for so long that most people in the books are still alive, some not even old yet, but even still so much has changed in that time it could be another world entirely. To imagine Heimdall as a child is impossible; the baby born with his gift surely is someone else. Someone not real. Someone who has never and will never know Thor, who’s eyes Thor can admire but never have to meet, who’s shoes Thor never has to fill.</p>
</blockquote>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/22186918" target="_blank">Read More</a></p>
</blockquote>
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Link: <p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Of course you can be happy without being with your soulmate, and Ryan doesn&rsquo;t judge different kinds of relationships, he just thinks that your soulmate is like the pinnacle of what you can achieve, romantically.</p><p>&ldquo;You sound like a Nicholas Sparks movie,&rdquo; Shane tells him, because Shane doesn&rsquo;t believe in soulmates.</p><p><small>inspired by <a class="tumblelog" href="https://tmblr.co/mtG__5dw9g8mH0ybLGI6UfA" target="_blank">@kaya4114</a>‘s <a href="https://kaya4114.tumblr.com/post/185371136445/soulmate-au" target="_blank">text post</a></small></p><blockquote><p>Ryan seems a little jittery when he settles in at their desk on set to film this next episode of Unsolved. He taps the bottom of his folder on the desk between his hands and blows a breath out between loose lips. Shane is intrigued. The last time Ryan was this nervous before filming off location it was the alien abduction episode. Obviously, Shane thought that whole deal was absolutely ridiculous, but the banter was especially juicy that day because of it. He folds himself down into the chair next to Ryan eagerly. Ryan gives him a semi-suspicious glare out of the corner of his eye while they wait for setup to finish, and Shane grins back cheekily just to make Ryan huff. They get the count down from TJ, and Ryan sits up straighter.</p><p>&ldquo;Today on Unsolved: Supernatural,&rdquo; he introduces on cue. &ldquo;We discuss soulmarks as part of our ongoing investigation into the question &lsquo;Is the Paranormal real?&rsquo;&rdquo; Shane almost laughs this time as he shakes his head at the camera. He never knows ahead of time about the subjects of the episodes to keep his reactions as genuine as possible. He gets why Ryan is so jumpy now though. For most people, soulmarks are a pretty touchy subject. Ryan makes his way with determination through his notes, citing pseudo-scientific research, testimonials, and ancient writings. He summarizes; light brown for inert, yellow when you meet, green when you become friends, red when you&rsquo;re in love. There&rsquo;s a lot of 'we&rsquo;ve all heard&rsquo; this and 'everyone knows&rsquo; that, but Shane patiently waits it out. &ldquo;So, do y-&rdquo;</p><p>&ldquo;Nope,&rdquo; Shane interrupts the question with relish, popping his p to be obnoxious. Ryan glares at him, pressing his lips tightly together so that he doesn&rsquo;t ruin his stern look by laughing.</p><p>&ldquo;You didn&rsquo;t even let me finish,&rdquo; he complains. &ldquo;How could you not believe in soulmates?&rdquo;</p><p>&ldquo;I mean, it&rsquo;s not supernatural,&rdquo; Shane explains. He leans back in his seat with a shrug, and takes a negligent sip of his coffee. &ldquo;It&rsquo;s some kind of biological thing, obviously. It&rsquo;s chemical or something, hormonal. It has nothing to do with love.&rdquo;</p><p>&ldquo;Hormonal,&rdquo; Ryan repeats, making his voice deliberately flat. &ldquo;Do you even believe in love?&rdquo;</p><p>&ldquo;Of course I do!&rdquo; Shane says. He doesn&rsquo;t take offense at the question; he knows it&rsquo;s part of the bit. &ldquo;I just don&rsquo;t think it&rsquo;s magic.&rdquo;</p></blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Everyone thinks Loki is the studious one, but Thor is the first to hang a poster in their room and it’s an illustration from a history book.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>Everyone thinks Loki is the studious one. It’s an image he’s cultivated, though Thor doesn’t know how. Loki does study magic outside of class but that’s it, and as for schooling Loki does well out of ease (and the self-fulfilling expectations of their tutors, if you ask Thor) rather than much hard work.</p>
<p>Thor is the one who works. He does his assignments, and he does extra credit, and he takes electives, and he has favorite (and least favorite) subjects, and he looks things up - all sorts of things if they’re interesting. Loki studies magic and politics and strategy like he needs them to breathe. Thor just likes to learn.</p>
<p>Thor is almost 700 years old, a pre-adolescent, with growing pains and his first breakout of acne, when he gets on a good history kick. He’s not particularly enjoying the here and now. Loki is moody and Sif is being weird and Father has assigned extra court training to Thor. Just Thor, even though he hasn’t declared one of them Crown Prince yet so Thor and Loki have equal chances of becoming King. Thor doesn’t know why he doesn’t just choose Loki, if he thinks Thor so useless that he needs remedial lessons. Not to mention Lærer Hariasa, Thor’s tutor for court, is a hard ass and learning from her is a chore.</p>
<p>The distant past is a haven. The Æsir live for so long that most people in the books are still alive, some not even old yet, but even still so much has changed in that time it could be another world entirely. To imagine Heimdall as a child is impossible; the baby born with his gift surely is someone else. Someone not real. Someone who has never and will never know Thor, who’s eyes Thor can admire but never have to meet, who’s shoes Thor never has to fill.</p>
</blockquote>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/22186918" target="_blank">Read More</a></p>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Loki’s first instinct upon learning something new has always been to show Thor.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>Loki’s first instinct upon learning something new has always been to show Thor.</p>
<p>Or, more accurately, Loki’s first instinct upon learning something new has always been to use it on Thor. Thor has fallen for it every time before, and he will fall for it again now. It’s not that he’s stupid, or even foolish, really. But he is a child, and he trusts everything that he loves.</p>
<p>Tyr can tell that Loki has a new trick to play by the way he came swaggering onto the training ground this morning. He’s never exactly reluctant, to show that would earn him too much disapproval from his father and his friends, but his enthusiasm is usually muted unless he has some script where he wins in the end playing in his mind. All morning the younger Prince did his best to behave as if nothing was different as Tyr ran the heirs through their drills. Now it is nearing afternoon and the only thing left before it’s time for lunch is to spar. Loki is visibly struggling not to grin like the Wolf he is - taken more after his father than either of them care to notice.</p>
<p>“Places,” Tyr instructs, pretending to be as oblivious to whatever is imminent as Thor seems to be. Tyr doesn’t disapprove of the use of magic in battle, nor does he scorn the mixing of gendered skills. In a real battle one does what one must, and the enemy will do the same. Tyr may be retired from war but he remembers that.</p>
</blockquote>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/22185748" target="_blank">Read More</a></p>
</blockquote>
Old Dog: Loki & Thor + the first time Thor fell for that
https://archiveofourown.org/works/22185748
Body: 
Tags: i can queue you with my brain

Post id: 190674129815
Date: 2020-02-06 04:26:56 GMT
Post url: https://calicojackofficial.tumblr.com/post/190674129815/in-all-fairness-ryanshane-faeshane-chapter-1
Slug: in-all-fairness-ryanshane-faeshane-chapter-1
Reblog key: blCmQroi
Reblog url: https://calicojackofficial.tumblr.com/post/190598544300/in-all-fairness-ryanshane-faeshane-chapter-1
Reblog name: calicojackofficial
Link: <p><a href="https://untitledfirbolg.tumblr.com/post/190598544300/in-all-fairness-ryanshane-faeshane-chapter-1" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">untitledfirbolg</a>:</p>

<blockquote><blockquote><p>“I swear to god, Madej, if you say you believe in fairies-” Ryan is laughing into the camera, frustrated and helplessly amused.</p><p>“Maybe I do!” Shane says, leaning back in his chair, keeping it casual. On one hand he doesn’t want to tell on himself and lose any trace of credibility that he might have. But on the other hand he literally cannot lie.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><blockquote><p>“What are we watching, big guy?” Ryan asks, and shoves a huge mouthful of noodles and veggies in his mouth. Shane’s food is always so good. It’s always a let down to go back to takeout after getting fed here.</p><p>“You pick this time,” Shane says, his voice low and warm. Ryan takes the controller from him when he hands it over. Ryan pauses in searching for the most specific subgenre he can find when Shane throws his arm across the back of the couch, over Ryan’s shoulders. He’s warm (the normal human amount of warm) and Ryan feels suddenly a little jittery. He swallows the butterflies down, though. It’s just because he sat so close; Shane has to put his pool noodle arm somewhere. It’s not a move. (If Shane was going to make moves he would have done it by now. Ryan is not exactly subtle. That particular case has already been definitively Solved.)</p><p>Ryan is no saint though, and besides he’s on a mission here. He’s outsmarting these intrusive demon Shane thoughts, and if he gets to enjoy a friendly cuddle out of the deal then so be it. So he picks a movie, finishes his pasta, and then leans back into Shane’s body, his shoulders tucked almost perfectly under Shane’s arm, his own arm pressed to Shane’s side.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote>
<p><a href="https://thephilosophersapprentice.tumblr.com/post/190648824417/which-fullmetal-alchemist-brotherhood-character" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">thephilosophersapprentice</a>:</p>
<blockquote>
<p><a href="https://buggyness101.tumblr.com/post/117557109034/which-fullmetal-alchemist-brotherhood-character" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">buggyness101</a>:</p>
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<p><a href="http://objection-perfection.tumblr.com/post/117535990481/which-fullmetal-alchemist-brotherhood-character" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">objection-perfection</a>:</p>

<blockquote>
<blockquote class="link_og_blockquote">This quiz is intended to see which FMA character you most represent! The questions are personality based. Playbuzz only allows 8 results, so I chose the characters that had the most presence, screen time, and importance! Remember, this test is designed not to give you your favorite character, but to tell you which character’s personality is most similar to your personality, so be honest! Enjoy!<br/></blockquote>
<p>I worked so freaking hard on this. I really did a lot 
of studying of characters and thinking into the questions, and I feel 
like it is accurate. If you have any interest in the series, or just 
like taking quizzes, try it out!!!<br/></p>
</blockquote>

<p>I got Winry.  Yay!</p>
</blockquote>
<figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="792" data-orig-width="786"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/8d091fd7051377e4c66ecc325240b979/195221ec01cc5638-30/s540x810/0e0dbcee149321e3dfafa88bbbe4e7eaf4581f36.png" data-orig-height="792" data-orig-width="786"/></figure><p>umph. uh oh</p>
</blockquote>
<figure class="tmblr-full" data-orig-height="755" data-orig-width="828"><img src="https://64.media.tumblr.com/062f9b2d87a5bf8082d540cb52afee67/cbf1a82e2f092b0c-72/s540x810/a0892d5d54dbc77e05f251b6855c4691b93da5ac.png" data-orig-height="755" data-orig-width="828"/></figure><p><i>ohoh</i></p>
<p><i>I am the shounen protag</i></p>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Thor has learned, is learning, will learn.</p>
<p><small>I used accusations similar to blood libel to demonstrate that the justifications for violence against a specific being were falsified for a political agenda. It’s vague and brief but might be triggering.</small></p>
<blockquote>
<p>Thor is making merry after a grand adventure. He is too drunken already to tell the tale anymore. Around him, Thor’s friends are loud and raucous and warm. Volstagg has his shirt torn from his shoulders and falling about his waist, still tucked into his pants, arm wrestling a maiden who seems taken with him with one hand and feeding himself roast boar with the other. Fandral’s back, still tacky through his shirt with blood (someone else’s) and sweat (his own), is pressed against Thor’s side, his laughter bright in Thor’s ear, each of his arms wrapped round the shoulders of a breathtaking woman. Sif is drinking men under the table, them lining up orderly before her for the privilege. Loki has taken up the mantle of recounting their victory, standing on top of the table with softly glowing fingers as illusions dance around him. His rhymes are steadily declining in quality as he continues to drink as well, though even still his voice never breaks and he never stutters.</p>
<p>There is something not quite right, but Thor cannot place it.</p>
<p>The hot sun beats down through a clear blue sky. The earth underneath Thor’s boots is hard-packed and flat. He’s braced on the balls of his feet with a sword in each hand, a layer of sweat building underneath his leather and plate armor. Steve is on his left, Loki on his right, and ahead of them, charging, is a seemingly unending herd of beasts. The beasts are like hairless, blind dogs with thick mottled grey skin.</p>
<p>The blood of the dog-beasts smells foul in the heat of the day, twice as much so underscored with the bright ozone scent of Thor’s lightning. They are loud as they attack, and loud as they die, and loud as they continue and continue and continue to charge. Thor is slick with gore. Some has gotten into his mouth, tasting of rot. He has lost track of Loki on the battlefield. He wonders if he will ever see his brother again.</p>
<p>The snowy air at the topmost open arched stone window of the All-Mother’s favorite palace tower stings pleasantly in Thor’s lungs as he looks out from it across the glittering landscape below. He feels strange, as if he hasn’t yet earned the right to stand here, despite that he was born in this palace. Some of the roofs below are gilded in gold. Thor thinks they are beautiful and familiar and majestic, and also hideous and sickening and garish. He feels powerful, righteous. He feels betrayed, guilty. Huginn sits at his left hand. Muninn is absent. Thor can’t remember ever being able to tell the difference between them without being told before. His mother stands at his right shoulder, leaning comfortably in the window on her elbow, smiling gently, patiently. She was always so patient with him.</p>
<p>“I’m afraid it won’t ever get less confusing,” she tells him. Her mouth is twisted in a wry humor that she has only ever allowed Thor to see once or twice before, but her eyes are clear and lit with a soft happiness. “It’s an art.”</p>
</blockquote>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/22185727" target="_blank">Read More</a></p>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Thor has learned that the past and the present and the future are three strands in a string, woven together.</p><p><small>I used accusations similar to blood libel to demonstrate that the justifications for violence against a specific being were falsified for a political agenda. It’s vague and brief but might be triggering.</small></p><blockquote><p>Thor is making merry after a grand adventure. He is too drunken already to tell the tale anymore. Around him, Thor’s friends are loud and raucous and warm. Volstagg has his shirt torn from his shoulders and falling about his waist, still tucked into his pants, arm wrestling a maiden who seems taken with him with one hand and feeding himself roast boar with the other. Fandral’s back, still tacky through his shirt with blood (someone else’s) and sweat (his own), is pressed against Thor’s side, his laughter bright in Thor’s ear, each of his arms wrapped round the shoulders of a breathtaking woman. Sif is drinking men under the table, them lining up orderly before her for the privilege. Loki has taken up the mantle of recounting their victory, standing on top of the table with softly glowing fingers as illusions dance around him. His rhymes are steadily declining in quality as he continues to drink as well, though even still his voice never breaks and he never stutters.</p><p>There is something not quite right, but Thor cannot place it.</p><p>The hot sun beats down through a clear blue sky. The earth underneath Thor’s boots is hard-packed and flat. He’s braced on the balls of his feet with a sword in each hand, a layer of sweat building underneath his leather and plate armor. Steve is on his left, Loki on his right, and ahead of them, charging, is a seemingly unending herd of beasts. The beasts are like hairless, blind dogs with thick mottled grey skin.</p><p>The blood of the dog-beasts smells foul in the heat of the day, twice as much so underscored with the bright ozone scent of Thor’s lightning. They are loud as they attack, and loud as they die, and loud as they continue and continue and continue to charge. Thor is slick with gore. Some has gotten into his mouth, tasting of rot. He has lost track of Loki on the battlefield. He wonders if he will ever see his brother again.</p><p>The snowy air at the topmost open arched stone window of the All-Mother’s favorite palace tower stings pleasantly in Thor’s lungs as he looks out from it across the glittering landscape below. He feels strange, as if he hasn’t yet earned the right to stand here, despite that he was born in this palace. Some of the roofs below are gilded in gold. Thor thinks they are beautiful and familiar and majestic, and also hideous and sickening and garish. He feels powerful, righteous. He feels betrayed, guilty. Huginn sits at his left hand. Muninn is absent. Thor can’t remember ever being able to tell the difference between them without being told before. His mother stands at his right shoulder, leaning comfortably in the window on her elbow, smiling gently, patiently. She was always so patient with him.</p><p>“I’m afraid it won’t ever get less confusing,” she tells him. Her mouth is twisted in a wry humor that she has only ever allowed Thor to see once or twice before, but her eyes are clear and lit with a soft happiness. “It’s an art.”</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Everyone thinks Loki is the studious one, but Thor is the first to hang a poster in their room and it’s an illustration from a history book.</p><blockquote><p>Everyone thinks Loki is the studious one. It’s an image he’s cultivated, though Thor doesn’t know how. Loki does study magic outside of class but that’s it, and as for schooling Loki does well out of ease (and the self-fulfilling expectations of their tutors, if you ask Thor) rather than much hard work.</p><p>Thor is the one who works. He does his assignments, and he does extra credit, and he takes electives, and he has favorite (and least favorite) subjects, and he looks things up - all sorts of things if they’re interesting. Loki studies magic and politics and strategy like he needs them to breathe. Thor just likes to learn.</p><p>Thor is almost 700 years old, a pre-adolescent, with growing pains and his first breakout of acne, when he gets on a good history kick. He’s not particularly enjoying the here and now. Loki is moody and Sif is being weird and Father has assigned extra court training to Thor. Just Thor, even though he hasn’t declared one of them Crown Prince yet so Thor and Loki have equal chances of becoming King. Thor doesn’t know why he doesn’t just choose Loki, if he thinks Thor so useless that he needs remedial lessons. Not to mention Lærer Hariasa, Thor’s tutor for court, is a hard ass and learning from her is a chore.</p><p>The distant past is a haven. The Æsir live for so long that most people in the books are still alive, some not even old yet, but even still so much has changed in that time it could be another world entirely. To imagine Heimdall as a child is impossible; the baby born with his gift surely is someone else. Someone not real. Someone who has never and will never know Thor, who’s eyes Thor can admire but never have to meet, who’s shoes Thor never has to fill.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Thor is not Odin’s son right now. Right now he is King. And Valkyrie thinks, maybe, she could trust him.</p><blockquote><p>The room on the ship that has become their de facto strategy room, a small circular offshoot of the bridge that must have once been where the captain could take private hails, is barren and chilly. It’s small and closed up so the recycled air is even more stale here than everywhere else on board. There is nothing inside it but a circular table, no chairs. The last Valkyrie still remembers what it was like inside Odin’s strategy rooms and this is jarring in comparison. It makes her mind spin almost as much as a really good shot.</p><p>Odin’s strategy rooms were filled with low ambient light and shiny dark wood and blood red accents, and long rectangular tables for Odin to sit at the head of. The Valkyrior, if they were even invited, were expected to line the walls in uniform like heroic statues. Here and now, the wood of the round table is unpolished and scuffed underneath Thor’s equally roughened hands where he leans on it heavily, the flaws of both thrown into stark relief by the harsh fluorescents along the upper walls. The skin visible around Thor’s eye patch is still red and swollen and his hair is sticking up in a thousand directions, full of static either from a recent sonic shower or else self-inflicted. He’s wearing a clingy but soft-looking shirt, lounge pants, and canvas shoes. Genetic resemblance aside, he couldn’t look less like Odin if he tried with all his (allegedly considerable) might.</p><p>Valkyrie herself has shown up in basically her pajamas too, though the decision to do so had been belligerent and she’d thought she’d be under-dressed. She also brought a bottle of something golden brown and pungent she found in a closet, but the urge to pointedly drink from it is a little bit lessened now that she sees The Great King Of Asgard looking just like any other tired refugee - just like all the rest of them. Maybe her bullshit isn’t necessary (yet). Loki and Heimdall are here too, and Bruce. Bruce’s outfit is almost identical to Thor’s, though he wears his shirt a little less fitted and has his arms folded self-consciously across his chest. Heimdall wears a sleeveless robe over a leather vest and Loki is in a black suit. He’s so fucking obnoxious. The four of them gather, with varying degrees of closeness, around the new All-Father. Valkyrie places herself directly across from him. Whatever this is about, she wants to watch him as close as she can when he tells them, and she wants him to have to look her in the eye. Just in case.</p><p>Thor breathes deeply once they all go still. He stands up, straightens his shoulders, lifts his chin. He looks like a teenager playing grown-up for a school presentation. Valkyrie feels a twinge of sympathy and takes a sip from her pilfered bottle of stuff to make it go away. The taste is foul but it burns in the back of her throat the same as any other liquor, and what more can she ask than that.</p><p>“What would you guys say if I said I wanted to change how Asgard’s governing body is structured?” Thor asks.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><blockquote><p>“I swear to god, Madej, if you say you believe in fairies-” Ryan is laughing into the camera, frustrated and helplessly amused.</p><p>“Maybe I do!” Shane says, leaning back in his chair, keeping it casual. On one hand he doesn’t want to tell on himself and lose any trace of credibility that he might have. But on the other hand he literally cannot lie.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Sex doesn’t seem that interesting until Crowley hears the orchestral version.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>There are a lot of different things that Crowley loves about having a human-adjacent corporation. He loves swaddling his bare, vulnerable skin in soft, warm things. He loves sleeping and having dreams and waking up feeling different than he did when he dropped off. He loves having hair and the nice tickly feeling of it when it brushes across the back of his neck. He loves the sharp, bitter taste of hard liquor. He loves the swell of a full orchestra making his delicate little eardrums shake.</p>
<p>There are a lot of different things that Crowley doesn’t love about having a human-adjacent corporation. The social norms that come along with it if you want to muck about with the rest of humanity, for one. Nothing but a hassle, those. He doesn’t love the feeling of the mush one has to chew food into in order to swallow it when one is person-shaped. He doesn’t love paper cuts. He doesn’t love the suffocating smell of everyone’s heavy perfume.</p>
<p>There are also a lot of different things about having a human-adjacent corporation that Crowley simply doesn’t get. He doesn’t get money. He doesn’t get bath houses. He doesn’t get gossip (though he knows the angel Aziraphale is quite into it). He doesn’t get sex.</p>
<p>Well. Crowley understands sex. As in humans have got these particular bits, and what kind of bits they’ve got determines what other kind of bits they end up with later. And in the other way, of course, Crowley knows that they can put their special bits inside someone else’s bits, or they can rub them together, or put them in their mouths, and that it all makes an earthly host of chemicals sing a rousing chorus in their brains. He knows they spend weeks and months painting very lovely pictures of other people’s bits. (He does appreciate the paintings. Paintings are one of those things Crowley loves. Very pleasing to the human-adjacent eyeball.)</p>
<p>The question, Crowley supposes, about money and bath houses and gossip and sex, is: how is it worth it? Money is supposed to make trade easier, but it ends up being more complicated in the long run. A bath is meant to be relaxing and get you clean, which can be done just as well if not better on your lonesome. Gossip is a lot of listening to someone just on the off chance they share a little tidbit that interests you. And sex is messy and exhausting and an orgasm hardly even lasts that long, the chemical party only the barest stretch longer. So what, really, is the point?</p>
</blockquote>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/21680797" target="_blank">Read More</a></p>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Loki’s on the red carpet and Cosmo has a question for him.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>This is not Loki’s first time in Hollywood, or at a movie premiere, or even on the red carpet under the brilliant flash of lights and causing his usual stir. It is his first time at the premiere of his own film though, and that makes so many worlds of difference. Bruce is nervous but steady at Loki’s side, and beautiful. He even let Loki dress him for the occasion, and the two of them match.</p>
<p>Loki wears a form fitting strapless black dress, the satiny thing clinging to his body’s every curve and angle like a second skin from his flat chest down to just below his knees. It has a sheen of magically applied glitter that subtly changes color every time Loki poses. Long earrings, black snake chains with the same enchantment as the dress, hang from Loki’s lobes all the way down to fall delicately over his collarbones. His hair is done up in what Americans call a French braid, sporadic strands of it charmed as well. His makeup is subtle, a light and airy brush of pale glitter over his eyelids and a neutral lip.</p>
<p>Bruce is in a well tailored black suit, tight as far as the current popular fashion goes. The jacket and pants have the same color changing work on them, but these instead of glitter appear as embroidery of Loki’s name in every language he knows, over and over and over. So maybe he’s jealous to a fault, but so is Bruce, and they like that about each other. Loki adjusts his stance again, for the moment uncaring of the cameras, just to watch his name light up all over his beloved’s body in response. Bruce meets his eyes knowingly, indulgent of but unimpressed with Loki’s possessiveness. Their sex later is going to be so good. Loki starts formulating a scheme to goad Bruce into fucking him in the coat check before they leave, without any illusions that Bruce doesn’t know what he’s doing.</p>
<p>It’s only the bravest entertainment journalists that approach Loki on the red carpet, even still. It’s not that common among even the investigative sorts to ask Loki a question directly without the backup of a packed press conference. Only paparazzi have no fear of him, because paparazzi have no particular care for life up to and including their own. Thus it is that the slow, dramatic, halting walk from the limousine to the entrance is less of a press line and more of a photoshoot for Loki and whoever his date happens to be. Loki doesn’t mind; he loves the attention, the glamour, the flashing lights, the slight hush that follows him the whole way. But he’s always impressed by the rare interviewer who has the guts to step forward and hold out a mic to the near-conqueror of New York City and the most controversial Avenger.</p>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Thor is not Odin’s son right now. Right now he is King. And Valkyrie thinks, maybe, she could trust him.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>The room on the ship that has become their de facto strategy room, a small circular offshoot of the bridge that must have once been where the captain could take private hails, is barren and chilly. It’s small and closed up so the recycled air is even more stale here than everywhere else on board. There is nothing inside it but a circular table, no chairs. The last Valkyrie still remembers what it was like inside Odin’s strategy rooms and this is jarring in comparison. It makes her mind spin almost as much as a really good shot.</p>
<p>Odin’s strategy rooms were filled with low ambient light and shiny dark wood and blood red accents, and long rectangular tables for Odin to sit at the head of. The Valkyrior, if they were even invited, were expected to line the walls in uniform like heroic statues. Here and now, the wood of the round table is unpolished and scuffed underneath Thor’s equally roughened hands where he leans on it heavily, the flaws of both thrown into stark relief by the harsh fluorescents along the upper walls. The skin visible around Thor’s eye patch is still red and swollen and his hair is sticking up in a thousand directions, full of static either from a recent sonic shower or else self-inflicted. He’s wearing a clingy but soft-looking shirt, lounge pants, and canvas shoes. Genetic resemblance aside, he couldn’t look less like Odin if he tried with all his (allegedly considerable) might.</p>
<p>Valkyrie herself has shown up in basically her pajamas too, though the decision to do so had been belligerent and she’d thought she’d be under-dressed. She also brought a bottle of something golden brown and pungent she found in a closet, but the urge to pointedly drink from it is a little bit lessened now that she sees The Great King Of Asgard looking just like any other tired refugee - just like all the rest of them. Maybe her bullshit isn’t necessary (yet). Loki and Heimdall are here too, and Bruce. Bruce’s outfit is almost identical to Thor’s, though he wears his shirt a little less fitted and has his arms folded self-consciously across his chest. Heimdall wears a sleeveless robe over a leather vest and Loki is in a black suit. He’s so fucking obnoxious. The four of them gather, with varying degrees of closeness, around the new All-Father. Valkyrie places herself directly across from him. Whatever this is about, she wants to watch him as close as she can when he tells them, and she wants him to have to look her in the eye. Just in case.</p>
<p>Thor breathes deeply once they all go still. He stands up, straightens his shoulders, lifts his chin. He looks like a teenager playing grown-up for a school presentation. Valkyrie feels a twinge of sympathy and takes a sip from her pilfered bottle of stuff to make it go away. The taste is foul but it burns in the back of her throat the same as any other liquor, and what more can she ask than that.</p>
<p>“What would you guys say if I said I wanted to change how Asgard’s governing body is structured?” Thor asks.</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Everyone thinks Loki is the studious one, but Thor is the first to hang a poster in their room and it’s an illustration from a history book.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>Everyone thinks Loki is the studious one. It’s an image he’s cultivated, though Thor doesn’t know how. Loki does study magic outside of class but that’s it, and as for schooling Loki does well out of ease (and the self-fulfilling expectations of their tutors, if you ask Thor) rather than much hard work.</p>
<p>Thor is the one who works. He does his assignments, and he does extra credit, and he takes electives, and he has favorite (and least favorite) subjects, and he looks things up - all sorts of things if they’re interesting. Loki studies magic and politics and strategy like he needs them to breathe. Thor just likes to learn.</p>
<p>Thor is almost 700 years old, a pre-adolescent, with growing pains and his first breakout of acne, when he gets on a good history kick. He’s not particularly enjoying the here and now. Loki is moody and Sif is being weird and Father has assigned extra court training to Thor. Just Thor, even though he hasn’t declared one of them Crown Prince yet so Thor and Loki have equal chances of becoming King. Thor doesn’t know why he doesn’t just choose Loki, if he thinks Thor so useless that he needs remedial lessons. Not to mention Lærer Hariasa, Thor’s tutor for court, is a hard ass and learning from her is a chore.</p>
<p>The distant past is a haven. The Æsir live for so long that most people in the books are still alive, some not even old yet, but even still so much has changed in that time it could be another world entirely. To imagine Heimdall as a child is impossible; the baby born with his gift surely is someone else. Someone not real. Someone who has never and will never know Thor, who’s eyes Thor can admire but never have to meet, who’s shoes Thor never has to fill.</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Loki’s first instinct upon learning something new has always been to show Thor.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>Loki’s first instinct upon learning something new has always been to show Thor.</p>
<p>Or, more accurately, Loki’s first instinct upon learning something new has always been to use it on Thor. Thor has fallen for it every time before, and he will fall for it again now. It’s not that he’s stupid, or even foolish, really. But he is a child, and he trusts everything that he loves.</p>
<p>Tyr can tell that Loki has a new trick to play by the way he came swaggering onto the training ground this morning. He’s never exactly reluctant, to show that would earn him too much disapproval from his father and his friends, but his enthusiasm is usually muted unless he has some script where he wins in the end playing in his mind. All morning the younger Prince did his best to behave as if nothing was different as Tyr ran the heirs through their drills. Now it is nearing afternoon and the only thing left before it’s time for lunch is to spar. Loki is visibly struggling not to grin like the Wolf he is - taken more after his father than either of them care to notice.</p>
<p>“Places,” Tyr instructs, pretending to be as oblivious to whatever is imminent as Thor seems to be. Tyr doesn’t disapprove of the use of magic in battle, nor does he scorn the mixing of gendered skills. In a real battle one does what one must, and the enemy will do the same. Tyr may be retired from war but he remembers that.</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Thor has learned that the past and the present and the future are three strands in a string, woven together.</p>
<p><small>I used accusations similar to blood libel to demonstrate that the justifications for violence against a specific being were falsified for a political agenda. It’s vague and brief but might be triggering.</small></p>
<blockquote>
<p>Thor is making merry after a grand adventure. He is too drunken already to tell the tale anymore. Around him, Thor’s friends are loud and raucous and warm. Volstagg has his shirt torn from his shoulders and falling about his waist, still tucked into his pants, arm wrestling a maiden who seems taken with him with one hand and feeding himself roast boar with the other. Fandral’s back, still tacky through his shirt with blood (someone else’s) and sweat (his own), is pressed against Thor’s side, his laughter bright in Thor’s ear, each of his arms wrapped round the shoulders of a breathtaking woman. Sif is drinking men under the table, them lining up orderly before her for the privilege. Loki has taken up the mantle of recounting their victory, standing on top of the table with softly glowing fingers as illusions dance around him. His rhymes are steadily declining in quality as he continues to drink as well, though even still his voice never breaks and he never stutters.</p>
<p>There is something not quite right, but Thor cannot place it.</p>
<p>The hot sun beats down through a clear blue sky. The earth underneath Thor’s boots is hard-packed and flat. He’s braced on the balls of his feet with a sword in each hand, a layer of sweat building underneath his leather and plate armor. Steve is on his left, Loki on his right, and ahead of them, charging, is a seemingly unending herd of beasts. The beasts are like hairless, blind dogs with thick mottled grey skin.</p>
<p>The blood of the dog-beasts smells foul in the heat of the day, twice as much so underscored with the bright ozone scent of Thor’s lightning. They are loud as they attack, and loud as they die, and loud as they continue and continue and continue to charge. Thor is slick with gore. Some has gotten into his mouth, tasting of rot. He has lost track of Loki on the battlefield. He wonders if he will ever see his brother again.</p>
<p>The snowy air at the topmost open arched stone window of the All-Mother’s favorite palace tower stings pleasantly in Thor’s lungs as he looks out from it across the glittering landscape below. He feels strange, as if he hasn’t yet earned the right to stand here, despite that he was born in this palace. Some of the roofs below are gilded in gold. Thor thinks they are beautiful and familiar and majestic, and also hideous and sickening and garish. He feels powerful, righteous. He feels betrayed, guilty. Huginn sits at his left hand. Muninn is absent. Thor can’t remember ever being able to tell the difference between them without being told before. His mother stands at his right shoulder, leaning comfortably in the window on her elbow, smiling gently, patiently. She was always so patient with him.</p>
<p>“I’m afraid it won’t ever get less confusing,” she tells him. Her mouth is twisted in a wry humor that she has only ever allowed Thor to see once or twice before, but her eyes are clear and lit with a soft happiness. “It’s an art.”</p>
</blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Thor has learned that the past and the present and the future are three strands in a string, woven together.</p><p><small>I used accusations similar to blood libel to demonstrate that the justifications for violence against a specific being were falsified for a political agenda. It’s vague and brief but might be triggering.</small></p><blockquote><p>Thor is making merry after a grand adventure. He is too drunken already to tell the tale anymore. Around him, Thor’s friends are loud and raucous and warm. Volstagg has his shirt torn from his shoulders and falling about his waist, still tucked into his pants, arm wrestling a maiden who seems taken with him with one hand and feeding himself roast boar with the other. Fandral’s back, still tacky through his shirt with blood (someone else’s) and sweat (his own), is pressed against Thor’s side, his laughter bright in Thor’s ear, each of his arms wrapped round the shoulders of a breathtaking woman. Sif is drinking men under the table, them lining up orderly before her for the privilege. Loki has taken up the mantle of recounting their victory, standing on top of the table with softly glowing fingers as illusions dance around him. His rhymes are steadily declining in quality as he continues to drink as well, though even still his voice never breaks and he never stutters.</p><p>There is something not quite right, but Thor cannot place it.</p><p>The hot sun beats down through a clear blue sky. The earth underneath Thor’s boots is hard-packed and flat. He’s braced on the balls of his feet with a sword in each hand, a layer of sweat building underneath his leather and plate armor. Steve is on his left, Loki on his right, and ahead of them, charging, is a seemingly unending herd of beasts. The beasts are like hairless, blind dogs with thick mottled grey skin.</p><p>The blood of the dog-beasts smells foul in the heat of the day, twice as much so underscored with the bright ozone scent of Thor’s lightning. They are loud as they attack, and loud as they die, and loud as they continue and continue and continue to charge. Thor is slick with gore. Some has gotten into his mouth, tasting of rot. He has lost track of Loki on the battlefield. He wonders if he will ever see his brother again.</p><p>The snowy air at the topmost open arched stone window of the All-Mother’s favorite palace tower stings pleasantly in Thor’s lungs as he looks out from it across the glittering landscape below. He feels strange, as if he hasn’t yet earned the right to stand here, despite that he was born in this palace. Some of the roofs below are gilded in gold. Thor thinks they are beautiful and familiar and majestic, and also hideous and sickening and garish. He feels powerful, righteous. He feels betrayed, guilty. Huginn sits at his left hand. Muninn is absent. Thor can’t remember ever being able to tell the difference between them without being told before. His mother stands at his right shoulder, leaning comfortably in the window on her elbow, smiling gently, patiently. She was always so patient with him.</p><p>“I’m afraid it won’t ever get less confusing,” she tells him. Her mouth is twisted in a wry humor that she has only ever allowed Thor to see once or twice before, but her eyes are clear and lit with a soft happiness. “It’s an art.”</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Loki’s first instinct upon learning something new has always been to show Thor.</p><blockquote><p>Loki’s first instinct upon learning something new has always been to show Thor.</p><p>Or, more accurately, Loki’s first instinct upon learning something new has always been to use it on Thor. Thor has fallen for it every time before, and he will fall for it again now. It’s not that he’s stupid, or even foolish, really. But he is a child, and he trusts everything that he loves.</p><p>Tyr can tell that Loki has a new trick to play by the way he came swaggering onto the training ground this morning. He’s never exactly reluctant, to show that would earn him too much disapproval from his father and his friends, but his enthusiasm is usually muted unless he has some script where he wins in the end playing in his mind. All morning the younger Prince did his best to behave as if nothing was different as Tyr ran the heirs through their drills. Now it is nearing afternoon and the only thing left before it’s time for lunch is to spar. Loki is visibly struggling not to grin like the Wolf he is - taken more after his father than either of them care to notice.</p><p>“Places,” Tyr instructs, pretending to be as oblivious to whatever is imminent as Thor seems to be. Tyr doesn’t disapprove of the use of magic in battle, nor does he scorn the mixing of gendered skills. In a real battle one does what one must, and the enemy will do the same. Tyr may be retired from war but he remembers that.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Everyone thinks Loki is the studious one, but Thor is the first to hang a poster in their room and it’s an illustration from a history book.</p><blockquote><p>Everyone thinks Loki is the studious one. It’s an image he’s cultivated, though Thor doesn’t know how. Loki does study magic outside of class but that’s it, and as for schooling Loki does well out of ease (and the self-fulfilling expectations of their tutors, if you ask Thor) rather than much hard work.</p><p>Thor is the one who works. He does his assignments, and he does extra credit, and he takes electives, and he has favorite (and least favorite) subjects, and he looks things up - all sorts of things if they’re interesting. Loki studies magic and politics and strategy like he needs them to breathe. Thor just likes to learn.</p><p>Thor is almost 700 years old, a pre-adolescent, with growing pains and his first breakout of acne, when he gets on a good history kick. He’s not particularly enjoying the here and now. Loki is moody and Sif is being weird and Father has assigned extra court training to Thor. Just Thor, even though he hasn’t declared one of them Crown Prince yet so Thor and Loki have equal chances of becoming King. Thor doesn’t know why he doesn’t just choose Loki, if he thinks Thor so useless that he needs remedial lessons. Not to mention Lærer Hariasa, Thor’s tutor for court, is a hard ass and learning from her is a chore.</p><p>The distant past is a haven. The Æsir live for so long that most people in the books are still alive, some not even old yet, but even still so much has changed in that time it could be another world entirely. To imagine Heimdall as a child is impossible; the baby born with his gift surely is someone else. Someone not real. Someone who has never and will never know Thor, who’s eyes Thor can admire but never have to meet, who’s shoes Thor never has to fill.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Thor is not Odin’s son right now. Right now he is King. And Valkyrie thinks, maybe, she could trust him.</p><blockquote><p>The room on the ship that has become their de facto strategy room, a small circular offshoot of the bridge that must have once been where the captain could take private hails, is barren and chilly. It’s small and closed up so the recycled air is even more stale here than everywhere else on board. There is nothing inside it but a circular table, no chairs. The last Valkyrie still remembers what it was like inside Odin’s strategy rooms and this is jarring in comparison. It makes her mind spin almost as much as a really good shot.</p><p>Odin’s strategy rooms were filled with low ambient light and shiny dark wood and blood red accents, and long rectangular tables for Odin to sit at the head of. The Valkyrior, if they were even invited, were expected to line the walls in uniform like heroic statues. Here and now, the wood of the round table is unpolished and scuffed underneath Thor’s equally roughened hands where he leans on it heavily, the flaws of both thrown into stark relief by the harsh fluorescents along the upper walls. The skin visible around Thor’s eye patch is still red and swollen and his hair is sticking up in a thousand directions, full of static either from a recent sonic shower or else self-inflicted. He’s wearing a clingy but soft-looking shirt, lounge pants, and canvas shoes. Genetic resemblance aside, he couldn’t look less like Odin if he tried with all his (allegedly considerable) might.</p><p>Valkyrie herself has shown up in basically her pajamas too, though the decision to do so had been belligerent and she’d thought she’d be under-dressed. She also brought a bottle of something golden brown and pungent she found in a closet, but the urge to pointedly drink from it is a little bit lessened now that she sees The Great King Of Asgard looking just like any other tired refugee - just like all the rest of them. Maybe her bullshit isn’t necessary (yet). Loki and Heimdall are here too, and Bruce. Bruce’s outfit is almost identical to Thor’s, though he wears his shirt a little less fitted and has his arms folded self-consciously across his chest. Heimdall wears a sleeveless robe over a leather vest and Loki is in a black suit. He’s so fucking obnoxious. The four of them gather, with varying degrees of closeness, around the new All-Father. Valkyrie places herself directly across from him. Whatever this is about, she wants to watch him as close as she can when he tells them, and she wants him to have to look her in the eye. Just in case.</p><p>Thor breathes deeply once they all go still. He stands up, straightens his shoulders, lifts his chin. He looks like a teenager playing grown-up for a school presentation. Valkyrie feels a twinge of sympathy and takes a sip from her pilfered bottle of stuff to make it go away. The taste is foul but it burns in the back of her throat the same as any other liquor, and what more can she ask than that.</p><p>“What would you guys say if I said I wanted to change how Asgard’s governing body is structured?” Thor asks.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Loki’s on the red carpet and Cosmo has a question for him.</p><blockquote><p>This is not Loki’s first time in Hollywood, or at a movie premiere, or even on the red carpet under the brilliant flash of lights and causing his usual stir. It is his first time at the premiere of his own film though, and that makes so many worlds of difference. Bruce is nervous but steady at Loki’s side, and beautiful. He even let Loki dress him for the occasion, and the two of them match.</p><p>Loki wears a form fitting strapless black dress, the satiny thing clinging to his body’s every curve and angle like a second skin from his flat chest down to just below his knees. It has a sheen of magically applied glitter that subtly changes color every time Loki poses. Long earrings, black snake chains with the same enchantment as the dress, hang from Loki’s lobes all the way down to fall delicately over his collarbones. His hair is done up in what Americans call a French braid, sporadic strands of it charmed as well. His makeup is subtle, a light and airy brush of pale glitter over his eyelids and a neutral lip.</p><p>Bruce is in a well tailored black suit, tight as far as the current popular fashion goes. The jacket and pants have the same color changing work on them, but these instead of glitter appear as embroidery of Loki’s name in every language he knows, over and over and over. So maybe he’s jealous to a fault, but so is Bruce, and they like that about each other. Loki adjusts his stance again, for the moment uncaring of the cameras, just to watch his name light up all over his beloved’s body in response. Bruce meets his eyes knowingly, indulgent of but unimpressed with Loki’s possessiveness. Their sex later is going to be so good. Loki starts formulating a scheme to goad Bruce into fucking him in the coat check before they leave, without any illusions that Bruce doesn’t know what he’s doing.</p><p>It’s only the bravest entertainment journalists that approach Loki on the red carpet, even still. It’s not that common among even the investigative sorts to ask Loki a question directly without the backup of a packed press conference. Only paparazzi have no fear of him, because paparazzi have no particular care for life up to and including their own. Thus it is that the slow, dramatic, halting walk from the limousine to the entrance is less of a press line and more of a photoshoot for Loki and whoever his date happens to be. Loki doesn’t mind; he loves the attention, the glamour, the flashing lights, the slight hush that follows him the whole way. But he’s always impressed by the rare interviewer who has the guts to step forward and hold out a mic to the near-conqueror of New York City and the most controversial Avenger.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Sex doesn’t seem that interesting until Crowley hears the orchestral version.</p><blockquote><p>There are a lot of different things that Crowley loves about having a human-adjacent corporation. He loves swaddling his bare, vulnerable skin in soft, warm things. He loves sleeping and having dreams and waking up feeling different than he did when he dropped off. He loves having hair and the nice tickly feeling of it when it brushes across the back of his neck. He loves the sharp, bitter taste of hard liquor. He loves the swell of a full orchestra making his delicate little eardrums shake.</p><p>There are a lot of different things that Crowley doesn’t love about having a human-adjacent corporation. The social norms that come along with it if you want to muck about with the rest of humanity, for one. Nothing but a hassle, those. He doesn’t love the feeling of the mush one has to chew food into in order to swallow it when one is person-shaped. He doesn’t love paper cuts. He doesn’t love the suffocating smell of everyone’s heavy perfume.</p><p>There are also a lot of different things about having a human-adjacent corporation that Crowley simply doesn’t get. He doesn’t get money. He doesn’t get bath houses. He doesn’t get gossip (though he knows the angel Aziraphale is quite into it). He doesn’t get sex.</p><p>Well. Crowley understands sex. As in humans have got these particular bits, and what kind of bits they’ve got determines what other kind of bits they end up with later. And in the other way, of course, Crowley knows that they can put their special bits inside someone else’s bits, or they can rub them together, or put them in their mouths, and that it all makes an earthly host of chemicals sing a rousing chorus in their brains. He knows they spend weeks and months painting very lovely pictures of other people’s bits. (He does appreciate the paintings. Paintings are one of those things Crowley loves. Very pleasing to the human-adjacent eyeball.)</p><p>The question, Crowley supposes, about money and bath houses and gossip and sex, is: how is it worth it? Money is supposed to make trade easier, but it ends up being more complicated in the long run. A bath is meant to be relaxing and get you clean, which can be done just as well if not better on your lonesome. Gossip is a lot of listening to someone just on the off chance they share a little tidbit that interests you. And sex is messy and exhausting and an orgasm hardly even lasts that long, the chemical party only the barest stretch longer. So what, really, is the point?</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Thor has learned that the past and the present and the future are three strands in a string, woven together.</p><p><small>I used accusations similar to blood libel to demonstrate that the justifications for violence against a specific being were falsified for a political agenda. It’s vague and brief but might be triggering.</small></p><blockquote><p>Thor is making merry after a grand adventure. He is too drunken already to tell the tale anymore. Around him, Thor’s friends are loud and raucous and warm. Volstagg has his shirt torn from his shoulders and falling about his waist, still tucked into his pants, arm wrestling a maiden who seems taken with him with one hand and feeding himself roast boar with the other. Fandral’s back, still tacky through his shirt with blood (someone else’s) and sweat (his own), is pressed against Thor’s side, his laughter bright in Thor’s ear, each of his arms wrapped round the shoulders of a breathtaking woman. Sif is drinking men under the table, them lining up orderly before her for the privilege. Loki has taken up the mantle of recounting their victory, standing on top of the table with softly glowing fingers as illusions dance around him. His rhymes are steadily declining in quality as he continues to drink as well, though even still his voice never breaks and he never stutters.</p><p>There is something not quite right, but Thor cannot place it.</p><p>The hot sun beats down through a clear blue sky. The earth underneath Thor’s boots is hard-packed and flat. He’s braced on the balls of his feet with a sword in each hand, a layer of sweat building underneath his leather and plate armor. Steve is on his left, Loki on his right, and ahead of them, charging, is a seemingly unending herd of beasts. The beasts are like hairless, blind dogs with thick mottled grey skin.</p><p>The blood of the dog-beasts smells foul in the heat of the day, twice as much so underscored with the bright ozone scent of Thor’s lightning. They are loud as they attack, and loud as they die, and loud as they continue and continue and continue to charge. Thor is slick with gore. Some has gotten into his mouth, tasting of rot. He has lost track of Loki on the battlefield. He wonders if he will ever see his brother again.</p><p>The snowy air at the topmost open arched stone window of the All-Mother’s favorite palace tower stings pleasantly in Thor’s lungs as he looks out from it across the glittering landscape below. He feels strange, as if he hasn’t yet earned the right to stand here, despite that he was born in this palace. Some of the roofs below are gilded in gold. Thor thinks they are beautiful and familiar and majestic, and also hideous and sickening and garish. He feels powerful, righteous. He feels betrayed, guilty. Huginn sits at his left hand. Muninn is absent. Thor can’t remember ever being able to tell the difference between them without being told before. His mother stands at his right shoulder, leaning comfortably in the window on her elbow, smiling gently, patiently. She was always so patient with him.</p><p>“I’m afraid it won’t ever get less confusing,” she tells him. Her mouth is twisted in a wry humor that she has only ever allowed Thor to see once or twice before, but her eyes are clear and lit with a soft happiness. “It’s an art.”</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Loki’s first instinct upon learning something new has always been to show Thor.</p><blockquote><p>Loki’s first instinct upon learning something new has always been to show Thor.</p><p>Or, more accurately, Loki’s first instinct upon learning something new has always been to use it on Thor. Thor has fallen for it every time before, and he will fall for it again now. It’s not that he’s stupid, or even foolish, really. But he is a child, and he trusts everything that he loves.</p><p>Tyr can tell that Loki has a new trick to play by the way he came swaggering onto the training ground this morning. He’s never exactly reluctant, to show that would earn him too much disapproval from his father and his friends, but his enthusiasm is usually muted unless he has some script where he wins in the end playing in his mind. All morning the younger Prince did his best to behave as if nothing was different as Tyr ran the heirs through their drills. Now it is nearing afternoon and the only thing left before it’s time for lunch is to spar. Loki is visibly struggling not to grin like the Wolf he is - taken more after his father than either of them care to notice.</p><p>“Places,” Tyr instructs, pretending to be as oblivious to whatever is imminent as Thor seems to be. Tyr doesn’t disapprove of the use of magic in battle, nor does he scorn the mixing of gendered skills. In a real battle one does what one must, and the enemy will do the same. Tyr may be retired from war but he remembers that.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Everyone thinks Loki is the studious one, but Thor is the first to hang a poster in their room and it’s an illustration from a history book.</p><blockquote><p>Everyone thinks Loki is the studious one. It’s an image he’s cultivated, though Thor doesn’t know how. Loki does study magic outside of class but that’s it, and as for schooling Loki does well out of ease (and the self-fulfilling expectations of their tutors, if you ask Thor) rather than much hard work.</p><p>Thor is the one who works. He does his assignments, and he does extra credit, and he takes electives, and he has favorite (and least favorite) subjects, and he looks things up - all sorts of things if they’re interesting. Loki studies magic and politics and strategy like he needs them to breathe. Thor just likes to learn.</p><p>Thor is almost 700 years old, a pre-adolescent, with growing pains and his first breakout of acne, when he gets on a good history kick. He’s not particularly enjoying the here and now. Loki is moody and Sif is being weird and Father has assigned extra court training to Thor. Just Thor, even though he hasn’t declared one of them Crown Prince yet so Thor and Loki have equal chances of becoming King. Thor doesn’t know why he doesn’t just choose Loki, if he thinks Thor so useless that he needs remedial lessons. Not to mention Lærer Hariasa, Thor’s tutor for court, is a hard ass and learning from her is a chore.</p><p>The distant past is a haven. The Æsir live for so long that most people in the books are still alive, some not even old yet, but even still so much has changed in that time it could be another world entirely. To imagine Heimdall as a child is impossible; the baby born with his gift surely is someone else. Someone not real. Someone who has never and will never know Thor, who’s eyes Thor can admire but never have to meet, who’s shoes Thor never has to fill.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Thor is not Odin’s son right now. Right now he is King. And Valkyrie thinks, maybe, she could trust him.</p><blockquote><p>The room on the ship that has become their de facto strategy room, a small circular offshoot of the bridge that must have once been where the captain could take private hails, is barren and chilly. It’s small and closed up so the recycled air is even more stale here than everywhere else on board. There is nothing inside it but a circular table, no chairs. The last Valkyrie still remembers what it was like inside Odin’s strategy rooms and this is jarring in comparison. It makes her mind spin almost as much as a really good shot.</p><p>Odin’s strategy rooms were filled with low ambient light and shiny dark wood and blood red accents, and long rectangular tables for Odin to sit at the head of. The Valkyrior, if they were even invited, were expected to line the walls in uniform like heroic statues. Here and now, the wood of the round table is unpolished and scuffed underneath Thor’s equally roughened hands where he leans on it heavily, the flaws of both thrown into stark relief by the harsh fluorescents along the upper walls. The skin visible around Thor’s eye patch is still red and swollen and his hair is sticking up in a thousand directions, full of static either from a recent sonic shower or else self-inflicted. He’s wearing a clingy but soft-looking shirt, lounge pants, and canvas shoes. Genetic resemblance aside, he couldn’t look less like Odin if he tried with all his (allegedly considerable) might.</p><p>Valkyrie herself has shown up in basically her pajamas too, though the decision to do so had been belligerent and she’d thought she’d be under-dressed. She also brought a bottle of something golden brown and pungent she found in a closet, but the urge to pointedly drink from it is a little bit lessened now that she sees The Great King Of Asgard looking just like any other tired refugee - just like all the rest of them. Maybe her bullshit isn’t necessary (yet). Loki and Heimdall are here too, and Bruce. Bruce’s outfit is almost identical to Thor’s, though he wears his shirt a little less fitted and has his arms folded self-consciously across his chest. Heimdall wears a sleeveless robe over a leather vest and Loki is in a black suit. He’s so fucking obnoxious. The four of them gather, with varying degrees of closeness, around the new All-Father. Valkyrie places herself directly across from him. Whatever this is about, she wants to watch him as close as she can when he tells them, and she wants him to have to look her in the eye. Just in case.</p><p>Thor breathes deeply once they all go still. He stands up, straightens his shoulders, lifts his chin. He looks like a teenager playing grown-up for a school presentation. Valkyrie feels a twinge of sympathy and takes a sip from her pilfered bottle of stuff to make it go away. The taste is foul but it burns in the back of her throat the same as any other liquor, and what more can she ask than that.</p><p>“What would you guys say if I said I wanted to change how Asgard’s governing body is structured?” Thor asks.</p></blockquote></blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Thor has learned that the past and the present and the future are three strands in a string, woven together.</p>
<p><small>I used accusations similar to blood libel to demonstrate that the justifications for violence against a specific being were falsified for a political agenda. It’s vague and brief but might be triggering.</small></p>
<blockquote>
<p>Thor is making merry after a grand adventure. He is too drunken already to tell the tale anymore. Around him, Thor’s friends are loud and raucous and warm. Volstagg has his shirt torn from his shoulders and falling about his waist, still tucked into his pants, arm wrestling a maiden who seems taken with him with one hand and feeding himself roast boar with the other. Fandral’s back, still tacky through his shirt with blood (someone else’s) and sweat (his own), is pressed against Thor’s side, his laughter bright in Thor’s ear, each of his arms wrapped round the shoulders of a breathtaking woman. Sif is drinking men under the table, them lining up orderly before her for the privilege. Loki has taken up the mantle of recounting their victory, standing on top of the table with softly glowing fingers as illusions dance around him. His rhymes are steadily declining in quality as he continues to drink as well, though even still his voice never breaks and he never stutters.</p>
<p>There is something not quite right, but Thor cannot place it.</p>
<p>The hot sun beats down through a clear blue sky. The earth underneath Thor’s boots is hard-packed and flat. He’s braced on the balls of his feet with a sword in each hand, a layer of sweat building underneath his leather and plate armor. Steve is on his left, Loki on his right, and ahead of them, charging, is a seemingly unending herd of beasts. The beasts are like hairless, blind dogs with thick mottled grey skin.</p>
<p>The blood of the dog-beasts smells foul in the heat of the day, twice as much so underscored with the bright ozone scent of Thor’s lightning. They are loud as they attack, and loud as they die, and loud as they continue and continue and continue to charge. Thor is slick with gore. Some has gotten into his mouth, tasting of rot. He has lost track of Loki on the battlefield. He wonders if he will ever see his brother again.</p>
<p>The snowy air at the topmost open arched stone window of the All-Mother’s favorite palace tower stings pleasantly in Thor’s lungs as he looks out from it across the glittering landscape below. He feels strange, as if he hasn’t yet earned the right to stand here, despite that he was born in this palace. Some of the roofs below are gilded in gold. Thor thinks they are beautiful and familiar and majestic, and also hideous and sickening and garish. He feels powerful, righteous. He feels betrayed, guilty. Huginn sits at his left hand. Muninn is absent. Thor can’t remember ever being able to tell the difference between them without being told before. His mother stands at his right shoulder, leaning comfortably in the window on her elbow, smiling gently, patiently. She was always so patient with him.</p>
<p>“I’m afraid it won’t ever get less confusing,” she tells him. Her mouth is twisted in a wry humor that she has only ever allowed Thor to see once or twice before, but her eyes are clear and lit with a soft happiness. “It’s an art.”</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Sex doesn’t seem that interesting until Crowley hears the orchestral version.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>There are a lot of different things that Crowley loves about having a human-adjacent corporation. He loves swaddling his bare, vulnerable skin in soft, warm things. He loves sleeping and having dreams and waking up feeling different than he did when he dropped off. He loves having hair and the nice tickly feeling of it when it brushes across the back of his neck. He loves the sharp, bitter taste of hard liquor. He loves the swell of a full orchestra making his delicate little eardrums shake.</p>
<p>There are a lot of different things that Crowley doesn’t love about having a human-adjacent corporation. The social norms that come along with it if you want to muck about with the rest of humanity, for one. Nothing but a hassle, those. He doesn’t love the feeling of the mush one has to chew food into in order to swallow it when one is person-shaped. He doesn’t love paper cuts. He doesn’t love the suffocating smell of everyone’s heavy perfume.</p>
<p>There are also a lot of different things about having a human-adjacent corporation that Crowley simply doesn’t get. He doesn’t get money. He doesn’t get bath houses. He doesn’t get gossip (though he knows the angel Aziraphale is quite into it). He doesn’t get sex.</p>
<p>Well. Crowley understands sex. As in humans have got these particular bits, and what kind of bits they’ve got determines what other kind of bits they end up with later. And in the other way, of course, Crowley knows that they can put their special bits inside someone else’s bits, or they can rub them together, or put them in their mouths, and that it all makes an earthly host of chemicals sing a rousing chorus in their brains. He knows they spend weeks and months painting very lovely pictures of other people’s bits. (He does appreciate the paintings. Paintings are one of those things Crowley loves. Very pleasing to the human-adjacent eyeball.)</p>
<p>The question, Crowley supposes, about money and bath houses and gossip and sex, is: how is it worth it? Money is supposed to make trade easier, but it ends up being more complicated in the long run. A bath is meant to be relaxing and get you clean, which can be done just as well if not better on your lonesome. Gossip is a lot of listening to someone just on the off chance they share a little tidbit that interests you. And sex is messy and exhausting and an orgasm hardly even lasts that long, the chemical party only the barest stretch longer. So what, really, is the point?</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Loki’s first instinct upon learning something new has always been to show Thor.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>Loki’s first instinct upon learning something new has always been to show Thor.</p>
<p>Or, more accurately, Loki’s first instinct upon learning something new has always been to use it on Thor. Thor has fallen for it every time before, and he will fall for it again now. It’s not that he’s stupid, or even foolish, really. But he is a child, and he trusts everything that he loves.</p>
<p>Tyr can tell that Loki has a new trick to play by the way he came swaggering onto the training ground this morning. He’s never exactly reluctant, to show that would earn him too much disapproval from his father and his friends, but his enthusiasm is usually muted unless he has some script where he wins in the end playing in his mind. All morning the younger Prince did his best to behave as if nothing was different as Tyr ran the heirs through their drills. Now it is nearing afternoon and the only thing left before it’s time for lunch is to spar. Loki is visibly struggling not to grin like the Wolf he is - taken more after his father than either of them care to notice.</p>
<p>“Places,” Tyr instructs, pretending to be as oblivious to whatever is imminent as Thor seems to be. Tyr doesn’t disapprove of the use of magic in battle, nor does he scorn the mixing of gendered skills. In a real battle one does what one must, and the enemy will do the same. Tyr may be retired from war but he remembers that.</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Everyone thinks Loki is the studious one, but Thor is the first to hang a poster in their room and it’s an illustration from a history book.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>Everyone thinks Loki is the studious one. It’s an image he’s cultivated, though Thor doesn’t know how. Loki does study magic outside of class but that’s it, and as for schooling Loki does well out of ease (and the self-fulfilling expectations of their tutors, if you ask Thor) rather than much hard work.</p>
<p>Thor is the one who works. He does his assignments, and he does extra credit, and he takes electives, and he has favorite (and least favorite) subjects, and he looks things up - all sorts of things if they’re interesting. Loki studies magic and politics and strategy like he needs them to breathe. Thor just likes to learn.</p>
<p>Thor is almost 700 years old, a pre-adolescent, with growing pains and his first breakout of acne, when he gets on a good history kick. He’s not particularly enjoying the here and now. Loki is moody and Sif is being weird and Father has assigned extra court training to Thor. Just Thor, even though he hasn’t declared one of them Crown Prince yet so Thor and Loki have equal chances of becoming King. Thor doesn’t know why he doesn’t just choose Loki, if he thinks Thor so useless that he needs remedial lessons. Not to mention Lærer Hariasa, Thor’s tutor for court, is a hard ass and learning from her is a chore.</p>
<p>The distant past is a haven. The Æsir live for so long that most people in the books are still alive, some not even old yet, but even still so much has changed in that time it could be another world entirely. To imagine Heimdall as a child is impossible; the baby born with his gift surely is someone else. Someone not real. Someone who has never and will never know Thor, who’s eyes Thor can admire but never have to meet, who’s shoes Thor never has to fill.</p>
</blockquote>
</blockquote>
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Link: <p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Thor is not Odin&rsquo;s son right now. Right now he is King. And Valkyrie thinks, maybe, she could trust him.</p><blockquote><p>The room on the ship that has become their de facto strategy room, a small circular offshoot of the bridge that must have once been where the captain could take private hails, is barren and chilly. It&rsquo;s small and closed up so the recycled air is even more stale here than everywhere else on board. There is nothing inside it but a circular table, no chairs. The last Valkyrie still remembers what it was like inside Odin&rsquo;s strategy rooms and this is jarring in comparison. It makes her mind spin almost as much as a really good shot.</p><p>Odin&rsquo;s strategy rooms were filled with low ambient light and shiny dark wood and blood red accents, and long rectangular tables for Odin to sit at the head of. The Valkyrior, if they were even invited, were expected to line the walls in uniform like heroic statues. Here and now, the wood of the round table is unpolished and scuffed underneath Thor&rsquo;s equally roughened hands where he leans on it heavily, the flaws of both thrown into stark relief by the harsh fluorescents along the upper walls. The skin visible around Thor&rsquo;s eye patch is still red and swollen and his hair is sticking up in a thousand directions, full of static either from a recent sonic shower or else self-inflicted. He&rsquo;s wearing a clingy but soft-looking shirt, lounge pants, and canvas shoes. Genetic resemblance aside, he couldn&rsquo;t look less like Odin if he tried with all his (allegedly considerable) might.</p><p>Valkyrie herself has shown up in basically her pajamas too, though the decision to do so had been belligerent and she&rsquo;d thought she&rsquo;d be under-dressed. She also brought a bottle of something golden brown and pungent she found in a closet, but the urge to pointedly drink from it is a little bit lessened now that she sees The Great King Of Asgard looking just like any other tired refugee - just like all the rest of them. Maybe her bullshit isn&rsquo;t necessary (yet). Loki and Heimdall are here too, and Bruce. Bruce&rsquo;s outfit is almost identical to Thor&rsquo;s, though he wears his shirt a little less fitted and has his arms folded self-consciously across his chest. Heimdall wears a sleeveless robe over a leather vest and Loki is in a black suit. He&rsquo;s so fucking obnoxious. The four of them gather, with varying degrees of closeness, around the new All-Father. Valkyrie places herself directly across from him. Whatever this is about, she wants to watch him as close as she can when he tells them, and she wants him to have to look her in the eye. Just in case.</p><p>Thor breathes deeply once they all go still. He stands up, straightens his shoulders, lifts his chin. He looks like a teenager playing grown-up for a school presentation. Valkyrie feels a twinge of sympathy and takes a sip from her pilfered bottle of stuff to make it go away. The taste is foul but it burns in the back of her throat the same as any other liquor, and what more can she ask than that.</p><p>&ldquo;What would you guys say if I said I wanted to change how Asgard&rsquo;s governing body is structured?&rdquo; Thor asks.</p></blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Everyone thinks Loki is the studious one, but Thor is the first to hang a poster in their room and it’s an illustration from a history book.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>Everyone thinks Loki is the studious one. It’s an image he’s cultivated, though Thor doesn’t know how. Loki does study magic outside of class but that’s it, and as for schooling Loki does well out of ease (and the self-fulfilling expectations of their tutors, if you ask Thor) rather than much hard work.</p>
<p>Thor is the one who works. He does his assignments, and he does extra credit, and he takes electives, and he has favorite (and least favorite) subjects, and he looks things up - all sorts of things if they’re interesting. Loki studies magic and politics and strategy like he needs them to breathe. Thor just likes to learn.</p>
<p>Thor is almost 700 years old, a pre-adolescent, with growing pains and his first breakout of acne, when he gets on a good history kick. He’s not particularly enjoying the here and now. Loki is moody and Sif is being weird and Father has assigned extra court training to Thor. Just Thor, even though he hasn’t declared one of them Crown Prince yet so Thor and Loki have equal chances of becoming King. Thor doesn’t know why he doesn’t just choose Loki, if he thinks Thor so useless that he needs remedial lessons. Not to mention Lærer Hariasa, Thor’s tutor for court, is a hard ass and learning from her is a chore.</p>
<p>The distant past is a haven. The Æsir live for so long that most people in the books are still alive, some not even old yet, but even still so much has changed in that time it could be another world entirely. To imagine Heimdall as a child is impossible; the baby born with his gift surely is someone else. Someone not real. Someone who has never and will never know Thor, who’s eyes Thor can admire but never have to meet, who’s shoes Thor never has to fill.</p>
</blockquote>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/22186918" target="_blank">Read More</a></p>
</blockquote>
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Link: <p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Everyone thinks Loki is the studious one, but Thor is the first to hang a poster in their room and it&rsquo;s an illustration from a history book.</p><blockquote><p>Everyone thinks Loki is the studious one. It&rsquo;s an image he&rsquo;s cultivated, though Thor doesn&rsquo;t know how. Loki does study magic outside of class but that&rsquo;s it, and as for schooling Loki does well out of ease (and the self-fulfilling expectations of their tutors, if you ask Thor) rather than much hard work.</p><p>Thor is the one who works. He does his assignments, and he does extra credit, and he takes electives, and he has favorite (and least favorite) subjects, and he looks things up - all sorts of things if they&rsquo;re interesting. Loki studies magic and politics and strategy like he needs them to breathe. Thor just likes to learn.</p><p>Thor is almost 700 years old, a pre-adolescent, with growing pains and his first breakout of acne, when he gets on a good history kick. He&rsquo;s not particularly enjoying the here and now. Loki is moody and Sif is being weird and Father has assigned extra court training to Thor. Just Thor, even though he hasn&rsquo;t declared one of them Crown Prince yet so Thor and Loki have equal chances of becoming King. Thor doesn&rsquo;t know why he doesn&rsquo;t just choose Loki, if he thinks Thor so useless that he needs remedial lessons. Not to mention Lærer Hariasa, Thor&rsquo;s tutor for court, is a hard ass and learning from her is a chore.</p><p>The distant past is a haven. The Æsir live for so long that most people in the books are still alive, some not even old yet, but even still so much has changed in that time it could be another world entirely. To imagine Heimdall as a child is impossible; the baby born with his gift surely is someone else. Someone not real. Someone who has never and will never know Thor, who&rsquo;s eyes Thor can admire but never have to meet, who&rsquo;s shoes Thor never has to fill.</p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Thor has learned, is learning, will learn.</p><p><small>I used accusations similar to blood libel to demonstrate that the justifications for violence against a specific being were falsified for a political agenda. It’s vague and brief but might be triggering.</small></p><blockquote><p>Thor is making merry after a grand adventure. He is too drunken already to tell the tale anymore. Around him, Thor’s friends are loud and raucous and warm. Volstagg has his shirt torn from his shoulders and falling about his waist, still tucked into his pants, arm wrestling a maiden who seems taken with him with one hand and feeding himself roast boar with the other. Fandral’s back, still tacky through his shirt with blood (someone else’s) and sweat (his own), is pressed against Thor’s side, his laughter bright in Thor’s ear, each of his arms wrapped round the shoulders of a breathtaking woman. Sif is drinking men under the table, them lining up orderly before her for the privilege. Loki has taken up the mantle of recounting their victory, standing on top of the table with softly glowing fingers as illusions dance around him. His rhymes are steadily declining in quality as he continues to drink as well, though even still his voice never breaks and he never stutters.</p><p>There is something not quite right, but Thor cannot place it.</p><p>The hot sun beats down through a clear blue sky. The earth underneath Thor’s boots is hard-packed and flat. He’s braced on the balls of his feet with a sword in each hand, a layer of sweat building underneath his leather and plate armor. Steve is on his left, Loki on his right, and ahead of them, charging, is a seemingly unending herd of beasts. The beasts are like hairless, blind dogs with thick mottled grey skin.</p><p>The blood of the dog-beasts smells foul in the heat of the day, twice as much so underscored with the bright ozone scent of Thor’s lightning. They are loud as they attack, and loud as they die, and loud as they continue and continue and continue to charge. Thor is slick with gore. Some has gotten into his mouth, tasting of rot. He has lost track of Loki on the battlefield. He wonders if he will ever see his brother again.</p><p>The snowy air at the topmost open arched stone window of the All-Mother’s favorite palace tower stings pleasantly in Thor’s lungs as he looks out from it across the glittering landscape below. He feels strange, as if he hasn’t yet earned the right to stand here, despite that he was born in this palace. Some of the roofs below are gilded in gold. Thor thinks they are beautiful and familiar and majestic, and also hideous and sickening and garish. He feels powerful, righteous. He feels betrayed, guilty. Huginn sits at his left hand. Muninn is absent. Thor can’t remember ever being able to tell the difference between them without being told before. His mother stands at his right shoulder, leaning comfortably in the window on her elbow, smiling gently, patiently. She was always so patient with him.</p><p>“I’m afraid it won’t ever get less confusing,” she tells him. Her mouth is twisted in a wry humor that she has only ever allowed Thor to see once or twice before, but her eyes are clear and lit with a soft happiness. “It’s an art.”</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/22185727" target="_blank">Read More</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Thor has learned, is learning, will learn.</p><p><small>I used accusations similar to blood libel to demonstrate that the justifications for violence against a specific being were falsified for a political agenda. It’s vague and brief but might be triggering.</small></p><blockquote><p>Thor is making merry after a grand adventure. He is too drunken already to tell the tale anymore. Around him, Thor’s friends are loud and raucous and warm. Volstagg has his shirt torn from his shoulders and falling about his waist, still tucked into his pants, arm wrestling a maiden who seems taken with him with one hand and feeding himself roast boar with the other. Fandral’s back, still tacky through his shirt with blood (someone else’s) and sweat (his own), is pressed against Thor’s side, his laughter bright in Thor’s ear, each of his arms wrapped round the shoulders of a breathtaking woman. Sif is drinking men under the table, them lining up orderly before her for the privilege. Loki has taken up the mantle of recounting their victory, standing on top of the table with softly glowing fingers as illusions dance around him. His rhymes are steadily declining in quality as he continues to drink as well, though even still his voice never breaks and he never stutters.</p><p>There is something not quite right, but Thor cannot place it.</p><p>The hot sun beats down through a clear blue sky. The earth underneath Thor’s boots is hard-packed and flat. He’s braced on the balls of his feet with a sword in each hand, a layer of sweat building underneath his leather and plate armor. Steve is on his left, Loki on his right, and ahead of them, charging, is a seemingly unending herd of beasts. The beasts are like hairless, blind dogs with thick mottled grey skin.</p><p>The blood of the dog-beasts smells foul in the heat of the day, twice as much so underscored with the bright ozone scent of Thor’s lightning. They are loud as they attack, and loud as they die, and loud as they continue and continue and continue to charge. Thor is slick with gore. Some has gotten into his mouth, tasting of rot. He has lost track of Loki on the battlefield. He wonders if he will ever see his brother again.</p><p>The snowy air at the topmost open arched stone window of the All-Mother’s favorite palace tower stings pleasantly in Thor’s lungs as he looks out from it across the glittering landscape below. He feels strange, as if he hasn’t yet earned the right to stand here, despite that he was born in this palace. Some of the roofs below are gilded in gold. Thor thinks they are beautiful and familiar and majestic, and also hideous and sickening and garish. He feels powerful, righteous. He feels betrayed, guilty. Huginn sits at his left hand. Muninn is absent. Thor can’t remember ever being able to tell the difference between them without being told before. His mother stands at his right shoulder, leaning comfortably in the window on her elbow, smiling gently, patiently. She was always so patient with him.</p><p>“I’m afraid it won’t ever get less confusing,” she tells him. Her mouth is twisted in a wry humor that she has only ever allowed Thor to see once or twice before, but her eyes are clear and lit with a soft happiness. “It’s an art.”</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/22185727" target="_blank">Read More</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Loki’s first instinct upon learning something new has always been to show Thor.</p><blockquote><p>Loki’s first instinct upon learning something new has always been to show Thor.</p><p>Or, more accurately, Loki’s first instinct upon learning something new has always been to use it on Thor. Thor has fallen for it every time before, and he will fall for it again now. It’s not that he’s stupid, or even foolish, really. But he is a child, and he trusts everything that he loves.</p><p>Tyr can tell that Loki has a new trick to play by the way he came swaggering onto the training ground this morning. He’s never exactly reluctant, to show that would earn him too much disapproval from his father and his friends, but his enthusiasm is usually muted unless he has some script where he wins in the end playing in his mind. All morning the younger Prince did his best to behave as if nothing was different as Tyr ran the heirs through their drills. Now it is nearing afternoon and the only thing left before it’s time for lunch is to spar. Loki is visibly struggling not to grin like the Wolf he is - taken more after his father than either of them care to notice.</p><p>“Places,” Tyr instructs, pretending to be as oblivious to whatever is imminent as Thor seems to be. Tyr doesn’t disapprove of the use of magic in battle, nor does he scorn the mixing of gendered skills. In a real battle one does what one must, and the enemy will do the same. Tyr may be retired from war but he remembers that.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/22185748" target="_blank">Read More</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Loki’s first instinct upon learning something new has always been to show Thor.</p><blockquote><p>Loki’s first instinct upon learning something new has always been to show Thor.</p><p>Or, more accurately, Loki’s first instinct upon learning something new has always been to use it on Thor. Thor has fallen for it every time before, and he will fall for it again now. It’s not that he’s stupid, or even foolish, really. But he is a child, and he trusts everything that he loves.</p><p>Tyr can tell that Loki has a new trick to play by the way he came swaggering onto the training ground this morning. He’s never exactly reluctant, to show that would earn him too much disapproval from his father and his friends, but his enthusiasm is usually muted unless he has some script where he wins in the end playing in his mind. All morning the younger Prince did his best to behave as if nothing was different as Tyr ran the heirs through their drills. Now it is nearing afternoon and the only thing left before it’s time for lunch is to spar. Loki is visibly struggling not to grin like the Wolf he is - taken more after his father than either of them care to notice.</p><p>“Places,” Tyr instructs, pretending to be as oblivious to whatever is imminent as Thor seems to be. Tyr doesn’t disapprove of the use of magic in battle, nor does he scorn the mixing of gendered skills. In a real battle one does what one must, and the enemy will do the same. Tyr may be retired from war but he remembers that.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/22185748" target="_blank">Read More</a></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Loki&rsquo;s first instinct upon learning something new has always been to show Thor.</p><blockquote><p>Loki&rsquo;s first instinct upon learning something new has always been to show Thor.</p><p>Or, more accurately, Loki&rsquo;s first instinct upon learning something new has always been to use it on Thor. Thor has fallen for it every time before, and he will fall for it again now. It&rsquo;s not that he&rsquo;s stupid, or even foolish, really. But he is a child, and he trusts everything that he loves.</p><p>Tyr can tell that Loki has a new trick to play by the way he came swaggering onto the training ground this morning. He&rsquo;s never exactly reluctant, to show that would earn him too much disapproval from his father and his friends, but his enthusiasm is usually muted unless he has some script where he wins in the end playing in his mind. All morning the younger Prince did his best to behave as if nothing was different as Tyr ran the heirs through their drills. Now it is nearing afternoon and the only thing left before it&rsquo;s time for lunch is to spar. Loki is visibly struggling not to grin like the Wolf he is - taken more after his father than either of them care to notice.</p><p>&ldquo;Places,&rdquo; Tyr instructs, pretending to be as oblivious to whatever is imminent as Thor seems to be. Tyr doesn&rsquo;t disapprove of the use of magic in battle, nor does he scorn the mixing of gendered skills. In a real battle one does what one must, and the enemy will do the same. Tyr may be retired from war but he remembers that.</p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Thor has learned, is learning, will learn.</p><p><small>I used accusations similar to blood libel to demonstrate that the justifications for violence against a specific being were falsified for a political agenda. It’s vague and brief but might be triggering.</small></p><blockquote><p>Thor is making merry after a grand adventure. He is too drunken already to tell the tale anymore. Around him, Thor’s friends are loud and raucous and warm. Volstagg has his shirt torn from his shoulders and falling about his waist, still tucked into his pants, arm wrestling a maiden who seems taken with him with one hand and feeding himself roast boar with the other. Fandral’s back, still tacky through his shirt with blood (someone else’s) and sweat (his own), is pressed against Thor’s side, his laughter bright in Thor’s ear, each of his arms wrapped round the shoulders of a breathtaking woman. Sif is drinking men under the table, them lining up orderly before her for the privilege. Loki has taken up the mantle of recounting their victory, standing on top of the table with softly glowing fingers as illusions dance around him. His rhymes are steadily declining in quality as he continues to drink as well, though even still his voice never breaks and he never stutters.</p><p>There is something not quite right, but Thor cannot place it.</p><p>The hot sun beats down through a clear blue sky. The earth underneath Thor’s boots is hard-packed and flat. He’s braced on the balls of his feet with a sword in each hand, a layer of sweat building underneath his leather and plate armor. Steve is on his left, Loki on his right, and ahead of them, charging, is a seemingly unending herd of beasts. The beasts are like hairless, blind dogs with thick mottled grey skin.</p><p>The blood of the dog-beasts smells foul in the heat of the day, twice as much so underscored with the bright ozone scent of Thor’s lightning. They are loud as they attack, and loud as they die, and loud as they continue and continue and continue to charge. Thor is slick with gore. Some has gotten into his mouth, tasting of rot. He has lost track of Loki on the battlefield. He wonders if he will ever see his brother again.</p><p>The snowy air at the topmost open arched stone window of the All-Mother’s favorite palace tower stings pleasantly in Thor’s lungs as he looks out from it across the glittering landscape below. He feels strange, as if he hasn’t yet earned the right to stand here, despite that he was born in this palace. Some of the roofs below are gilded in gold. Thor thinks they are beautiful and familiar and majestic, and also hideous and sickening and garish. He feels powerful, righteous. He feels betrayed, guilty. Huginn sits at his left hand. Muninn is absent. Thor can’t remember ever being able to tell the difference between them without being told before. His mother stands at his right shoulder, leaning comfortably in the window on her elbow, smiling gently, patiently. She was always so patient with him.</p><p>“I’m afraid it won’t ever get less confusing,” she tells him. Her mouth is twisted in a wry humor that she has only ever allowed Thor to see once or twice before, but her eyes are clear and lit with a soft happiness. “It’s an art.”</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/22185727" target="_blank">Read More</a></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Thor has learned that the past and the present and the future are three strands in a string, woven together.</p><p><small>I used accusations similar to blood libel to demonstrate that the justifications for violence against a specific being were falsified for a political agenda. It&rsquo;s vague and brief but might be triggering.</small></p><blockquote><p>Thor is making merry after a grand adventure. He is too drunken already to tell the tale anymore. Around him, Thor&rsquo;s friends are loud and raucous and warm. Volstagg has his shirt torn from his shoulders and falling about his waist, still tucked into his pants, arm wrestling a maiden who seems taken with him with one hand and feeding himself roast boar with the other. Fandral&rsquo;s back, still tacky through his shirt with blood (someone else&rsquo;s) and sweat (his own), is pressed against Thor&rsquo;s side, his laughter bright in Thor&rsquo;s ear, each of his arms wrapped round the shoulders of a breathtaking woman. Sif is drinking men under the table, them lining up orderly before her for the privilege. Loki has taken up the mantle of recounting their victory, standing on top of the table with softly glowing fingers as illusions dance around him. His rhymes are steadily declining in quality as he continues to drink as well, though even still his voice never breaks and he never stutters.</p><p>There is something not quite right, but Thor cannot place it.</p><p>The hot sun beats down through a clear blue sky. The earth underneath Thor&rsquo;s boots is hard-packed and flat. He&rsquo;s braced on the balls of his feet with a sword in each hand, a layer of sweat building underneath his leather and plate armor. Steve is on his left, Loki on his right, and ahead of them, charging, is a seemingly unending herd of beasts. The beasts are like hairless, blind dogs with thick mottled grey skin.</p><p>The blood of the dog-beasts smells foul in the heat of the day, twice as much so underscored with the bright ozone scent of Thor&rsquo;s lightning. They are loud as they attack, and loud as they die, and loud as they continue and continue and continue to charge. Thor is slick with gore. Some has gotten into his mouth, tasting of rot. He has lost track of Loki on the battlefield. He wonders if he will ever see his brother again.</p><p>The snowy air at the topmost open arched stone window of the All-Mother&rsquo;s favorite palace tower stings pleasantly in Thor&rsquo;s lungs as he looks out from it across the glittering landscape below. He feels strange, as if he hasn&rsquo;t yet earned the right to stand here, despite that he was born in this palace. Some of the roofs below are gilded in gold. Thor thinks they are beautiful and familiar and majestic, and also hideous and sickening and garish. He feels powerful, righteous. He feels betrayed, guilty. Huginn sits at his left hand. Muninn is absent. Thor can&rsquo;t remember ever being able to tell the difference between them without being told before. His mother stands at his right shoulder, leaning comfortably in the window on her elbow, smiling gently, patiently. She was always so patient with him.</p><p>&ldquo;I&rsquo;m afraid it won&rsquo;t ever get less confusing,&rdquo; she tells him. Her mouth is twisted in a wry humor that she has only ever allowed Thor to see once or twice before, but her eyes are clear and lit with a soft happiness. &ldquo;It&rsquo;s an art.&rdquo;</p></blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Sex doesn’t seem that interesting until Crowley hears the orchestral version.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>There are a lot of different things that Crowley loves about having a human-adjacent corporation. He loves swaddling his bare, vulnerable skin in soft, warm things. He loves sleeping and having dreams and waking up feeling different than he did when he dropped off. He loves having hair and the nice tickly feeling of it when it brushes across the back of his neck. He loves the sharp, bitter taste of hard liquor. He loves the swell of a full orchestra making his delicate little eardrums shake.</p>
<p>There are a lot of different things that Crowley doesn’t love about having a human-adjacent corporation. The social norms that come along with it if you want to muck about with the rest of humanity, for one. Nothing but a hassle, those. He doesn’t love the feeling of the mush one has to chew food into in order to swallow it when one is person-shaped. He doesn’t love paper cuts. He doesn’t love the suffocating smell of everyone’s heavy perfume.</p>
<p>There are also a lot of different things about having a human-adjacent corporation that Crowley simply doesn’t get. He doesn’t get money. He doesn’t get bath houses. He doesn’t get gossip (though he knows the angel Aziraphale is quite into it). He doesn’t get sex.</p>
<p>Well. Crowley understands sex. As in humans have got these particular bits, and what kind of bits they’ve got determines what other kind of bits they end up with later. And in the other way, of course, Crowley knows that they can put their special bits inside someone else’s bits, or they can rub them together, or put them in their mouths, and that it all makes an earthly host of chemicals sing a rousing chorus in their brains. He knows they spend weeks and months painting very lovely pictures of other people’s bits. (He does appreciate the paintings. Paintings are one of those things Crowley loves. Very pleasing to the human-adjacent eyeball.)</p>
<p>The question, Crowley supposes, about money and bath houses and gossip and sex, is: how is it worth it? Money is supposed to make trade easier, but it ends up being more complicated in the long run. A bath is meant to be relaxing and get you clean, which can be done just as well if not better on your lonesome. Gossip is a lot of listening to someone just on the off chance they share a little tidbit that interests you. And sex is messy and exhausting and an orgasm hardly even lasts that long, the chemical party only the barest stretch longer. So what, really, is the point?</p>
</blockquote>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/21680797" target="_blank">Read More</a></p>
<p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Leave a Tip</a></p>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Sex doesn’t seem that interesting until Crowley hears the orchestral version.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>There are a lot of different things that Crowley loves about having a human-adjacent corporation. He loves swaddling his bare, vulnerable skin in soft, warm things. He loves sleeping and having dreams and waking up feeling different than he did when he dropped off. He loves having hair and the nice tickly feeling of it when it brushes across the back of his neck. He loves the sharp, bitter taste of hard liquor. He loves the swell of a full orchestra making his delicate little eardrums shake.</p>
<p>There are a lot of different things that Crowley doesn’t love about having a human-adjacent corporation. The social norms that come along with it if you want to muck about with the rest of humanity, for one. Nothing but a hassle, those. He doesn’t love the feeling of the mush one has to chew food into in order to swallow it when one is person-shaped. He doesn’t love paper cuts. He doesn’t love the suffocating smell of everyone’s heavy perfume.</p>
<p>There are also a lot of different things about having a human-adjacent corporation that Crowley simply doesn’t get. He doesn’t get money. He doesn’t get bath houses. He doesn’t get gossip (though he knows the angel Aziraphale is quite into it). He doesn’t get sex.</p>
<p>Well. Crowley understands sex. As in humans have got these particular bits, and what kind of bits they’ve got determines what other kind of bits they end up with later. And in the other way, of course, Crowley knows that they can put their special bits inside someone else’s bits, or they can rub them together, or put them in their mouths, and that it all makes an earthly host of chemicals sing a rousing chorus in their brains. He knows they spend weeks and months painting very lovely pictures of other people’s bits. (He does appreciate the paintings. Paintings are one of those things Crowley loves. Very pleasing to the human-adjacent eyeball.)</p>
<p>The question, Crowley supposes, about money and bath houses and gossip and sex, is: how is it worth it? Money is supposed to make trade easier, but it ends up being more complicated in the long run. A bath is meant to be relaxing and get you clean, which can be done just as well if not better on your lonesome. Gossip is a lot of listening to someone just on the off chance they share a little tidbit that interests you. And sex is messy and exhausting and an orgasm hardly even lasts that long, the chemical party only the barest stretch longer. So what, really, is the point?</p>
</blockquote>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/21680797" target="_blank">Read More</a></p>
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Link: <p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Sex doesn&rsquo;t seem that interesting until Crowley hears the orchestral version.</p><blockquote><p>There are a lot of different things that Crowley loves about having a human-adjacent corporation. He loves swaddling his bare, vulnerable skin in soft, warm things. He loves sleeping and having dreams and waking up feeling different than he did when he dropped off. He loves having hair and the nice tickly feeling of it when it brushes across the back of his neck. He loves the sharp, bitter taste of hard liquor. He loves the swell of a full orchestra making his delicate little eardrums shake.</p><p>There are a lot of different things that Crowley doesn&rsquo;t love about having a human-adjacent corporation. The social norms that come along with it if you want to muck about with the rest of humanity, for one. Nothing but a hassle, those. He doesn&rsquo;t love the feeling of the mush one has to chew food into in order to swallow it when one is person-shaped. He doesn&rsquo;t love paper cuts. He doesn&rsquo;t love the suffocating smell of everyone&rsquo;s heavy perfume.</p><p>There are also a lot of different things about having a human-adjacent corporation that Crowley simply doesn&rsquo;t get. He doesn&rsquo;t get money. He doesn&rsquo;t get bath houses. He doesn&rsquo;t get gossip (though he knows the angel Aziraphale is quite into it). He doesn&rsquo;t get sex.</p><p>Well. Crowley understands sex. As in humans have got these particular bits, and what kind of bits they&rsquo;ve got determines what other kind of bits they end up with later. And in the other way, of course, Crowley knows that they can put their special bits inside someone else&rsquo;s bits, or they can rub them together, or put them in their mouths, and that it all makes an earthly host of chemicals sing a rousing chorus in their brains. He knows they spend weeks and months painting very lovely pictures of other people&rsquo;s bits. (He does appreciate the paintings. Paintings are one of those things Crowley loves. Very pleasing to the human-adjacent eyeball.)</p><p>The question, Crowley supposes, about money and bath houses and gossip and sex, is: how is it worth it? Money is supposed to make trade easier, but it ends up being more complicated in the long run. A bath is meant to be relaxing and get you clean, which can be done just as well if not better on your lonesome. Gossip is a lot of listening to someone just on the off chance they share a little tidbit that interests you. And sex is messy and exhausting and an orgasm hardly even lasts that long, the chemical party only the barest stretch longer. So what, really, is the point?</p></blockquote>
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<p>Summary:<br/>
Taako stands in front of a display of seasonal berries, the elderberries right up front.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>
 Routinely, Taako avoids the produce section of the Fantasy 
Costco. It’s not difficult, the section is small in comparison to the 
endless others, and usually he’s here with Magnus and Merle and they’re 
either equipping for a mission or simply making a nuisance of 
themselves. But sometimes when Taako can’t sleep - which is often - he 
comes here and shops until he’s ready to drop. Most of the time he 
doesn’t even buy anything, he just looks and imagines a thousand 
different lives for himself based on the items that grab his interest.
</p>
<p>
 Every now and then though, like now, he’ll find himself in the 
dread produce section and he’ll see something in particular, some 
completely mundane ingredient, and he won’t be able to leave. Once, he 
saw a long row of gigantic frozen turkeys and inexplicably burst into 
tears; once, a pile of innocent avocados captured him in a spiral of 
dead-end confusion for hours. Now, Taako stands in front of a display of
 seasonal berries, the elderberries right up front. At least this time 
he knows what his ish is.
</p>
<p>
 (The Glamour Springs show was in early summer and elderberries 
wouldn’t be naturally ripe for several months still. Taako made them 
extra dark and juicy, even better than any you could’ve picked yourself.
 That was the trick. The impossibility.)
</p>
<p>
 Taako doesn’t know how long it is that he stares at the berries,
 mentally redoing the mechanics of his spell over and over again, and in
 between every calculation and every pronunciation echo the results. 
Five dry twigs to one live berry, forty people dead. Short vowels and 
long consonants, forty people dead.
</p>
<p>
 “Those are fresh, just in!” Garfield pops up behind Taako. Taako
 doesn’t jump, and his thoughts don’t stop cycling either. “They’re to 
die for!”
</p>
<p>
 “I can’t argue with that, my man,” Taako says. Forty people dead. “How much?”</p>
</blockquote>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19288966" target="_blank">Read More</a><br/></p>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Loki gives the Avengers holiday gifts. Entirely altruistically, of course.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>The body of the sweater is a hectic geometric pattern in phosphorescently vibrant shades of orange and lavender. On the front of it is a hauntingly realistic depiction of a reindeer, complete with antlers that branch out over the shoulders and beady, shining black eyes that Steve is steadfastly choosing to believe are buttons but which almost definitely are not. As he steps closer to it where it sits on top of the dresser in his room at Avengers Compound (which he had definitely locked up when he’d left it yesterday), Steve is uncomfortably aware of the power the sweater exudes. It doesn’t seem overtly hostile, headache inducing pattern and possibly sentient illustration aside, but Steve is still hesitant to touch it. Steve might not be known for his sense of caution, but he hasn’t suffered any strange and unthinkable consequences from thoughtlessly picking up something magical yet and he’d like to keep it that way as long as possible.</p>
<p>Sitting on the dresser just to the right of the sweater is a small Christmas gift tag shaped like a sprig of holly. Steve quickly flicks it over and leaps backwards, just in case. When nothing happens, he creeps forward again to read it. In sparkly lavender gel ink that matches the shade in the sweater perfectly, the tag simply says ‘Happy Holidays, Captain’ in carefully neat print. Well, that answers exactly zero questions.</p>
<p>It’s obviously magical, so chances are good it came from a magical person. It’s probably not from Wanda. Steve doesn’t think she could dream up something this aesthetically painful if she tried. And though anything is possible, a cursed ugly holiday sweater seems a little silly to be a nefarious plot device from a real villain.</p>
<p>That leaves only one culprit. Loki.</p>
</blockquote>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16861012" target="_blank">Read More</a></p>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Or 3 Times Leonard Thought He’d Burn +1 Time He Was Cool and Comfortable<br/>Companion Mick piece: <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13003605" target="_blank">Frigophobia</a></p>
<blockquote>
<p>Dad had the brilliant idea to combine discipline and containment. That was a few years ago now, but this is the first time that Leo has been cuffed to the radiator when it’s on .</p>
<p>Usually Dad does jobs in the spring and fall. He takes the winter off because he hates it and doesn’t want to be out in the cold and the slush and the holiday crowds, all those people being happy and rich . As if he’s hurting for money. He doesn’t exactly have a compelling success rate for his heists, but he makes fucking bank when he doesn’t get caught. Summer he takes off because he loves it. He goes on vacations and brings home wives, apparently, and when the romantic sea spray gets all washed away and she comes to her senses and leaves without even taking her baby with her, Dad takes it out on Leo.</p>
<p>Point being, a job in the dead of winter is unusual. Leo isn’t allowed to sit meetings with Dad’s crew, or pack of mercenaries as the case may be, even though sometimes they use him as a tool in their schemes. It’s not fair, but that’s life. Leo learned that lesson quick.</p>
<p>Leo also was quick to figure out not to try to eavesdrop on Dad and his men, but of course Dad doesn’t like to leave his so-called ‘lessons’ up to chance. So here Leo is, with a pair of Dad’s old handcuffs around one wrist holding him in close to the radiator. He wonders if Dad forgot it was on this time, or if he just doesn’t care.</p>
</blockquote>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16768843" target="_blank">Keep Reading</a></p>
<p>Read Mick Companion: <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13003605" target="_blank">Frigophobia</a></p>
<p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p>
</blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Or 3 Times Leonard Thought He’d Burn +1 Time He Was Cool and Comfortable<br/>Companion Mick piece: <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13003605" target="_blank">Frigophobia</a></p><blockquote><p>Dad had the brilliant idea to combine discipline and containment. That was a few years ago now, but this is the first time that Leo has been cuffed to the radiator when it’s on .</p><p>Usually Dad does jobs in the spring and fall. He takes the winter off because he hates it and doesn’t want to be out in the cold and the slush and the holiday crowds, all those people being happy and rich . As if he’s hurting for money. He doesn’t exactly have a compelling success rate for his heists, but he makes fucking bank when he doesn’t get caught. Summer he takes off because he loves it. He goes on vacations and brings home wives, apparently, and when the romantic sea spray gets all washed away and she comes to her senses and leaves without even taking her baby with her, Dad takes it out on Leo.</p><p>Point being, a job in the dead of winter is unusual. Leo isn’t allowed to sit meetings with Dad’s crew, or pack of mercenaries as the case may be, even though sometimes they use him as a tool in their schemes. It’s not fair, but that’s life. Leo learned that lesson quick.</p><p>Leo also was quick to figure out not to try to eavesdrop on Dad and his men, but of course Dad doesn’t like to leave his so-called ‘lessons’ up to chance. So here Leo is, with a pair of Dad’s old handcuffs around one wrist holding him in close to the radiator. He wonders if Dad forgot it was on this time, or if he just doesn’t care.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16768843" target="_blank">Keep Reading</a></p><p>Read Mick Companion: <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13003605" target="_blank">Frigophobia</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Loki gives the Avengers holiday gifts. Entirely altruistically, of course.</p><blockquote><p>The body of the sweater is a hectic geometric pattern in phosphorescently vibrant shades of orange and lavender. On the front of it is a hauntingly realistic depiction of a reindeer, complete with antlers that branch out over the shoulders and beady, shining black eyes that Steve is steadfastly choosing to believe are buttons but which almost definitely are not. As he steps closer to it where it sits on top of the dresser in his room at Avengers Compound (which he had definitely locked up when he’d left it yesterday), Steve is uncomfortably aware of the power the sweater exudes. It doesn’t seem overtly hostile, headache inducing pattern and possibly sentient illustration aside, but Steve is still hesitant to touch it. Steve might not be known for his sense of caution, but he hasn’t suffered any strange and unthinkable consequences from thoughtlessly picking up something magical yet and he’d like to keep it that way as long as possible.</p><p>Sitting on the dresser just to the right of the sweater is a small Christmas gift tag shaped like a sprig of holly. Steve quickly flicks it over and leaps backwards, just in case. When nothing happens, he creeps forward again to read it. In sparkly lavender gel ink that matches the shade in the sweater perfectly, the tag simply says ‘Happy Holidays, Captain’ in carefully neat print. Well, that answers exactly zero questions.</p><p>It’s obviously magical, so chances are good it came from a magical person. It’s probably not from Wanda. Steve doesn’t think she could dream up something this aesthetically painful if she tried. And though anything is possible, a cursed ugly holiday sweater seems a little silly to be a nefarious plot device from a real villain.</p><p>That leaves only one culprit. Loki.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16861012" target="_blank">Read More</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p>Summary:<br/>
Taako stands in front of a display of seasonal berries, the elderberries right up front.</p><blockquote><p>
 Routinely, Taako avoids the produce section of the Fantasy 
Costco. It’s not difficult, the section is small in comparison to the 
endless others, and usually he’s here with Magnus and Merle and they’re 
either equipping for a mission or simply making a nuisance of 
themselves. But sometimes when Taako can’t sleep - which is often - he 
comes here and shops until he’s ready to drop. Most of the time he 
doesn’t even buy anything, he just looks and imagines a thousand 
different lives for himself based on the items that grab his interest.
</p><p>
 Every now and then though, like now, he’ll find himself in the 
dread produce section and he’ll see something in particular, some 
completely mundane ingredient, and he won’t be able to leave. Once, he 
saw a long row of gigantic frozen turkeys and inexplicably burst into 
tears; once, a pile of innocent avocados captured him in a spiral of 
dead-end confusion for hours. Now, Taako stands in front of a display of
 seasonal berries, the elderberries right up front. At least this time 
he knows what his ish is.
</p><p>
 (The Glamour Springs show was in early summer and elderberries 
wouldn’t be naturally ripe for several months still. Taako made them 
extra dark and juicy, even better than any you could’ve picked yourself.
 That was the trick. The impossibility.)
</p><p>
 Taako doesn’t know how long it is that he stares at the berries,
 mentally redoing the mechanics of his spell over and over again, and in
 between every calculation and every pronunciation echo the results. 
Five dry twigs to one live berry, forty people dead. Short vowels and 
long consonants, forty people dead.
</p><p>
 “Those are fresh, just in!” Garfield pops up behind Taako. Taako
 doesn’t jump, and his thoughts don’t stop cycling either. “They’re to 
die for!”
</p><p>
 “I can’t argue with that, my man,” Taako says. Forty people dead. “How much?”</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19288966" target="_blank">Read More</a><br/></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Merle, Magnus, and Lup beg Taako to let them invite Lucretia to Candlenights. Merle posits that Taako should try to forgive for his own good, Magnus invokes the spirit of familial togetherness, and Lup just says please. So Taako agrees, even though he’s not ready.</p><p>

<small>Taako’s views in this fic on himself and Lucretia do not reflect my views on either character or on their relationship. Taako is traumatized and blames Lucretia disproportionately to her actions because he hasn’t been able to adjust yet. Some of his thoughts on this might be upsetting.</small>

<br/></p><blockquote><p>After everything, Taako buys a house. Taako fills his house with things. Mostly cooking things, but also books and art and bedding and cute little knick knacks that have absolutely no conceivable practical use. He has more than one walk in closet. No room is empty, and there are many many rooms. He has rugs and curtains and armchairs and eight pairs of sandals. He has a collection of nail polish that takes up a whole cabinet by itself. He owns lots of things that are heavy, unwieldy, loud. He plants himself right in the middle of Neverwinter and declares, silently and to himself, that he won’t be budged. Never ever.</p><p>That’s not the only thing Taako swears to never ever do. And Taako may have changed a lot over the past hundred and ten years - sometimes by choice, sometimes organically, sometimes against his will - but stubbornness? Nothing ever managed to take that away from him. So he swears he’ll never be on the run again, and he’ll never forgive Lucretia.</p><p>He’s not an asshole about it or anything, not that he couldn’t or that the urge to doesn’t ever hit him, stab him right between the ribs and stir up his guts until he gets ill. But given everything she took from him, Taako can’t bear to deprive himself even further by causing rifts or whatever. He did threaten to kill her while furiously weeping though, so he thinks his stance on hanging out is pretty clear. Sure, sometimes he can’t sleep because of cyclical inexpressible rage. And sometimes when he does sleep he’s woken by the same gut-wrenching night terrors that he had during those ten years, the ones where he’s searching and searching for something undefined and he knows somehow that if he doesn’t find it he’ll disappear too, but now when he wakes up instead of aimlessly trying to fill that void with food or attention or hats or other bullshit Taako knows to think of Lup. And of Barry, and Merle, and Magnus, and Davenport - and Lucretia. He was looking for her and she was right there , watching him search and fail and decompose. But whatever. She gets it, everyone gets it, no need to drag it out again. Taako can deal with his icky feelings all by himself like a big boy.</p><p>So life goes on and everything is a little weird and mostly good. Angus goes to school. Kravitz sleeps over at Taako’s a lot even though he doesn’t, strictly speaking, need to sleep, being dead and all, which is very sweet and nice and gives Taako feelings that are gooey but very much not icky at all. Carey and Killian go on a honeymoon that’s supposed to last for one week but actually lasts for three because no one has the heart and/or guts to tell them they have to come back. Davenport goes to sea and sends them all postcards. Merle lives on the beach and spends all his time with kids, and Magnus lives in the boonies and spends all his time with dogs. Lup and Barry renew their vows, again, and everyone they know is there, and Taako and Lucretia sit on opposite sides of the aisle, and it’s fine. Everything is fine.</p><p>One Candlenights passes, and then Midsummer, and the four birds left in between them go to Lucretia’s on one day and to Taako’s on another day for the celebrations, and it’s all perfectly fine. Taako feels mostly okay most of the time, and for the times when he’s doing shitty he has a Cleric who is not Merle that he visits sometimes and she kind of helps usually even though Taako doesn’t actually take her advice very often. Sooner than it seems it should, Candlenights is coming again.</p><p>Merle, Magnus, and Lup, in that order, all beg Taako to invite - or to let them invite - Lucretia to Candlenights at his place this year. Davenport is still at sea and won’t be attending, just as it was last year and for Midsummer. Barry says it’s Taako’s choice and refuses to express any opinion beyond that. Merle posits that Taako should let go of his anger for his own good (which would be fine and Taako figures he could wrestle his stubbornness into compliance to get it done, if only this gods-awful feeling was as simple as ‘anger’), Magnus invokes the spirit of familial togetherness, and Lup just says please. So, reluctantly and not very charitably, Taako agrees.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19478245" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Thando likes it when Raleigh turns red for them.</p><blockquote><p>Raleigh’s pale skin is both a blessing and a curse, although if you asked him he’d probably err toward the latter. In the dry sunny summers of Arizona, he gets overheated and burns so easily. Thando spends an hour slathering him in sunscreen before the two of them leave the house for any outdoor activity, and even when they won’t be outside for long Raleigh still has to at least apply a layer over his delicate nose and cheeks or risk terrible consequences. He’s never been able to get a tan ever in his life, not even as a camp-going kid. Instead it’s just the burns, and sometimes - when he’s lucky - a smattering of new freckles. This part is a curse for Thando too, because it kills them to see their boy in pain. Maybe the aftercare of gently smoothing aloe vera gel over his shoulders could be fun, but only if it wasn’t necessary.</p><p>But Raleigh’s skin is a blessing too, for Thando at least. Raleigh can keep up a perfect stoic front with his expressions, his body language, his voice, even his eyes, but that pale peach complexion betrays him every time. In some ways it’s more subtle: the pallor that comes over him when he’s scared, the slight green tinge when he’s disgusted. But the blush. Oh, when the boy goes red…</p><p>Raleigh, at Thando’s direction, is getting all dressed up (or dressed down, depending on how you look at it) behind the drawn curtain across from Thando in their studio. The curtain is sheer, but not totally see-through. Thando and Raleigh are both into the titillation of being able to see each other in silhouette before the details are finally revealed. Thando knows exactly what Raleigh is changing into; they set it out for him. But that doesn’t detract from the air of anticipation while they watch his shadow pull his shirt over his head, step out of his pants and briefs, and reach for the lingerie. The piece in question is a dark green bodysuit with short legs and long sleeves, blocked in thick stripes of geometric lace and decadent satin. Thando hasn’t bought any sexy gifts for Raleigh that weren’t green, red’s complement, in years. Even the newer bondage gear is green. They kept all the old stuff of course, no reason to throw away perfectly good clothing, underwear, memories, but given that Thando is painting Raleigh today they wanted to really work that color theory.</p><p>“Come on,” Thando encourages, with just the tiniest touch of reprimand, when Raleigh doesn’t come out from behind the curtain when he’s gotten the suit on. Raleigh huffs.</p><p>“Liege, this is ridiculous,” he complains, his normally gravelly voice smoothed out to soften himself the way he likes to do when they play like this. “I look like a sexy Christmas elf.” Thando can’t help the belly laugh that comes out of them.</p><p>“I’m sure that’s not true,” they insist. “You always look so pretty to me.”</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19811470" target="_blank">Read More</a></p></blockquote>
Complement: NB/M + Praise Kink
https://archiveofourown.org/works/19811470
Body: 
Tags: 

Post id: 189755783885
Date: 2019-12-19 12:53:59 GMT
Post url: https://calicojackofficial.tumblr.com/post/189755783885/kenocardia-angus-taako-sick-day
Slug: kenocardia-angus-taako-sick-day
Reblog key: Ve10ang1
Reblog url: https://calicojackofficial.tumblr.com/post/189613925307/kenocardia-angus-taako-sick-day
Reblog name: calicojackofficial
Link: <p><a href="https://loldinsson.tumblr.com/post/186552812705/kenocardia-angus-taako-sick-day" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">loldinsson</a>:</p><blockquote>
<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Taako misses Magic Day. Angus investigates why.</p>
<p>This fic contains internalized ableism in the form of a depressed character interpreting their emotional dysfunction as them being a bad person. No other characters believe this.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>Angus waits patiently in the training room for Taako. It’s not the first time that Taako has been late to a Magic Day lesson, so Angus is not that worried. In fact, Taako being late is a routine thing. Agnus thinks that maybe it is a test. He knows most little boys like him are not prone to being patient, but he is not like most little boys and he can wait for a very long time if necessary. Either that or maybe Taako just isn’t very good at keeping track of time, or he doesn’t want to give Angus high expectations. Angus - being the World’s Greatest Detective, and now also the Greatest Detective on The Moon - is very observant, and not very easily tricked, and he has noticed after a few months on board the moon base that Taako can sometimes purposefully express himself in a contrary way. Angus hasn’t yet figured out the purpose of that behavior, but he most certainly will (and that is both a threat and a promise, Angus would say, if anyone asked).</p>
<p>Angus waits for a very long time. He’s good at waiting, but this is a very very long time. Every time that Angus considers going to look for Taako it takes a little bit more effort to convince himself not to, to keep waiting, to be patient and pass the test. Of course Taako is taking longer this time, right? If it is a test it probably has to get harder before you can pass it for good. (But if it’s not a test… But it’s probably a test, probably. Maybe. But maybe not…)</p>
<p>Angus is very patient and waits for a very long time, and definitively would have passed this test if it had been a test. He has his mind pretty much made up for him that it wasn’t when Carey, Killian, and Magnus come in to the training room. The three of them all share teasing trash talk, including Magnus even thought Angus knows that Magnus has never once beat either Carey or Killian in a sparring match.</p>
<p>“Hey, Ango!” Magnus calls to Angus when he notices him. Angus waves, a little sullenly. “Hanging around for the show after your magic lessons, huh?” He flexes. Angus holds his chin high and tries to make sure his lip doesn’t wobble so that Magnus doesn’t notice that he’s upset (hopefully). Taako might be embarrassed if everyone knew he forgot. Angus would probably be embarrassed if he was Taako (Angus is embarrassed as Angus too, that he waited around so long for nothing, but he’s the only detective around here so he’s the only one that has to know that).</p>
<p>“I was going to, Sir,” he lies. “But I think it will be a little boring with you here too.” Magnus’s mouth drops open in genuine surprise before he plays it up and gasps theatrically. Meanwhile, Carey and Killian are both ooh ing and laughing, and even though he’s still upset Angus can’t help a small proud smile.</p>
<p>“Tch, wizards ,” Magnus mutters disparagingly, but he’s grinning at Angus as he says it, and he seems pretty proud too. Also, Angus is very happy to be called a wizard, even if he didn’t have a lesson today ( yet , and that is also a threat and a promise). “No appreciation for the rest of us.” Angus quietly leaves while Carey and Killian are pointing out to Magnus that ‘wizards’ seem to appreciate the two of them just fine and Magnus protests that he has Rustic Hospitality and everyone with any taste likes him automatically.</p>
<p>Angus makes his way towards the suite that Tres Horny Boys share. His feelings are hurt and he’s angry too, even as he tries to come up with excuses for Taako in his head. There could be all sorts of reasons that Taako forgot it was Magic Day. He almost certainly didn’t stand Angus up on purpose, so Angus shouldn’t be mad, right?</p>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/><strike>The day Taako made Thirty Garlic Clove Chicken for the first time was a day like any other, Taako and Lup together in some caravan’s dining tent.</strike></p>
<p>The day Taako made Thirty Garlic Clove Chicken for the first time was a day like any other, Taako all alone in some caravan’s dining tent.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>The Thirty Garlic Clove Chicken recipe was born, originally, out of that semi-playful sort of spite that fills you all the way up to the very brim of your soul when your sibling tells you that you can’t do something.</p>
<p>At the time, Taako and Lup had been something like fourteen, and they had been out on the road for something like six years, which to them had seemed like basically their whole entire lives, the past being an ephemeral thing for children in general and for wily children in particular.</p>
<p>“There’s no such thing as too much garlic, Taako,” Lup had said. It was anything but an innocent comment. Her grin as she made her claim was sharp. The challenge was issued.</p>
<p>Unfortunately, Taako simply couldn’t bring himself to purposefully make bad food. Besides which, where, truly, would be the challenge in that. Anyone can make something that doesn’t taste good. Only Taako could use objectively too much garlic and still end up with an edible dish. And so Taako did.</p>
<p>The day Taako finally made Thirty Garlic Clove Chicken successfully for the first time was a regular day like any other day, Taako and Lup together under the thin eaves of some caravan’s dining tent. The adults had gone off to the after-after-after show (Taako and Lup had snuck in once and realized very quickly that they were extremely not interested) and left them to their own devices. They had kept the lights off in an effort to bring down their chances at getting caught wasting food, and Taako could only see Lup by the fire of the stove. She had sat up on the counter to watch him cook from above and he had obligingly, gleefully made a little show of it.</p>
<p>In memory, Taako’s attention is split evenly between his sister and the food. Each clove of garlic was the shape of her smile, so every time she laughed Taako finely diced another one.</p>
</blockquote>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/17937344" target="_blank">Read More</a></p>
<p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Taako misses Magic Day. Angus investigates why.</p>
<p>This fic contains internalized ableism in the form of a depressed character interpreting their emotional dysfunction as them being a bad person. No other characters believe this.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>Angus waits patiently in the training room for Taako. It’s not the first time that Taako has been late to a Magic Day lesson, so Angus is not that worried. In fact, Taako being late is a routine thing. Agnus thinks that maybe it is a test. He knows most little boys like him are not prone to being patient, but he is not like most little boys and he can wait for a very long time if necessary. Either that or maybe Taako just isn’t very good at keeping track of time, or he doesn’t want to give Angus high expectations. Angus - being the World’s Greatest Detective, and now also the Greatest Detective on The Moon - is very observant, and not very easily tricked, and he has noticed after a few months on board the moon base that Taako can sometimes purposefully express himself in a contrary way. Angus hasn’t yet figured out the purpose of that behavior, but he most certainly will (and that is both a threat and a promise, Angus would say, if anyone asked).</p>
<p>Angus waits for a very long time. He’s good at waiting, but this is a very very long time. Every time that Angus considers going to look for Taako it takes a little bit more effort to convince himself not to, to keep waiting, to be patient and pass the test. Of course Taako is taking longer this time, right? If it is a test it probably has to get harder before you can pass it for good. (But if it’s not a test… But it’s probably a test, probably. Maybe. But maybe not…)</p>
<p>Angus is very patient and waits for a very long time, and definitively would have passed this test if it had been a test. He has his mind pretty much made up for him that it wasn’t when Carey, Killian, and Magnus come in to the training room. The three of them all share teasing trash talk, including Magnus even thought Angus knows that Magnus has never once beat either Carey or Killian in a sparring match.</p>
<p>“Hey, Ango!” Magnus calls to Angus when he notices him. Angus waves, a little sullenly. “Hanging around for the show after your magic lessons, huh?” He flexes. Angus holds his chin high and tries to make sure his lip doesn’t wobble so that Magnus doesn’t notice that he’s upset (hopefully). Taako might be embarrassed if everyone knew he forgot. Angus would probably be embarrassed if he was Taako (Angus is embarrassed as Angus too, that he waited around so long for nothing, but he’s the only detective around here so he’s the only one that has to know that).</p>
<p>“I was going to, Sir,” he lies. “But I think it will be a little boring with you here too.” Magnus’s mouth drops open in genuine surprise before he plays it up and gasps theatrically. Meanwhile, Carey and Killian are both ooh ing and laughing, and even though he’s still upset Angus can’t help a small proud smile.</p>
<p>“Tch, wizards ,” Magnus mutters disparagingly, but he’s grinning at Angus as he says it, and he seems pretty proud too. Also, Angus is very happy to be called a wizard, even if he didn’t have a lesson today ( yet , and that is also a threat and a promise). “No appreciation for the rest of us.” Angus quietly leaves while Carey and Killian are pointing out to Magnus that ‘wizards’ seem to appreciate the two of them just fine and Magnus protests that he has Rustic Hospitality and everyone with any taste likes him automatically.</p>
<p>Angus makes his way towards the suite that Tres Horny Boys share. His feelings are hurt and he’s angry too, even as he tries to come up with excuses for Taako in his head. There could be all sorts of reasons that Taako forgot it was Magic Day. He almost certainly didn’t stand Angus up on purpose, so Angus shouldn’t be mad, right?</p>
</blockquote>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19983226" target="_blank">Read More</a></p>
<p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Crowley has a kink. The kink is Aziraphale.</p>
<p><small>This fic contains a masochist discovering his kink during the course of exploring his demisexuality without understanding it yet. That could be triggering, and is the main reason I chose the ambiguous warning tag. Other reasons include but may not be limited to the same character and his partner neglecting to negotiate a scene until it has already begun, which is unsafe to do irl. Proceed at your own discretion.</small></p>
<blockquote>
<p>It’s Aziraphale’s fault. It’s Aziraphale’s fault, and Crowley will defend that hill until such time as he ceases completely to exist. If Aziraphale ever tries to say that it was Crowley who tempted or corrupted him, in this specific particular case Crowley has a defense prepared.</p>
<p>It all happens because the books are dusty. That’s just how they are, always, even the ones that get regularly handled. Aziraphale likes them that way, not just because it tends to put off customers, but also because he likes to pull one out and blow the dust off of it in a dramatic little cloud. He does this with every single book, every single time, and he bounces on his toes with a besotted little grin at the simple joy it gives him. It’s adorable, and deeply irritating.</p>
<p>Crowley can’t help but turn to look and watch every time Aziraphale goes through this ridiculous little ritual. It’s like watching a bunny flop over to show its belly, or like a train wreck.2 Crowley is following Aziraphale around, getting in the angel’s way when he can like a needy pet cat. Aziraphale pays him no particular mind except to occasionally glance up at him and give him a look that if it is attempting to be stern is failing. He’s looking around for something in particular; he’d said something about something or other before they’d left the back room but Crowley was only half listening and he can hardly be expected to remember anything when he has thus far endured already two dust cloud shuffles. It’s taking quite a while to find whatever book, in part because Aziraphale doesn’t remember the title or the author, and in part because the shop is poorly organized. Aziraphale likes it that way, not just because it tends to put off customers, but also because he likes to rediscover his own books like they’re new to him and making sure he doesn’t know where any of them are is the best way to get that feeling.</p>
<p>“Maybe this one,” Aziraphale mutters lowly to himself, squinting at a spine. Crowley leans in a little closer to look at the little wrinkle Aziraphale gets in between his eyebrows when he concentrates hard on something, trying to be subtle when subtlety is really not his strong suit and he knows it. As he moves he runs his fingers along the other books on the shelf, leaving trails in the dust that will be gone by tomorrow (when he’s around Aziraphale sometimes Crowley just gets this inexplicable, insatiable need to touch things). Aziraphale pulls out the book and turns from the shelf, coincidentally in Crowley’s direction, and blows up the dust nearly right into Crowley’s face. Either he doesn’t notice or does a truly bang up job at pretending not to, because he only does his little dance and opens the book with the quiet creak of old binding. Crowley blows some dust out of his lashes with a glare at Aziraphale’s creased forehead, but he’s too- he’s too bewitched by that blessed two-step nonsense that he can’t muster up enough peevishness to mention it. And then he sneezes.</p>
<p>“G'bless you,” Aziraphale says absently, reflexively. All the dust puffs off of Crowley’s face and it sparkles in the shitty lighting of the shop as if it were something grander, but more importantly an arc of electricity races down Crowley’s back from the base of his skull down to his tailbone. Crowley takes in a sharp breath through his teeth and shivers violently. It’s not… It’s not all bad. It stings, but it’s warm and tingly too. Never has any feeling befit more perfectly the word <i>zing</i>.</p>
</blockquote>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19852921" target="_blank">Read More</a></p>
<p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p>
</blockquote>
Cilice It To Say: Crowley/Aziraphale + S&M
https://archiveofourown.org/works/19852921
Body: 
Tags: i can queue you with my brain

Post id: 189612219088
Date: 2019-12-11 18:00:31 GMT
Post url: https://calicojackofficial.tumblr.com/post/189612219088/a-will-and-away-aziraphalecrowley-sharing-a
Slug: a-will-and-away-aziraphalecrowley-sharing-a
Reblog key: 6dg8grZG
Reblog url: https://calicojackofficial.tumblr.com/post/189161052895/a-will-and-away-aziraphalecrowley-sharing-a
Reblog name: calicojackofficial
Link: <p><a href="https://loldinsson.tumblr.com/post/186264993865/a-will-and-away-aziraphalecrowley-sharing-a" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">loldinsson</a>:</p><blockquote>
<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Aziraphale possesses Crowley. He was right; they do indeed explode. Euphemistically, that is.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>Crowley is <i>quite </i>sloshed when Aziraphale’s ethereal form manifests opposite him in the bar. For long seconds, before Aziraphale speaks, Crowley thinks he’s only imagining him, the particularly torturous offspring of fantasy and inebriation. Oh, how he aches when he sees Aziraphale, the outline of him all wibbly-wobbly. But then the apparition speaks, and it doesn’t say anything particularly out of character for Aziraphale - nothing too… <i>fanciful</i>, nothing too similar to the things Aziraphale says in Crowley’s dreams - and after six thousand years of incredulously watching him Crowley finds it easy enough to accept that Aziraphale did something so wildly outside the approved angelic playbook. He explains what happened to him, and Crowley explains- too much (too <i>fast</i>). Aziraphale’s spirit shifts uncomfortably, and continues on quickly, something about finding a body. He says, “Pity I can’t inhabit yours,” and laughs it off.</p>
<p><a></a>Here is where it is especially relevant that Crowley is so piss drunk. There he is, sloshing around in his all but fermented brain, still aching, and also only vaguely listening, and he thinks to himself, ‘I am so tired of this’. He’s tired of acting like he doesn’t <i>want</i>. He’s a demon; it’s against his nature.</p>
<p>“Well, why couldn’t you then?” he asks belligerently, plopping his chin into his hand with a harrumph. Or rather, that’s what he means to do. Instead his words come out slurred and whiny and his movement gives off the impression that one half of him is losing its structural integrity.</p>
<p><a></a>“Ah- well,” Aziraphale splutters. &quot;I’m an angel and you’re a demon! We’d probably explode.“ He sounds sad about it and Crowley rolls his eyes so hard he has to miracle away the strain. Typical angel to be so heartbroken over some random harm that hasn’t even come to pass.</p>
<p>“Only one way to find out, angel,” Crowley points out, and it does actually manage to be a little pointy. His attempt to wiggle his eyebrows, less so.</p>
<p>“I hardly think we have the time to be experimenting with our metaphysicality right now, darling,” Aziraphale scoffs. The sound has a strange formless echo to it, given that he’s not actually moving any air around. But Crowley is drunk, and he’s achy and tired, and he’s been so full of this damnable yearning for so long, and there’s hardly any chance that they’ll succeed anyway. He would rather die than not have this, something, just one more chance to know that no one has been closer to Aziraphale than him, one more chance to just- ask the question. Just one more question, just one more time, and go out with a boom before the answer befalls him.</p>
<p><a></a>“You hardly have time to find someone else,” he insists, and his voice is so quiet it must be so obvious what he really means. But, in typical angel fashion, Aziraphale shows him mercy and pretends to take those words at face value.<sup><small><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19783825#three-two" title="footnote 3" target="_blank">3</a></small></sup> He shifts again, squirming along with his inconsistent edges, and sighs deeply.</p>
<p>“Yes,” he says. “Yes, I suppose you’re right. But…” He lifts his imaginary hand to nervously rub along the bridge of his imaginary nose. “Well… Are you quite sure?” Crowley doesn’t so much shrug as undulate his entire body starting at the shoulders.</p>
<p>“I’m a being of self-interest, angel,” he jibes. Silly that he has to say it. Even without the rest of their history together, this alone would make them both deeply aware. “I wouldn’t offer something if I wasn’t willing to give it.” He attempts to tap his wrist. He misses. “C'mon, then! The time bomb’s a-ticking.” Aziraphale gives every appearance of taking a deep breath, of closing his eyes, of leaning in as if for a kiss.</p>
</blockquote>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19783825" target="_blank">Read More</a></p>
<p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p>
</blockquote>
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<blockquote><p>Patty Jenkins, Gal Gadot, and company took to a panel at CCXP19 to unveil the first epic teaser trailer to <i>Wonder Woman 1984</i>, the second in the franchise featuring the Justice Leaguer. One tidbit of information that flew under the radar was Jenkin’s confirmation <b>Warner Brothers is now working on a Wonder Woman spinoff featuring the Amazons of Themyscira</b>. While Jenkins won’t be directing the movie, the filmmaker did reportedly confirm she’s already boarded the project as an executive producer.</p><p>“Yes @PattyJenks confirmed that WB develops a movie focused on the Amazon!” a rough translation of Brazilian journalist M.P. Morales’ tweet reads. “She will not drive, but will work in executive production! No further details.”<br/></p></blockquote>
Wonder Woman Spinoff Reportedly in Development With Patty Jenkins Producing
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Link: <p><a href="https://taako-waititi.tumblr.com/post/189435822931/arms-outstretched-orchestra-arrangement" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">taako-waititi</a>:</p><blockquote><p>hey everyone! i moved my symphonic arrangement of arms outstretched over to my other channel, after almost a full year of putting it off. that’s where all my fan edits and mashups are going to live from now on. it’s the same recording as before, but feel free to give it another listen!</p></blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/><strike>The day Taako made Thirty Garlic Clove Chicken for the first time was a day like any other, Taako and Lup together in some caravan’s dining tent.</strike></p>
<p>The day Taako made Thirty Garlic Clove Chicken for the first time was a day like any other, Taako all alone in some caravan’s dining tent.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>The Thirty Garlic Clove Chicken recipe was born, originally, out of that semi-playful sort of spite that fills you all the way up to the very brim of your soul when your sibling tells you that you can’t do something.</p>
<p>At the time, Taako and Lup had been something like fourteen, and they had been out on the road for something like six years, which to them had seemed like basically their whole entire lives, the past being an ephemeral thing for children in general and for wily children in particular.</p>
<p>“There’s no such thing as too much garlic, Taako,” Lup had said. It was anything but an innocent comment. Her grin as she made her claim was sharp. The challenge was issued.</p>
<p>Unfortunately, Taako simply couldn’t bring himself to purposefully make bad food. Besides which, where, truly, would be the challenge in that. Anyone can make something that doesn’t taste good. Only Taako could use objectively too much garlic and still end up with an edible dish. And so Taako did.</p>
<p>The day Taako finally made Thirty Garlic Clove Chicken successfully for the first time was a regular day like any other day, Taako and Lup together under the thin eaves of some caravan’s dining tent. The adults had gone off to the after-after-after show (Taako and Lup had snuck in once and realized very quickly that they were extremely not interested) and left them to their own devices. They had kept the lights off in an effort to bring down their chances at getting caught wasting food, and Taako could only see Lup by the fire of the stove. She had sat up on the counter to watch him cook from above and he had obligingly, gleefully made a little show of it.</p>
<p>In memory, Taako’s attention is split evenly between his sister and the food. Each clove of garlic was the shape of her smile, so every time she laughed Taako finely diced another one.</p>
</blockquote>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/17937344" target="_blank">Read More</a></p>
<p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p>
</blockquote>
To Taste: Taako & Lup + Garlic Chicken
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Aziraphale possesses Crowley. He was right; they do indeed explode. Euphemistically, that is.</p><blockquote><p>Crowley is <i>quite </i>sloshed when Aziraphale’s ethereal form manifests opposite him in the bar. For long seconds, before Aziraphale speaks, Crowley thinks he’s only imagining him, the particularly torturous offspring of fantasy and inebriation. Oh, how he aches when he sees Aziraphale, the outline of him all wibbly-wobbly. But then the apparition speaks, and it doesn’t say anything particularly out of character for Aziraphale - nothing too… <i>fanciful</i>, nothing too similar to the things Aziraphale says in Crowley’s dreams - and after six thousand years of incredulously watching him Crowley finds it easy enough to accept that Aziraphale did something so wildly outside the approved angelic playbook. He explains what happened to him, and Crowley explains- too much (too <i>fast</i>). Aziraphale’s spirit shifts uncomfortably, and continues on quickly, something about finding a body. He says, “Pity I can’t inhabit yours,” and laughs it off.</p><p><a></a>Here is where it is especially relevant that Crowley is so piss drunk. There he is, sloshing around in his all but fermented brain, still aching, and also only vaguely listening, and he thinks to himself, ‘I am so tired of this’. He’s tired of acting like he doesn’t <i>want</i>. He’s a demon; it’s against his nature.</p><p>“Well, why couldn’t you then?” he asks belligerently, plopping his chin into his hand with a harrumph. Or rather, that’s what he means to do. Instead his words come out slurred and whiny and his movement gives off the impression that one half of him is losing its structural integrity.</p><p><a></a>“Ah- well,” Aziraphale splutters. &quot;I’m an angel and you’re a demon! We’d probably explode.“ He sounds sad about it and Crowley rolls his eyes so hard he has to miracle away the strain. Typical angel to be so heartbroken over some random harm that hasn’t even come to pass.</p><p>&ldquo;Only one way to find out, angel,” Crowley points out, and it does actually manage to be a little pointy. His attempt to wiggle his eyebrows, less so.</p><p>“I hardly think we have the time to be experimenting with our metaphysicality right now, darling,” Aziraphale scoffs. The sound has a strange formless echo to it, given that he’s not actually moving any air around. But Crowley is drunk, and he’s achy and tired, and he’s been so full of this damnable yearning for so long, and there’s hardly any chance that they’ll succeed anyway. He would rather die than not have this, something, just one more chance to know that no one has been closer to Aziraphale than him, one more chance to just- ask the question. Just one more question, just one more time, and go out with a boom before the answer befalls him.</p><p><a></a>“You hardly have time to find someone else,” he insists, and his voice is so quiet it must be so obvious what he really means. But, in typical angel fashion, Aziraphale shows him mercy and pretends to take those words at face value.<sup><small><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19783825#three-two" title="footnote 3" target="_blank">3</a></small></sup> He shifts again, squirming along with his inconsistent edges, and sighs deeply.</p><p>“Yes,” he says. “Yes, I suppose you’re right. But…” He lifts his imaginary hand to nervously rub along the bridge of his imaginary nose. “Well… Are you quite sure?” Crowley doesn’t so much shrug as undulate his entire body starting at the shoulders.</p><p>“I’m a being of self-interest, angel,” he jibes. Silly that he has to say it. Even without the rest of their history together, this alone would make them both deeply aware. “I wouldn’t offer something if I wasn’t willing to give it.” He attempts to tap his wrist. He misses. “C'mon, then! The time bomb’s a-ticking.” Aziraphale gives every appearance of taking a deep breath, of closing his eyes, of leaning in as if for a kiss.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19783825" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Crowley has a kink. The kink is Aziraphale.</p><p><small>This fic contains a masochist discovering his kink during the course of exploring his demisexuality without understanding it yet. That could be triggering, and is the main reason I chose the ambiguous warning tag. Other reasons include but may not be limited to the same character and his partner neglecting to negotiate a scene until it has already begun, which is unsafe to do irl. Proceed at your own discretion.</small></p><blockquote><p>It’s Aziraphale’s fault. It’s Aziraphale’s fault, and Crowley will defend that hill until such time as he ceases completely to exist. If Aziraphale ever tries to say that it was Crowley who tempted or corrupted him, in this specific particular case Crowley has a defense prepared.</p><p>It all happens because the books are dusty. That’s just how they are, always, even the ones that get regularly handled. Aziraphale likes them that way, not just because it tends to put off customers, but also because he likes to pull one out and blow the dust off of it in a dramatic little cloud. He does this with every single book, every single time, and he bounces on his toes with a besotted little grin at the simple joy it gives him. It’s adorable, and deeply irritating.</p><p>Crowley can’t help but turn to look and watch every time Aziraphale goes through this ridiculous little ritual. It’s like watching a bunny flop over to show its belly, or like a train wreck.2 Crowley is following Aziraphale around, getting in the angel’s way when he can like a needy pet cat. Aziraphale pays him no particular mind except to occasionally glance up at him and give him a look that if it is attempting to be stern is failing. He’s looking around for something in particular; he’d said something about something or other before they’d left the back room but Crowley was only half listening and he can hardly be expected to remember anything when he has thus far endured already two dust cloud shuffles. It’s taking quite a while to find whatever book, in part because Aziraphale doesn’t remember the title or the author, and in part because the shop is poorly organized. Aziraphale likes it that way, not just because it tends to put off customers, but also because he likes to rediscover his own books like they’re new to him and making sure he doesn’t know where any of them are is the best way to get that feeling.</p><p>“Maybe this one,” Aziraphale mutters lowly to himself, squinting at a spine. Crowley leans in a little closer to look at the little wrinkle Aziraphale gets in between his eyebrows when he concentrates hard on something, trying to be subtle when subtlety is really not his strong suit and he knows it. As he moves he runs his fingers along the other books on the shelf, leaving trails in the dust that will be gone by tomorrow (when he’s around Aziraphale sometimes Crowley just gets this inexplicable, insatiable need to touch things). Aziraphale pulls out the book and turns from the shelf, coincidentally in Crowley’s direction, and blows up the dust nearly right into Crowley’s face. Either he doesn’t notice or does a truly bang up job at pretending not to, because he only does his little dance and opens the book with the quiet creak of old binding. Crowley blows some dust out of his lashes with a glare at Aziraphale’s creased forehead, but he’s too- he’s too bewitched by that blessed two-step nonsense that he can’t muster up enough peevishness to mention it. And then he sneezes.</p><p>“G'bless you,” Aziraphale says absently, reflexively. All the dust puffs off of Crowley’s face and it sparkles in the shitty lighting of the shop as if it were something grander, but more importantly an arc of electricity races down Crowley’s back from the base of his skull down to his tailbone. Crowley takes in a sharp breath through his teeth and shivers violently. It’s not… It’s not all bad. It stings, but it’s warm and tingly too. Never has any feeling befit more perfectly the word <i>zing</i>.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19852921" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Taako misses Magic Day. Angus investigates why.</p><p>This fic contains internalized ableism in the form of a depressed character interpreting their emotional dysfunction as them being a bad person. No other characters believe this.</p><blockquote><p>Angus waits patiently in the training room for Taako. It’s not the first time that Taako has been late to a Magic Day lesson, so Angus is not that worried. In fact, Taako being late is a routine thing. Agnus thinks that maybe it is a test. He knows most little boys like him are not prone to being patient, but he is not like most little boys and he can wait for a very long time if necessary. Either that or maybe Taako just isn’t very good at keeping track of time, or he doesn’t want to give Angus high expectations. Angus - being the World’s Greatest Detective, and now also the Greatest Detective on The Moon - is very observant, and not very easily tricked, and he has noticed after a few months on board the moon base that Taako can sometimes purposefully express himself in a contrary way. Angus hasn’t yet figured out the purpose of that behavior, but he most certainly will (and that is both a threat and a promise, Angus would say, if anyone asked).</p><p>Angus waits for a very long time. He’s good at waiting, but this is a very very long time. Every time that Angus considers going to look for Taako it takes a little bit more effort to convince himself not to, to keep waiting, to be patient and pass the test. Of course Taako is taking longer this time, right? If it is a test it probably has to get harder before you can pass it for good. (But if it’s not a test… But it’s probably a test, probably. Maybe. But maybe not…)</p><p>Angus is very patient and waits for a very long time, and definitively would have passed this test if it had been a test. He has his mind pretty much made up for him that it wasn’t when Carey, Killian, and Magnus come in to the training room. The three of them all share teasing trash talk, including Magnus even thought Angus knows that Magnus has never once beat either Carey or Killian in a sparring match.</p><p>“Hey, Ango!” Magnus calls to Angus when he notices him. Angus waves, a little sullenly. “Hanging around for the show after your magic lessons, huh?” He flexes. Angus holds his chin high and tries to make sure his lip doesn’t wobble so that Magnus doesn’t notice that he’s upset (hopefully). Taako might be embarrassed if everyone knew he forgot. Angus would probably be embarrassed if he was Taako (Angus is embarrassed as Angus too, that he waited around so long for nothing, but he’s the only detective around here so he’s the only one that has to know that).</p><p>“I was going to, Sir,” he lies. “But I think it will be a little boring with you here too.” Magnus’s mouth drops open in genuine surprise before he plays it up and gasps theatrically. Meanwhile, Carey and Killian are both ooh ing and laughing, and even though he’s still upset Angus can’t help a small proud smile.</p><p>“Tch, wizards ,” Magnus mutters disparagingly, but he’s grinning at Angus as he says it, and he seems pretty proud too. Also, Angus is very happy to be called a wizard, even if he didn’t have a lesson today ( yet , and that is also a threat and a promise). “No appreciation for the rest of us.” Angus quietly leaves while Carey and Killian are pointing out to Magnus that ‘wizards’ seem to appreciate the two of them just fine and Magnus protests that he has Rustic Hospitality and everyone with any taste likes him automatically.</p><p>Angus makes his way towards the suite that Tres Horny Boys share. His feelings are hurt and he’s angry too, even as he tries to come up with excuses for Taako in his head. There could be all sorts of reasons that Taako forgot it was Magic Day. He almost certainly didn’t stand Angus up on purpose, so Angus shouldn’t be mad, right?</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19983226" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/><strike>The day Taako made Thirty Garlic Clove Chicken for the first time was a day like any other, Taako and Lup together in some caravan’s dining tent.</strike></p><p>The day Taako made Thirty Garlic Clove Chicken for the first time was a day like any other, Taako all alone in some caravan’s dining tent.</p><blockquote><p>The Thirty Garlic Clove Chicken recipe was born, originally, out of that semi-playful sort of spite that fills you all the way up to the very brim of your soul when your sibling tells you that you can’t do something.</p><p>At the time, Taako and Lup had been something like fourteen, and they had been out on the road for something like six years, which to them had seemed like basically their whole entire lives, the past being an ephemeral thing for children in general and for wily children in particular.</p><p>“There’s no such thing as too much garlic, Taako,” Lup had said. It was anything but an innocent comment. Her grin as she made her claim was sharp. The challenge was issued.</p><p>Unfortunately, Taako simply couldn’t bring himself to purposefully make bad food. Besides which, where, truly, would be the challenge in that. Anyone can make something that doesn’t taste good. Only Taako could use objectively too much garlic and still end up with an edible dish. And so Taako did.</p><p>The day Taako finally made Thirty Garlic Clove Chicken successfully for the first time was a regular day like any other day, Taako and Lup together under the thin eaves of some caravan’s dining tent. The adults had gone off to the after-after-after show (Taako and Lup had snuck in once and realized very quickly that they were extremely not interested) and left them to their own devices. They had kept the lights off in an effort to bring down their chances at getting caught wasting food, and Taako could only see Lup by the fire of the stove. She had sat up on the counter to watch him cook from above and he had obligingly, gleefully made a little show of it.</p><p>In memory, Taako’s attention is split evenly between his sister and the food. Each clove of garlic was the shape of her smile, so every time she laughed Taako finely diced another one.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/17937344" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Merle, Magnus, and Lup beg Taako to let them invite Lucretia to Candlenights. Merle posits that Taako should try to forgive for his own good, Magnus invokes the spirit of familial togetherness, and Lup just says please. So Taako agrees, even though he’s not ready.</p><p>

<small>Taako’s views in this fic on himself and Lucretia do not reflect my views on either character or on their relationship. Taako is traumatized and blames Lucretia disproportionately to her actions because he hasn’t been able to adjust yet. Some of his thoughts on this might be upsetting.</small>

<br/></p><blockquote><p>After everything, Taako buys a house. Taako fills his house with things. Mostly cooking things, but also books and art and bedding and cute little knick knacks that have absolutely no conceivable practical use. He has more than one walk in closet. No room is empty, and there are many many rooms. He has rugs and curtains and armchairs and eight pairs of sandals. He has a collection of nail polish that takes up a whole cabinet by itself. He owns lots of things that are heavy, unwieldy, loud. He plants himself right in the middle of Neverwinter and declares, silently and to himself, that he won’t be budged. Never ever.</p><p>That’s not the only thing Taako swears to never ever do. And Taako may have changed a lot over the past hundred and ten years - sometimes by choice, sometimes organically, sometimes against his will - but stubbornness? Nothing ever managed to take that away from him. So he swears he’ll never be on the run again, and he’ll never forgive Lucretia.</p><p>He’s not an asshole about it or anything, not that he couldn’t or that the urge to doesn’t ever hit him, stab him right between the ribs and stir up his guts until he gets ill. But given everything she took from him, Taako can’t bear to deprive himself even further by causing rifts or whatever. He did threaten to kill her while furiously weeping though, so he thinks his stance on hanging out is pretty clear. Sure, sometimes he can’t sleep because of cyclical inexpressible rage. And sometimes when he does sleep he’s woken by the same gut-wrenching night terrors that he had during those ten years, the ones where he’s searching and searching for something undefined and he knows somehow that if he doesn’t find it he’ll disappear too, but now when he wakes up instead of aimlessly trying to fill that void with food or attention or hats or other bullshit Taako knows to think of Lup. And of Barry, and Merle, and Magnus, and Davenport - and Lucretia. He was looking for her and she was right there , watching him search and fail and decompose. But whatever. She gets it, everyone gets it, no need to drag it out again. Taako can deal with his icky feelings all by himself like a big boy.</p><p>So life goes on and everything is a little weird and mostly good. Angus goes to school. Kravitz sleeps over at Taako’s a lot even though he doesn’t, strictly speaking, need to sleep, being dead and all, which is very sweet and nice and gives Taako feelings that are gooey but very much not icky at all. Carey and Killian go on a honeymoon that’s supposed to last for one week but actually lasts for three because no one has the heart and/or guts to tell them they have to come back. Davenport goes to sea and sends them all postcards. Merle lives on the beach and spends all his time with kids, and Magnus lives in the boonies and spends all his time with dogs. Lup and Barry renew their vows, again, and everyone they know is there, and Taako and Lucretia sit on opposite sides of the aisle, and it’s fine. Everything is fine.</p><p>One Candlenights passes, and then Midsummer, and the four birds left in between them go to Lucretia’s on one day and to Taako’s on another day for the celebrations, and it’s all perfectly fine. Taako feels mostly okay most of the time, and for the times when he’s doing shitty he has a Cleric who is not Merle that he visits sometimes and she kind of helps usually even though Taako doesn’t actually take her advice very often. Sooner than it seems it should, Candlenights is coming again.</p><p>Merle, Magnus, and Lup, in that order, all beg Taako to invite - or to let them invite - Lucretia to Candlenights at his place this year. Davenport is still at sea and won’t be attending, just as it was last year and for Midsummer. Barry says it’s Taako’s choice and refuses to express any opinion beyond that. Merle posits that Taako should let go of his anger for his own good (which would be fine and Taako figures he could wrestle his stubbornness into compliance to get it done, if only this gods-awful feeling was as simple as ‘anger’), Magnus invokes the spirit of familial togetherness, and Lup just says please. So, reluctantly and not very charitably, Taako agrees.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19478245" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
No Equivalent Substitute: Taako & Lucretia + Food
https://archiveofourown.org/works/19478245
Body: 
Tags: 

Post id: 189098633015
Date: 2019-11-16 08:43:12 GMT
Post url: https://calicojackofficial.tumblr.com/post/189098633015/a-will-and-away-aziraphalecrowley-sharing-a
Slug: a-will-and-away-aziraphalecrowley-sharing-a
Reblog key: 6dg8grZG
Reblog url: https://calicojackofficial.tumblr.com/post/186264993865/a-will-and-away-aziraphalecrowley-sharing-a
Reblog name: calicojackofficial
Link: <p><a href="https://loldinsson.tumblr.com/post/186264993865/a-will-and-away-aziraphalecrowley-sharing-a" class="tumblr_blog" target="_blank">loldinsson</a>:</p>

<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Aziraphale possesses Crowley. He was right; they do indeed explode. Euphemistically, that is.</p><blockquote><p>Crowley is <i>quite </i>sloshed when Aziraphale’s ethereal form manifests opposite him in the bar. For long seconds, before Aziraphale speaks, Crowley thinks he’s only imagining him, the particularly torturous offspring of fantasy and inebriation. Oh, how he aches when he sees Aziraphale, the outline of him all wibbly-wobbly. But then the apparition speaks, and it doesn’t say anything particularly out of character for Aziraphale - nothing too… <i>fanciful</i>, nothing too similar to the things Aziraphale says in Crowley’s dreams - and after six thousand years of incredulously watching him Crowley finds it easy enough to accept that Aziraphale did something so wildly outside the approved angelic playbook. He explains what happened to him, and Crowley explains- too much (too <i>fast</i>). Aziraphale’s spirit shifts uncomfortably, and continues on quickly, something about finding a body. He says, “Pity I can’t inhabit yours,” and laughs it off.</p><p><a></a>Here is where it is especially relevant that Crowley is so piss drunk. There he is, sloshing around in his all but fermented brain, still aching, and also only vaguely listening, and he thinks to himself, ‘I am so tired of this’. He’s tired of acting like he doesn’t <i>want</i>. He’s a demon; it’s against his nature.</p><p>“Well, why couldn’t you then?” he asks belligerently, plopping his chin into his hand with a harrumph. Or rather, that’s what he means to do. Instead his words come out slurred and whiny and his movement gives off the impression that one half of him is losing its structural integrity.</p><p><a></a>“Ah- well,” Aziraphale splutters. &quot;I’m an angel and you’re a demon! We’d probably explode.“ He sounds sad about it and Crowley rolls his eyes so hard he has to miracle away the strain. Typical angel to be so heartbroken over some random harm that hasn’t even come to pass.</p><p>&ldquo;Only one way to find out, angel,” Crowley points out, and it does actually manage to be a little pointy. His attempt to wiggle his eyebrows, less so.</p><p>“I hardly think we have the time to be experimenting with our metaphysicality right now, darling,” Aziraphale scoffs. The sound has a strange formless echo to it, given that he’s not actually moving any air around. But Crowley is drunk, and he’s achy and tired, and he’s been so full of this damnable yearning for so long, and there’s hardly any chance that they’ll succeed anyway. He would rather die than not have this, something, just one more chance to know that no one has been closer to Aziraphale than him, one more chance to just- ask the question. Just one more question, just one more time, and go out with a boom before the answer befalls him.</p><p><a></a>“You hardly have time to find someone else,” he insists, and his voice is so quiet it must be so obvious what he really means. But, in typical angel fashion, Aziraphale shows him mercy and pretends to take those words at face value.<sup><small><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19783825#three-two" title="footnote 3" target="_blank">3</a></small></sup> He shifts again, squirming along with his inconsistent edges, and sighs deeply.</p><p>“Yes,” he says. “Yes, I suppose you’re right. But…” He lifts his imaginary hand to nervously rub along the bridge of his imaginary nose. “Well… Are you quite sure?” Crowley doesn’t so much shrug as undulate his entire body starting at the shoulders.</p><p>“I’m a being of self-interest, angel,” he jibes. Silly that he has to say it. Even without the rest of their history together, this alone would make them both deeply aware. “I wouldn’t offer something if I wasn’t willing to give it.” He attempts to tap his wrist. He misses. “C'mon, then! The time bomb’s a-ticking.” Aziraphale gives every appearance of taking a deep breath, of closing his eyes, of leaning in as if for a kiss.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19783825" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Crowley has a kink. The kink is Aziraphale.</p><p><small>This fic contains a masochist discovering his kink during the course of exploring his demisexuality without understanding it yet. That could be triggering, and is the main reason I chose the ambiguous warning tag. Other reasons include but may not be limited to the same character and his partner neglecting to negotiate a scene until it has already begun, which is unsafe to do irl. Proceed at your own discretion.</small></p><blockquote><p>It’s Aziraphale’s fault. It’s Aziraphale’s fault, and Crowley will defend that hill until such time as he ceases completely to exist. If Aziraphale ever tries to say that it was Crowley who tempted or corrupted him, in this specific particular case Crowley has a defense prepared.</p><p>It all happens because the books are dusty. That’s just how they are, always, even the ones that get regularly handled. Aziraphale likes them that way, not just because it tends to put off customers, but also because he likes to pull one out and blow the dust off of it in a dramatic little cloud. He does this with every single book, every single time, and he bounces on his toes with a besotted little grin at the simple joy it gives him. It’s adorable, and deeply irritating.</p><p>Crowley can’t help but turn to look and watch every time Aziraphale goes through this ridiculous little ritual. It’s like watching a bunny flop over to show its belly, or like a train wreck.2 Crowley is following Aziraphale around, getting in the angel’s way when he can like a needy pet cat. Aziraphale pays him no particular mind except to occasionally glance up at him and give him a look that if it is attempting to be stern is failing. He’s looking around for something in particular; he’d said something about something or other before they’d left the back room but Crowley was only half listening and he can hardly be expected to remember anything when he has thus far endured already two dust cloud shuffles. It’s taking quite a while to find whatever book, in part because Aziraphale doesn’t remember the title or the author, and in part because the shop is poorly organized. Aziraphale likes it that way, not just because it tends to put off customers, but also because he likes to rediscover his own books like they’re new to him and making sure he doesn’t know where any of them are is the best way to get that feeling.</p><p>“Maybe this one,” Aziraphale mutters lowly to himself, squinting at a spine. Crowley leans in a little closer to look at the little wrinkle Aziraphale gets in between his eyebrows when he concentrates hard on something, trying to be subtle when subtlety is really not his strong suit and he knows it. As he moves he runs his fingers along the other books on the shelf, leaving trails in the dust that will be gone by tomorrow (when he’s around Aziraphale sometimes Crowley just gets this inexplicable, insatiable need to touch things). Aziraphale pulls out the book and turns from the shelf, coincidentally in Crowley’s direction, and blows up the dust nearly right into Crowley’s face. Either he doesn’t notice or does a truly bang up job at pretending not to, because he only does his little dance and opens the book with the quiet creak of old binding. Crowley blows some dust out of his lashes with a glare at Aziraphale’s creased forehead, but he’s too- he’s too bewitched by that blessed two-step nonsense that he can’t muster up enough peevishness to mention it. And then he sneezes.</p><p>“G'bless you,” Aziraphale says absently, reflexively. All the dust puffs off of Crowley’s face and it sparkles in the shitty lighting of the shop as if it were something grander, but more importantly an arc of electricity races down Crowley’s back from the base of his skull down to his tailbone. Crowley takes in a sharp breath through his teeth and shivers violently. It’s not… It’s not all bad. It stings, but it’s warm and tingly too. Never has any feeling befit more perfectly the word <i>zing</i>.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19852921" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Taako misses Magic Day. Angus investigates why.</p><p>This fic contains internalized ableism in the form of a depressed character interpreting their emotional dysfunction as them being a bad person. No other characters believe this.</p><blockquote><p>Angus waits patiently in the training room for Taako. It’s not the first time that Taako has been late to a Magic Day lesson, so Angus is not that worried. In fact, Taako being late is a routine thing. Agnus thinks that maybe it is a test. He knows most little boys like him are not prone to being patient, but he is not like most little boys and he can wait for a very long time if necessary. Either that or maybe Taako just isn’t very good at keeping track of time, or he doesn’t want to give Angus high expectations. Angus - being the World’s Greatest Detective, and now also the Greatest Detective on The Moon - is very observant, and not very easily tricked, and he has noticed after a few months on board the moon base that Taako can sometimes purposefully express himself in a contrary way. Angus hasn’t yet figured out the purpose of that behavior, but he most certainly will (and that is both a threat and a promise, Angus would say, if anyone asked).</p><p>Angus waits for a very long time. He’s good at waiting, but this is a very very long time. Every time that Angus considers going to look for Taako it takes a little bit more effort to convince himself not to, to keep waiting, to be patient and pass the test. Of course Taako is taking longer this time, right? If it is a test it probably has to get harder before you can pass it for good. (But if it’s not a test… But it’s probably a test, probably. Maybe. But maybe not…)</p><p>Angus is very patient and waits for a very long time, and definitively would have passed this test if it had been a test. He has his mind pretty much made up for him that it wasn’t when Carey, Killian, and Magnus come in to the training room. The three of them all share teasing trash talk, including Magnus even thought Angus knows that Magnus has never once beat either Carey or Killian in a sparring match.</p><p>“Hey, Ango!” Magnus calls to Angus when he notices him. Angus waves, a little sullenly. “Hanging around for the show after your magic lessons, huh?” He flexes. Angus holds his chin high and tries to make sure his lip doesn’t wobble so that Magnus doesn’t notice that he’s upset (hopefully). Taako might be embarrassed if everyone knew he forgot. Angus would probably be embarrassed if he was Taako (Angus is embarrassed as Angus too, that he waited around so long for nothing, but he’s the only detective around here so he’s the only one that has to know that).</p><p>“I was going to, Sir,” he lies. “But I think it will be a little boring with you here too.” Magnus’s mouth drops open in genuine surprise before he plays it up and gasps theatrically. Meanwhile, Carey and Killian are both ooh ing and laughing, and even though he’s still upset Angus can’t help a small proud smile.</p><p>“Tch, wizards ,” Magnus mutters disparagingly, but he’s grinning at Angus as he says it, and he seems pretty proud too. Also, Angus is very happy to be called a wizard, even if he didn’t have a lesson today ( yet , and that is also a threat and a promise). “No appreciation for the rest of us.” Angus quietly leaves while Carey and Killian are pointing out to Magnus that ‘wizards’ seem to appreciate the two of them just fine and Magnus protests that he has Rustic Hospitality and everyone with any taste likes him automatically.</p><p>Angus makes his way towards the suite that Tres Horny Boys share. His feelings are hurt and he’s angry too, even as he tries to come up with excuses for Taako in his head. There could be all sorts of reasons that Taako forgot it was Magic Day. He almost certainly didn’t stand Angus up on purpose, so Angus shouldn’t be mad, right?</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19983226" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/><strike>The day Taako made Thirty Garlic Clove Chicken for the first time was a day like any other, Taako and Lup together in some caravan’s dining tent.</strike></p>
<p>The day Taako made Thirty Garlic Clove Chicken for the first time was a day like any other, Taako all alone in some caravan’s dining tent.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>The Thirty Garlic Clove Chicken recipe was born, originally, out of that semi-playful sort of spite that fills you all the way up to the very brim of your soul when your sibling tells you that you can’t do something.</p>
<p>At the time, Taako and Lup had been something like fourteen, and they had been out on the road for something like six years, which to them had seemed like basically their whole entire lives, the past being an ephemeral thing for children in general and for wily children in particular.</p>
<p>“There’s no such thing as too much garlic, Taako,” Lup had said. It was anything but an innocent comment. Her grin as she made her claim was sharp. The challenge was issued.</p>
<p>Unfortunately, Taako simply couldn’t bring himself to purposefully make bad food. Besides which, where, truly, would be the challenge in that. Anyone can make something that doesn’t taste good. Only Taako could use objectively too much garlic and still end up with an edible dish. And so Taako did.</p>
<p>The day Taako finally made Thirty Garlic Clove Chicken successfully for the first time was a regular day like any other day, Taako and Lup together under the thin eaves of some caravan’s dining tent. The adults had gone off to the after-after-after show (Taako and Lup had snuck in once and realized very quickly that they were extremely not interested) and left them to their own devices. They had kept the lights off in an effort to bring down their chances at getting caught wasting food, and Taako could only see Lup by the fire of the stove. She had sat up on the counter to watch him cook from above and he had obligingly, gleefully made a little show of it.</p>
<p>In memory, Taako’s attention is split evenly between his sister and the food. Each clove of garlic was the shape of her smile, so every time she laughed Taako finely diced another one.</p>
</blockquote>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/17937344" target="_blank">Read More</a></p>
<p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/><strike>The day Taako made Thirty Garlic Clove Chicken for the first time was a day like any other, Taako and Lup together in some caravan’s dining tent.</strike></p>
<p>The day Taako made Thirty Garlic Clove Chicken for the first time was a day like any other, Taako all alone in some caravan’s dining tent.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>The Thirty Garlic Clove Chicken recipe was born, originally, out of that semi-playful sort of spite that fills you all the way up to the very brim of your soul when your sibling tells you that you can’t do something.</p>
<p>At the time, Taako and Lup had been something like fourteen, and they had been out on the road for something like six years, which to them had seemed like basically their whole entire lives, the past being an ephemeral thing for children in general and for wily children in particular.</p>
<p>“There’s no such thing as too much garlic, Taako,” Lup had said. It was anything but an innocent comment. Her grin as she made her claim was sharp. The challenge was issued.</p>
<p>Unfortunately, Taako simply couldn’t bring himself to purposefully make bad food. Besides which, where, truly, would be the challenge in that. Anyone can make something that doesn’t taste good. Only Taako could use objectively too much garlic and still end up with an edible dish. And so Taako did.</p>
<p>The day Taako finally made Thirty Garlic Clove Chicken successfully for the first time was a regular day like any other day, Taako and Lup together under the thin eaves of some caravan’s dining tent. The adults had gone off to the after-after-after show (Taako and Lup had snuck in once and realized very quickly that they were extremely not interested) and left them to their own devices. They had kept the lights off in an effort to bring down their chances at getting caught wasting food, and Taako could only see Lup by the fire of the stove. She had sat up on the counter to watch him cook from above and he had obligingly, gleefully made a little show of it.</p>
<p>In memory, Taako’s attention is split evenly between his sister and the food. Each clove of garlic was the shape of her smile, so every time she laughed Taako finely diced another one.</p>
</blockquote>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/17937344" target="_blank">Read More</a></p>
<p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p>
</blockquote>
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<blockquote><blockquote><p><b>Rating:</b> Explicit<br/><b>Warnings:</b> No Archive Warnings Apply<br/><b>Relationships:</b> Hulk/Loki, En Dwi Gast | Grandmaster/Loki, Loki/others<br/><b>Characters:</b> Hulk (Marvel), Loki (Marvel), En Dwi Gast | Grandmaster</p><p><b>Additional Tags:</b> Thor (mentioned), Exhibitionism, Extreme exhibitionism, Performance Sex, sex on stage, Marathon Sex, Group Sex, Multiple Partners, Voyeurism, Polyamory, Barebacking, Enthusiastic Consent, Consensual But Not Safe Or Sane, Consensual Sex, Dom/sub, Intersex Character, Intersex Jotunn (Marvel), Intersex Loki (Marvel), Alien Gender/Sexuality, Rough Sex, Multiple Orgasms, Anal Fingering, Vaginal Fingering, Vaginal Sex, Praise Kink, Name-Calling, Under-negotiated Kink, Aftercare, Obedience, BDSM, 24/7 BDSM elements, Sexual Fantasy, Scared And Horny, Size Difference, Size Kink, Large Cock</p></blockquote><p><i>“What do you think?” Grandmaster purrs wetly into Loki’s ear as Hulk roars gleefully after ‘defeating’ Thor. Grandmaster slips a firm hand up in between Loki’s legs. “You think you could- you could take him, hmm? I think you could take him.”</i></p><p>Combat isn’t the only thing Grandmaster likes to host in his arena, and Loki is his most popular non-gladiatorial contender. What else is there to do but match him up with the other Champion?</p><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16470341" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Thor and Valkyrie use the opportunity of vacation to take the next step in their relationship.</p><blockquote><p>Valkyrie starts the conversion on a total non sequitur, as she does most conversations that are uncomfortably important or intimate (and this one is some of both). The two of them are relaxing together, pressed up close in a hammock on the balcony of a room given to them in King T'Challa’s palace, on a brief vacation. The anxiety of leaving Asgard in the hands of Loki and Heimdall has faded (as much as that anxiety can fade) and they have enjoyed a very busy day of walking through the Wakandan National Botanical Gardens and eating a dozen different street foods. In their hammock, gently rocking in a lazy evening breeze, they share candied papaya and a pitcher of ginger beer.</p><p>Valkyrie squeezes Thor around his middle, kisses him on his scratchy jaw, and then maneuvers herself out of the hammock with some effort. She grabs up the pitcher of beer and takes it halfway across the balcony with her.</p><p>“I don’t like to be vulnerable,” she tells Thor firmly after taking a sizable gulp. Thor simply nods. He knows better than to expect elaboration by now, but it’s only polite to leave the option. Valkyrie watches him watch her for long moments, and then smiles and shakes her head in a small kind of awe. “You really don’t judge anyone for anything, do you?”</p><p>“I think I did more than my fair share of holding court on others in my youth,” Thor admits. He’s not shame-faced about it. He did his wrongs and now he does better, and she is the same. They both owe each other the respect of owning and acknowledging their failures. Valkyrie snorts.</p><p>“Your ‘youth’,” she repeats laughingly. “And how old are you now, Your Majesty?”</p><p>“Age is only a number,” Thor claims with a roguish grin and a wink. Valkyrie laughs aloud then, just as he intended. Silence descends between them again, less fraught than a moment ago but less easy than moments before that. Thor tucks his arms behind his head, lifting and lowering one bent knee to make the hammock rock, as he waits.</p><p>“I don’t like to be vulnerable,” Valkyrie repeats when she can’t wait him out anymore. “Ever.” Thor hums thoughtfully, but doesn’t adjust his position or stop rocking. There’s no reason to weigh the conversation down and make it more uncomfortable than it has to be.</p><p>“I feel like we already talked about this,” he says, a third cautious, a third teasing her, a third self-deprecating. “But you don’t seem the type to repeat yourself much, so surely this must be about something different.” She gives him a wry smirk and takes another drink.</p><p>“Tangential,” she says. “That was about feelings. This is about sex.”</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19217590" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Leave Me a Tip</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Aziraphale possesses Crowley. He was right; they do indeed explode. Euphemistically, that is.</p><blockquote><p>Crowley is <i>quite </i>sloshed when Aziraphale’s ethereal form manifests opposite him in the bar. For long seconds, before Aziraphale speaks, Crowley thinks he’s only imagining him, the particularly torturous offspring of fantasy and inebriation. Oh, how he aches when he sees Aziraphale, the outline of him all wibbly-wobbly. But then the apparition speaks, and it doesn’t say anything particularly out of character for Aziraphale - nothing too… <i>fanciful</i>, nothing too similar to the things Aziraphale says in Crowley’s dreams - and after six thousand years of incredulously watching him Crowley finds it easy enough to accept that Aziraphale did something so wildly outside the approved angelic playbook. He explains what happened to him, and Crowley explains- too much (too <i>fast</i>). Aziraphale’s spirit shifts uncomfortably, and continues on quickly, something about finding a body. He says, “Pity I can’t inhabit yours,” and laughs it off.</p><p><a></a>Here is where it is especially relevant that Crowley is so piss drunk. There he is, sloshing around in his all but fermented brain, still aching, and also only vaguely listening, and he thinks to himself, ‘I am so tired of this’. He’s tired of acting like he doesn’t <i>want</i>. He’s a demon; it’s against his nature.</p><p>“Well, why couldn’t you then?” he asks belligerently, plopping his chin into his hand with a harrumph. Or rather, that’s what he means to do. Instead his words come out slurred and whiny and his movement gives off the impression that one half of him is losing its structural integrity.</p><p><a></a>“Ah- well,” Aziraphale splutters. &quot;I’m an angel and you’re a demon! We’d probably explode.“ He sounds sad about it and Crowley rolls his eyes so hard he has to miracle away the strain. Typical angel to be so heartbroken over some random harm that hasn’t even come to pass.</p><p>&ldquo;Only one way to find out, angel,” Crowley points out, and it does actually manage to be a little pointy. His attempt to wiggle his eyebrows, less so.</p><p>“I hardly think we have the time to be experimenting with our metaphysicality right now, darling,” Aziraphale scoffs. The sound has a strange formless echo to it, given that he’s not actually moving any air around. But Crowley is drunk, and he’s achy and tired, and he’s been so full of this damnable yearning for so long, and there’s hardly any chance that they’ll succeed anyway. He would rather die than not have this, something, just one more chance to know that no one has been closer to Aziraphale than him, one more chance to just- ask the question. Just one more question, just one more time, and go out with a boom before the answer befalls him.</p><p><a></a>“You hardly have time to find someone else,” he insists, and his voice is so quiet it must be so obvious what he really means. But, in typical angel fashion, Aziraphale shows him mercy and pretends to take those words at face value.<sup><small><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19783825#three-two" title="footnote 3" target="_blank">3</a></small></sup> He shifts again, squirming along with his inconsistent edges, and sighs deeply.</p><p>“Yes,” he says. “Yes, I suppose you’re right. But…” He lifts his imaginary hand to nervously rub along the bridge of his imaginary nose. “Well… Are you quite sure?” Crowley doesn’t so much shrug as undulate his entire body starting at the shoulders.</p><p>“I’m a being of self-interest, angel,” he jibes. Silly that he has to say it. Even without the rest of their history together, this alone would make them both deeply aware. “I wouldn’t offer something if I wasn’t willing to give it.” He attempts to tap his wrist. He misses. “C'mon, then! The time bomb’s a-ticking.” Aziraphale gives every appearance of taking a deep breath, of closing his eyes, of leaning in as if for a kiss.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19783825" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Crowley has a kink. The kink is Aziraphale.</p><p><small>This fic contains a masochist discovering his kink during the course of exploring his demisexuality without understanding it yet. That could be triggering, and is the main reason I chose the ambiguous warning tag. Other reasons include but may not be limited to the same character and his partner neglecting to negotiate a scene until it has already begun, which is unsafe to do irl. Proceed at your own discretion.</small></p><blockquote><p>It’s Aziraphale’s fault. It’s Aziraphale’s fault, and Crowley will defend that hill until such time as he ceases completely to exist. If Aziraphale ever tries to say that it was Crowley who tempted or corrupted him, in this specific particular case Crowley has a defense prepared.</p><p>It all happens because the books are dusty. That’s just how they are, always, even the ones that get regularly handled. Aziraphale likes them that way, not just because it tends to put off customers, but also because he likes to pull one out and blow the dust off of it in a dramatic little cloud. He does this with every single book, every single time, and he bounces on his toes with a besotted little grin at the simple joy it gives him. It’s adorable, and deeply irritating.</p><p>Crowley can’t help but turn to look and watch every time Aziraphale goes through this ridiculous little ritual. It’s like watching a bunny flop over to show its belly, or like a train wreck.2 Crowley is following Aziraphale around, getting in the angel’s way when he can like a needy pet cat. Aziraphale pays him no particular mind except to occasionally glance up at him and give him a look that if it is attempting to be stern is failing. He’s looking around for something in particular; he’d said something about something or other before they’d left the back room but Crowley was only half listening and he can hardly be expected to remember anything when he has thus far endured already two dust cloud shuffles. It’s taking quite a while to find whatever book, in part because Aziraphale doesn’t remember the title or the author, and in part because the shop is poorly organized. Aziraphale likes it that way, not just because it tends to put off customers, but also because he likes to rediscover his own books like they’re new to him and making sure he doesn’t know where any of them are is the best way to get that feeling.</p><p>“Maybe this one,” Aziraphale mutters lowly to himself, squinting at a spine. Crowley leans in a little closer to look at the little wrinkle Aziraphale gets in between his eyebrows when he concentrates hard on something, trying to be subtle when subtlety is really not his strong suit and he knows it. As he moves he runs his fingers along the other books on the shelf, leaving trails in the dust that will be gone by tomorrow (when he’s around Aziraphale sometimes Crowley just gets this inexplicable, insatiable need to touch things). Aziraphale pulls out the book and turns from the shelf, coincidentally in Crowley’s direction, and blows up the dust nearly right into Crowley’s face. Either he doesn’t notice or does a truly bang up job at pretending not to, because he only does his little dance and opens the book with the quiet creak of old binding. Crowley blows some dust out of his lashes with a glare at Aziraphale’s creased forehead, but he’s too- he’s too bewitched by that blessed two-step nonsense that he can’t muster up enough peevishness to mention it. And then he sneezes.</p><p>“G'bless you,” Aziraphale says absently, reflexively. All the dust puffs off of Crowley’s face and it sparkles in the shitty lighting of the shop as if it were something grander, but more importantly an arc of electricity races down Crowley’s back from the base of his skull down to his tailbone. Crowley takes in a sharp breath through his teeth and shivers violently. It’s not… It’s not all bad. It stings, but it’s warm and tingly too. Never has any feeling befit more perfectly the word <i>zing</i>.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19852921" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Taako misses Magic Day. Angus investigates why.</p><p>This fic contains internalized ableism in the form of a depressed character interpreting their emotional dysfunction as them being a bad person. No other characters believe this.</p><blockquote><p>Angus waits patiently in the training room for Taako. It’s not the first time that Taako has been late to a Magic Day lesson, so Angus is not that worried. In fact, Taako being late is a routine thing. Agnus thinks that maybe it is a test. He knows most little boys like him are not prone to being patient, but he is not like most little boys and he can wait for a very long time if necessary. Either that or maybe Taako just isn’t very good at keeping track of time, or he doesn’t want to give Angus high expectations. Angus - being the World’s Greatest Detective, and now also the Greatest Detective on The Moon - is very observant, and not very easily tricked, and he has noticed after a few months on board the moon base that Taako can sometimes purposefully express himself in a contrary way. Angus hasn’t yet figured out the purpose of that behavior, but he most certainly will (and that is both a threat and a promise, Angus would say, if anyone asked).</p><p>Angus waits for a very long time. He’s good at waiting, but this is a very very long time. Every time that Angus considers going to look for Taako it takes a little bit more effort to convince himself not to, to keep waiting, to be patient and pass the test. Of course Taako is taking longer this time, right? If it is a test it probably has to get harder before you can pass it for good. (But if it’s not a test… But it’s probably a test, probably. Maybe. But maybe not…)</p><p>Angus is very patient and waits for a very long time, and definitively would have passed this test if it had been a test. He has his mind pretty much made up for him that it wasn’t when Carey, Killian, and Magnus come in to the training room. The three of them all share teasing trash talk, including Magnus even thought Angus knows that Magnus has never once beat either Carey or Killian in a sparring match.</p><p>“Hey, Ango!” Magnus calls to Angus when he notices him. Angus waves, a little sullenly. “Hanging around for the show after your magic lessons, huh?” He flexes. Angus holds his chin high and tries to make sure his lip doesn’t wobble so that Magnus doesn’t notice that he’s upset (hopefully). Taako might be embarrassed if everyone knew he forgot. Angus would probably be embarrassed if he was Taako (Angus is embarrassed as Angus too, that he waited around so long for nothing, but he’s the only detective around here so he’s the only one that has to know that).</p><p>“I was going to, Sir,” he lies. “But I think it will be a little boring with you here too.” Magnus’s mouth drops open in genuine surprise before he plays it up and gasps theatrically. Meanwhile, Carey and Killian are both ooh ing and laughing, and even though he’s still upset Angus can’t help a small proud smile.</p><p>“Tch, wizards ,” Magnus mutters disparagingly, but he’s grinning at Angus as he says it, and he seems pretty proud too. Also, Angus is very happy to be called a wizard, even if he didn’t have a lesson today ( yet , and that is also a threat and a promise). “No appreciation for the rest of us.” Angus quietly leaves while Carey and Killian are pointing out to Magnus that ‘wizards’ seem to appreciate the two of them just fine and Magnus protests that he has Rustic Hospitality and everyone with any taste likes him automatically.</p><p>Angus makes his way towards the suite that Tres Horny Boys share. His feelings are hurt and he’s angry too, even as he tries to come up with excuses for Taako in his head. There could be all sorts of reasons that Taako forgot it was Magic Day. He almost certainly didn’t stand Angus up on purpose, so Angus shouldn’t be mad, right?</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19983226" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/><strike>The day Taako made Thirty Garlic Clove Chicken for the first time was a day like any other, Taako and Lup together in some caravan’s dining tent.</strike></p><p>The day Taako made Thirty Garlic Clove Chicken for the first time was a day like any other, Taako all alone in some caravan’s dining tent.</p><blockquote><p>The Thirty Garlic Clove Chicken recipe was born, originally, out of that semi-playful sort of spite that fills you all the way up to the very brim of your soul when your sibling tells you that you can’t do something.</p><p>At the time, Taako and Lup had been something like fourteen, and they had been out on the road for something like six years, which to them had seemed like basically their whole entire lives, the past being an ephemeral thing for children in general and for wily children in particular.</p><p>“There’s no such thing as too much garlic, Taako,” Lup had said. It was anything but an innocent comment. Her grin as she made her claim was sharp. The challenge was issued.</p><p>Unfortunately, Taako simply couldn’t bring himself to purposefully make bad food. Besides which, where, truly, would be the challenge in that. Anyone can make something that doesn’t taste good. Only Taako could use objectively too much garlic and still end up with an edible dish. And so Taako did.</p><p>The day Taako finally made Thirty Garlic Clove Chicken successfully for the first time was a regular day like any other day, Taako and Lup together under the thin eaves of some caravan’s dining tent. The adults had gone off to the after-after-after show (Taako and Lup had snuck in once and realized very quickly that they were extremely not interested) and left them to their own devices. They had kept the lights off in an effort to bring down their chances at getting caught wasting food, and Taako could only see Lup by the fire of the stove. She had sat up on the counter to watch him cook from above and he had obligingly, gleefully made a little show of it.</p><p>In memory, Taako’s attention is split evenly between his sister and the food. Each clove of garlic was the shape of her smile, so every time she laughed Taako finely diced another one.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/17937344" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/><strike>The day Taako made Thirty Garlic Clove Chicken for the first time was a day like any other, Taako and Lup together in some caravan’s dining tent.</strike></p><p>The day Taako made Thirty Garlic Clove Chicken for the first time was a day like any other, Taako all alone in some caravan’s dining tent.</p><blockquote><p>The Thirty Garlic Clove Chicken recipe was born, originally, out of that semi-playful sort of spite that fills you all the way up to the very brim of your soul when your sibling tells you that you can’t do something.</p><p>At the time, Taako and Lup had been something like fourteen, and they had been out on the road for something like six years, which to them had seemed like basically their whole entire lives, the past being an ephemeral thing for children in general and for wily children in particular.</p><p>“There’s no such thing as too much garlic, Taako,” Lup had said. It was anything but an innocent comment. Her grin as she made her claim was sharp. The challenge was issued.</p><p>Unfortunately, Taako simply couldn’t bring himself to purposefully make bad food. Besides which, where, truly, would be the challenge in that. Anyone can make something that doesn’t taste good. Only Taako could use objectively too much garlic and still end up with an edible dish. And so Taako did.</p><p>The day Taako finally made Thirty Garlic Clove Chicken successfully for the first time was a regular day like any other day, Taako and Lup together under the thin eaves of some caravan’s dining tent. The adults had gone off to the after-after-after show (Taako and Lup had snuck in once and realized very quickly that they were extremely not interested) and left them to their own devices. They had kept the lights off in an effort to bring down their chances at getting caught wasting food, and Taako could only see Lup by the fire of the stove. She had sat up on the counter to watch him cook from above and he had obligingly, gleefully made a little show of it.</p><p>In memory, Taako’s attention is split evenly between his sister and the food. Each clove of garlic was the shape of her smile, so every time she laughed Taako finely diced another one.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/17937344" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/><strike>The day Taako made Thirty Garlic Clove Chicken for the first time was a day like any other, Taako and Lup together in some caravan’s dining tent.</strike></p><p>The day Taako made Thirty Garlic Clove Chicken for the first time was a day like any other, Taako all alone in some caravan’s dining tent.</p><blockquote><p>The Thirty Garlic Clove Chicken recipe was born, originally, out of that semi-playful sort of spite that fills you all the way up to the very brim of your soul when your sibling tells you that you can’t do something.</p><p>At the time, Taako and Lup had been something like fourteen, and they had been out on the road for something like six years, which to them had seemed like basically their whole entire lives, the past being an ephemeral thing for children in general and for wily children in particular.</p><p>“There’s no such thing as too much garlic, Taako,” Lup had said. It was anything but an innocent comment. Her grin as she made her claim was sharp. The challenge was issued.</p><p>Unfortunately, Taako simply couldn’t bring himself to purposefully make bad food. Besides which, where, truly, would be the challenge in that. Anyone can make something that doesn’t taste good. Only Taako could use objectively too much garlic and still end up with an edible dish. And so Taako did.</p><p>The day Taako finally made Thirty Garlic Clove Chicken successfully for the first time was a regular day like any other day, Taako and Lup together under the thin eaves of some caravan’s dining tent. The adults had gone off to the after-after-after show (Taako and Lup had snuck in once and realized very quickly that they were extremely not interested) and left them to their own devices. They had kept the lights off in an effort to bring down their chances at getting caught wasting food, and Taako could only see Lup by the fire of the stove. She had sat up on the counter to watch him cook from above and he had obligingly, gleefully made a little show of it.</p><p>In memory, Taako’s attention is split evenly between his sister and the food. Each clove of garlic was the shape of her smile, so every time she laughed Taako finely diced another one.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/17937344" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/><strike>The day Taako made Thirty Garlic Clove Chicken for the first time was a day like any other, Taako and Lup together in some caravan’s dining tent.</strike></p><p>The day Taako made Thirty Garlic Clove Chicken for the first time was a day like any other, Taako all alone in some caravan’s dining tent.</p><blockquote><p>The Thirty Garlic Clove Chicken recipe was born, originally, out of that semi-playful sort of spite that fills you all the way up to the very brim of your soul when your sibling tells you that you can’t do something.</p><p>At the time, Taako and Lup had been something like fourteen, and they had been out on the road for something like six years, which to them had seemed like basically their whole entire lives, the past being an ephemeral thing for children in general and for wily children in particular.</p><p>“There’s no such thing as too much garlic, Taako,” Lup had said. It was anything but an innocent comment. Her grin as she made her claim was sharp. The challenge was issued.</p><p>Unfortunately, Taako simply couldn’t bring himself to purposefully make bad food. Besides which, where, truly, would be the challenge in that. Anyone can make something that doesn’t taste good. Only Taako could use objectively too much garlic and still end up with an edible dish. And so Taako did.</p><p>The day Taako finally made Thirty Garlic Clove Chicken successfully for the first time was a regular day like any other day, Taako and Lup together under the thin eaves of some caravan’s dining tent. The adults had gone off to the after-after-after show (Taako and Lup had snuck in once and realized very quickly that they were extremely not interested) and left them to their own devices. They had kept the lights off in an effort to bring down their chances at getting caught wasting food, and Taako could only see Lup by the fire of the stove. She had sat up on the counter to watch him cook from above and he had obligingly, gleefully made a little show of it.</p><p>In memory, Taako’s attention is split evenly between his sister and the food. Each clove of garlic was the shape of her smile, so every time she laughed Taako finely diced another one.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/17937344" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p>Summary:<br/>
Taako stands in front of a display of seasonal berries, the elderberries right up front.</p><blockquote><p>
 Routinely, Taako avoids the produce section of the Fantasy 
Costco. It’s not difficult, the section is small in comparison to the 
endless others, and usually he’s here with Magnus and Merle and they’re 
either equipping for a mission or simply making a nuisance of 
themselves. But sometimes when Taako can’t sleep - which is often - he 
comes here and shops until he’s ready to drop. Most of the time he 
doesn’t even buy anything, he just looks and imagines a thousand 
different lives for himself based on the items that grab his interest.
</p><p>
 Every now and then though, like now, he’ll find himself in the 
dread produce section and he’ll see something in particular, some 
completely mundane ingredient, and he won’t be able to leave. Once, he 
saw a long row of gigantic frozen turkeys and inexplicably burst into 
tears; once, a pile of innocent avocados captured him in a spiral of 
dead-end confusion for hours. Now, Taako stands in front of a display of
 seasonal berries, the elderberries right up front. At least this time 
he knows what his ish is.
</p><p>
 (The Glamour Springs show was in early summer and elderberries 
wouldn’t be naturally ripe for several months still. Taako made them 
extra dark and juicy, even better than any you could’ve picked yourself.
 That was the trick. The impossibility.)
</p><p>
 Taako doesn’t know how long it is that he stares at the berries,
 mentally redoing the mechanics of his spell over and over again, and in
 between every calculation and every pronunciation echo the results. 
Five dry twigs to one live berry, forty people dead. Short vowels and 
long consonants, forty people dead.
</p><p>
 “Those are fresh, just in!” Garfield pops up behind Taako. Taako
 doesn’t jump, and his thoughts don’t stop cycling either. “They’re to 
die for!”
</p><p>
 “I can’t argue with that, my man,” Taako says. Forty people dead. “How much?”</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19288966" target="_blank">Read More</a><br/></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Merle, Magnus, and Lup beg Taako to let them invite Lucretia to Candlenights. Merle posits that Taako should try to forgive for his own good, Magnus invokes the spirit of familial togetherness, and Lup just says please. So Taako agrees, even though he’s not ready.</p><p>

<small>Taako’s views in this fic on himself and Lucretia do not reflect my views on either character or on their relationship. Taako is traumatized and blames Lucretia disproportionately to her actions because he hasn’t been able to adjust yet. Some of his thoughts on this might be upsetting.</small>

<br/></p><blockquote><p>After everything, Taako buys a house. Taako fills his house with things. Mostly cooking things, but also books and art and bedding and cute little knick knacks that have absolutely no conceivable practical use. He has more than one walk in closet. No room is empty, and there are many many rooms. He has rugs and curtains and armchairs and eight pairs of sandals. He has a collection of nail polish that takes up a whole cabinet by itself. He owns lots of things that are heavy, unwieldy, loud. He plants himself right in the middle of Neverwinter and declares, silently and to himself, that he won’t be budged. Never ever.</p><p>That’s not the only thing Taako swears to never ever do. And Taako may have changed a lot over the past hundred and ten years - sometimes by choice, sometimes organically, sometimes against his will - but stubbornness? Nothing ever managed to take that away from him. So he swears he’ll never be on the run again, and he’ll never forgive Lucretia.</p><p>He’s not an asshole about it or anything, not that he couldn’t or that the urge to doesn’t ever hit him, stab him right between the ribs and stir up his guts until he gets ill. But given everything she took from him, Taako can’t bear to deprive himself even further by causing rifts or whatever. He did threaten to kill her while furiously weeping though, so he thinks his stance on hanging out is pretty clear. Sure, sometimes he can’t sleep because of cyclical inexpressible rage. And sometimes when he does sleep he’s woken by the same gut-wrenching night terrors that he had during those ten years, the ones where he’s searching and searching for something undefined and he knows somehow that if he doesn’t find it he’ll disappear too, but now when he wakes up instead of aimlessly trying to fill that void with food or attention or hats or other bullshit Taako knows to think of Lup. And of Barry, and Merle, and Magnus, and Davenport - and Lucretia. He was looking for her and she was right there , watching him search and fail and decompose. But whatever. She gets it, everyone gets it, no need to drag it out again. Taako can deal with his icky feelings all by himself like a big boy.</p><p>So life goes on and everything is a little weird and mostly good. Angus goes to school. Kravitz sleeps over at Taako’s a lot even though he doesn’t, strictly speaking, need to sleep, being dead and all, which is very sweet and nice and gives Taako feelings that are gooey but very much not icky at all. Carey and Killian go on a honeymoon that’s supposed to last for one week but actually lasts for three because no one has the heart and/or guts to tell them they have to come back. Davenport goes to sea and sends them all postcards. Merle lives on the beach and spends all his time with kids, and Magnus lives in the boonies and spends all his time with dogs. Lup and Barry renew their vows, again, and everyone they know is there, and Taako and Lucretia sit on opposite sides of the aisle, and it’s fine. Everything is fine.</p><p>One Candlenights passes, and then Midsummer, and the four birds left in between them go to Lucretia’s on one day and to Taako’s on another day for the celebrations, and it’s all perfectly fine. Taako feels mostly okay most of the time, and for the times when he’s doing shitty he has a Cleric who is not Merle that he visits sometimes and she kind of helps usually even though Taako doesn’t actually take her advice very often. Sooner than it seems it should, Candlenights is coming again.</p><p>Merle, Magnus, and Lup, in that order, all beg Taako to invite - or to let them invite - Lucretia to Candlenights at his place this year. Davenport is still at sea and won’t be attending, just as it was last year and for Midsummer. Barry says it’s Taako’s choice and refuses to express any opinion beyond that. Merle posits that Taako should let go of his anger for his own good (which would be fine and Taako figures he could wrestle his stubbornness into compliance to get it done, if only this gods-awful feeling was as simple as ‘anger’), Magnus invokes the spirit of familial togetherness, and Lup just says please. So, reluctantly and not very charitably, Taako agrees.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19478245" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Aziraphale possesses Crowley. He was right; they do indeed explode. Euphemistically, that is.</p><blockquote><p>Crowley is <i>quite </i>sloshed when Aziraphale’s ethereal form manifests opposite him in the bar. For long seconds, before Aziraphale speaks, Crowley thinks he’s only imagining him, the particularly torturous offspring of fantasy and inebriation. Oh, how he aches when he sees Aziraphale, the outline of him all wibbly-wobbly. But then the apparition speaks, and it doesn’t say anything particularly out of character for Aziraphale - nothing too… <i>fanciful</i>, nothing too similar to the things Aziraphale says in Crowley’s dreams - and after six thousand years of incredulously watching him Crowley finds it easy enough to accept that Aziraphale did something so wildly outside the approved angelic playbook. He explains what happened to him, and Crowley explains- too much (too <i>fast</i>). Aziraphale’s spirit shifts uncomfortably, and continues on quickly, something about finding a body. He says, “Pity I can’t inhabit yours,” and laughs it off.</p><p><a></a>Here is where it is especially relevant that Crowley is so piss drunk. There he is, sloshing around in his all but fermented brain, still aching, and also only vaguely listening, and he thinks to himself, ‘I am so tired of this’. He’s tired of acting like he doesn’t <i>want</i>. He’s a demon; it’s against his nature.</p><p>“Well, why couldn’t you then?” he asks belligerently, plopping his chin into his hand with a harrumph. Or rather, that’s what he means to do. Instead his words come out slurred and whiny and his movement gives off the impression that one half of him is losing its structural integrity.</p><p><a></a>“Ah- well,” Aziraphale splutters. &quot;I’m an angel and you’re a demon! We’d probably explode.“ He sounds sad about it and Crowley rolls his eyes so hard he has to miracle away the strain. Typical angel to be so heartbroken over some random harm that hasn’t even come to pass.</p><p>&ldquo;Only one way to find out, angel,” Crowley points out, and it does actually manage to be a little pointy. His attempt to wiggle his eyebrows, less so.</p><p>“I hardly think we have the time to be experimenting with our metaphysicality right now, darling,” Aziraphale scoffs. The sound has a strange formless echo to it, given that he’s not actually moving any air around. But Crowley is drunk, and he’s achy and tired, and he’s been so full of this damnable yearning for so long, and there’s hardly any chance that they’ll succeed anyway. He would rather die than not have this, something, just one more chance to know that no one has been closer to Aziraphale than him, one more chance to just- ask the question. Just one more question, just one more time, and go out with a boom before the answer befalls him.</p><p><a></a>“You hardly have time to find someone else,” he insists, and his voice is so quiet it must be so obvious what he really means. But, in typical angel fashion, Aziraphale shows him mercy and pretends to take those words at face value.<sup><small><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19783825#three-two" title="footnote 3" target="_blank">3</a></small></sup> He shifts again, squirming along with his inconsistent edges, and sighs deeply.</p><p>“Yes,” he says. “Yes, I suppose you’re right. But…” He lifts his imaginary hand to nervously rub along the bridge of his imaginary nose. “Well… Are you quite sure?” Crowley doesn’t so much shrug as undulate his entire body starting at the shoulders.</p><p>“I’m a being of self-interest, angel,” he jibes. Silly that he has to say it. Even without the rest of their history together, this alone would make them both deeply aware. “I wouldn’t offer something if I wasn’t willing to give it.” He attempts to tap his wrist. He misses. “C'mon, then! The time bomb’s a-ticking.” Aziraphale gives every appearance of taking a deep breath, of closing his eyes, of leaning in as if for a kiss.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19783825" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Crowley has a kink. The kink is Aziraphale.</p><p><small>This fic contains a masochist discovering his kink during the course of exploring his demisexuality without understanding it yet. That could be triggering, and is the main reason I chose the ambiguous warning tag. Other reasons include but may not be limited to the same character and his partner neglecting to negotiate a scene until it has already begun, which is unsafe to do irl. Proceed at your own discretion.</small></p><blockquote><p>It’s Aziraphale’s fault. It’s Aziraphale’s fault, and Crowley will defend that hill until such time as he ceases completely to exist. If Aziraphale ever tries to say that it was Crowley who tempted or corrupted him, in this specific particular case Crowley has a defense prepared.</p><p>It all happens because the books are dusty. That’s just how they are, always, even the ones that get regularly handled. Aziraphale likes them that way, not just because it tends to put off customers, but also because he likes to pull one out and blow the dust off of it in a dramatic little cloud. He does this with every single book, every single time, and he bounces on his toes with a besotted little grin at the simple joy it gives him. It’s adorable, and deeply irritating.</p><p>Crowley can’t help but turn to look and watch every time Aziraphale goes through this ridiculous little ritual. It’s like watching a bunny flop over to show its belly, or like a train wreck.2 Crowley is following Aziraphale around, getting in the angel’s way when he can like a needy pet cat. Aziraphale pays him no particular mind except to occasionally glance up at him and give him a look that if it is attempting to be stern is failing. He’s looking around for something in particular; he’d said something about something or other before they’d left the back room but Crowley was only half listening and he can hardly be expected to remember anything when he has thus far endured already two dust cloud shuffles. It’s taking quite a while to find whatever book, in part because Aziraphale doesn’t remember the title or the author, and in part because the shop is poorly organized. Aziraphale likes it that way, not just because it tends to put off customers, but also because he likes to rediscover his own books like they’re new to him and making sure he doesn’t know where any of them are is the best way to get that feeling.</p><p>“Maybe this one,” Aziraphale mutters lowly to himself, squinting at a spine. Crowley leans in a little closer to look at the little wrinkle Aziraphale gets in between his eyebrows when he concentrates hard on something, trying to be subtle when subtlety is really not his strong suit and he knows it. As he moves he runs his fingers along the other books on the shelf, leaving trails in the dust that will be gone by tomorrow (when he’s around Aziraphale sometimes Crowley just gets this inexplicable, insatiable need to touch things). Aziraphale pulls out the book and turns from the shelf, coincidentally in Crowley’s direction, and blows up the dust nearly right into Crowley’s face. Either he doesn’t notice or does a truly bang up job at pretending not to, because he only does his little dance and opens the book with the quiet creak of old binding. Crowley blows some dust out of his lashes with a glare at Aziraphale’s creased forehead, but he’s too- he’s too bewitched by that blessed two-step nonsense that he can’t muster up enough peevishness to mention it. And then he sneezes.</p><p>“G'bless you,” Aziraphale says absently, reflexively. All the dust puffs off of Crowley’s face and it sparkles in the shitty lighting of the shop as if it were something grander, but more importantly an arc of electricity races down Crowley’s back from the base of his skull down to his tailbone. Crowley takes in a sharp breath through his teeth and shivers violently. It’s not… It’s not all bad. It stings, but it’s warm and tingly too. Never has any feeling befit more perfectly the word <i>zing</i>.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19852921" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Taako misses Magic Day. Angus investigates why.</p><p>This fic contains internalized ableism in the form of a depressed character interpreting their emotional dysfunction as them being a bad person. No other characters believe this.</p><blockquote><p>Angus waits patiently in the training room for Taako. It’s not the first time that Taako has been late to a Magic Day lesson, so Angus is not that worried. In fact, Taako being late is a routine thing. Agnus thinks that maybe it is a test. He knows most little boys like him are not prone to being patient, but he is not like most little boys and he can wait for a very long time if necessary. Either that or maybe Taako just isn’t very good at keeping track of time, or he doesn’t want to give Angus high expectations. Angus - being the World’s Greatest Detective, and now also the Greatest Detective on The Moon - is very observant, and not very easily tricked, and he has noticed after a few months on board the moon base that Taako can sometimes purposefully express himself in a contrary way. Angus hasn’t yet figured out the purpose of that behavior, but he most certainly will (and that is both a threat and a promise, Angus would say, if anyone asked).</p><p>Angus waits for a very long time. He’s good at waiting, but this is a very very long time. Every time that Angus considers going to look for Taako it takes a little bit more effort to convince himself not to, to keep waiting, to be patient and pass the test. Of course Taako is taking longer this time, right? If it is a test it probably has to get harder before you can pass it for good. (But if it’s not a test… But it’s probably a test, probably. Maybe. But maybe not…)</p><p>Angus is very patient and waits for a very long time, and definitively would have passed this test if it had been a test. He has his mind pretty much made up for him that it wasn’t when Carey, Killian, and Magnus come in to the training room. The three of them all share teasing trash talk, including Magnus even thought Angus knows that Magnus has never once beat either Carey or Killian in a sparring match.</p><p>“Hey, Ango!” Magnus calls to Angus when he notices him. Angus waves, a little sullenly. “Hanging around for the show after your magic lessons, huh?” He flexes. Angus holds his chin high and tries to make sure his lip doesn’t wobble so that Magnus doesn’t notice that he’s upset (hopefully). Taako might be embarrassed if everyone knew he forgot. Angus would probably be embarrassed if he was Taako (Angus is embarrassed as Angus too, that he waited around so long for nothing, but he’s the only detective around here so he’s the only one that has to know that).</p><p>“I was going to, Sir,” he lies. “But I think it will be a little boring with you here too.” Magnus’s mouth drops open in genuine surprise before he plays it up and gasps theatrically. Meanwhile, Carey and Killian are both ooh ing and laughing, and even though he’s still upset Angus can’t help a small proud smile.</p><p>“Tch, wizards ,” Magnus mutters disparagingly, but he’s grinning at Angus as he says it, and he seems pretty proud too. Also, Angus is very happy to be called a wizard, even if he didn’t have a lesson today ( yet , and that is also a threat and a promise). “No appreciation for the rest of us.” Angus quietly leaves while Carey and Killian are pointing out to Magnus that ‘wizards’ seem to appreciate the two of them just fine and Magnus protests that he has Rustic Hospitality and everyone with any taste likes him automatically.</p><p>Angus makes his way towards the suite that Tres Horny Boys share. His feelings are hurt and he’s angry too, even as he tries to come up with excuses for Taako in his head. There could be all sorts of reasons that Taako forgot it was Magic Day. He almost certainly didn’t stand Angus up on purpose, so Angus shouldn’t be mad, right?</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19983226" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote>
<p>Chapters: 1/1<br/>Fandom: <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/tags/Good%20Omens%20-%20Neil%20Gaiman%20*a*%20Terry%20Pratchett" target="_blank">Good Omens - Neil Gaiman &amp; Terry Pratchett</a>, <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/tags/Good%20Omens%20(TV)" target="_blank">Good Omens (TV)</a><br/>Rating: Teen And Up Audiences<br/>Warnings: No Archive Warnings Apply<br/>Relationships: Aziraphale/Crowley (Good Omens)<br/>Characters: Aziraphale (Good Omens), Crowley (Good Omens)<br/>Additional Tags: Necks, Wrists, forearms, Aziraphale and Crowley Through The Ages (Good Omens), Pre-Apocalypse, Post-Apocalypse, Hands, 5+1 Things, literally crowley freaking out<br/>Summary: </p>
<p>Huffing at the inconvenience of it all, Aziraphale reached one hand to the cuff of his left sleeve and slipped the button through the hole, releasing the fabric so that Crowley could see the bone of his wrist.</p>
<p>Crowley sucked in a breath.</p>
<p>With deft fingers, Aziraphale folded back the cuff once. Oh that was arm hair, light blonde and soft. And then folded it again. The pale skin of his wrist. A final fold and Crowley could see the tension release in his forearm. </p>
<p>He breathed out.</p>
<p>**<br/>Or: 5 times Aziraphale accidentally shows a little skin, and one time he means to.</p>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Merle, Magnus, and Lup beg Taako to let them invite Lucretia to Candlenights. Merle posits that Taako should try to forgive for his own good, Magnus invokes the spirit of familial togetherness, and Lup just says please. So Taako agrees, even though he’s not ready.</p>
<p>

<small>Taako’s views in this fic on himself and Lucretia do not reflect my views on either character or on their relationship. Taako is traumatized and blames Lucretia disproportionately to her actions because he hasn’t been able to adjust yet. Some of his thoughts on this might be upsetting.</small>

<br/></p>
<blockquote>
<p>After everything, Taako buys a house. Taako fills his house with things. Mostly cooking things, but also books and art and bedding and cute little knick knacks that have absolutely no conceivable practical use. He has more than one walk in closet. No room is empty, and there are many many rooms. He has rugs and curtains and armchairs and eight pairs of sandals. He has a collection of nail polish that takes up a whole cabinet by itself. He owns lots of things that are heavy, unwieldy, loud. He plants himself right in the middle of Neverwinter and declares, silently and to himself, that he won’t be budged. Never ever.</p>
<p>That’s not the only thing Taako swears to never ever do. And Taako may have changed a lot over the past hundred and ten years - sometimes by choice, sometimes organically, sometimes against his will - but stubbornness? Nothing ever managed to take that away from him. So he swears he’ll never be on the run again, and he’ll never forgive Lucretia.</p>
<p>He’s not an asshole about it or anything, not that he couldn’t or that the urge to doesn’t ever hit him, stab him right between the ribs and stir up his guts until he gets ill. But given everything she took from him, Taako can’t bear to deprive himself even further by causing rifts or whatever. He did threaten to kill her while furiously weeping though, so he thinks his stance on hanging out is pretty clear. Sure, sometimes he can’t sleep because of cyclical inexpressible rage. And sometimes when he does sleep he’s woken by the same gut-wrenching night terrors that he had during those ten years, the ones where he’s searching and searching for something undefined and he knows somehow that if he doesn’t find it he’ll disappear too, but now when he wakes up instead of aimlessly trying to fill that void with food or attention or hats or other bullshit Taako knows to think of Lup. And of Barry, and Merle, and Magnus, and Davenport - and Lucretia. He was looking for her and she was right there , watching him search and fail and decompose. But whatever. She gets it, everyone gets it, no need to drag it out again. Taako can deal with his icky feelings all by himself like a big boy.</p>
<p>So life goes on and everything is a little weird and mostly good. Angus goes to school. Kravitz sleeps over at Taako’s a lot even though he doesn’t, strictly speaking, need to sleep, being dead and all, which is very sweet and nice and gives Taako feelings that are gooey but very much not icky at all. Carey and Killian go on a honeymoon that’s supposed to last for one week but actually lasts for three because no one has the heart and/or guts to tell them they have to come back. Davenport goes to sea and sends them all postcards. Merle lives on the beach and spends all his time with kids, and Magnus lives in the boonies and spends all his time with dogs. Lup and Barry renew their vows, again, and everyone they know is there, and Taako and Lucretia sit on opposite sides of the aisle, and it’s fine. Everything is fine.</p>
<p>One Candlenights passes, and then Midsummer, and the four birds left in between them go to Lucretia’s on one day and to Taako’s on another day for the celebrations, and it’s all perfectly fine. Taako feels mostly okay most of the time, and for the times when he’s doing shitty he has a Cleric who is not Merle that he visits sometimes and she kind of helps usually even though Taako doesn’t actually take her advice very often. Sooner than it seems it should, Candlenights is coming again.</p>
<p>Merle, Magnus, and Lup, in that order, all beg Taako to invite - or to let them invite - Lucretia to Candlenights at his place this year. Davenport is still at sea and won’t be attending, just as it was last year and for Midsummer. Barry says it’s Taako’s choice and refuses to express any opinion beyond that. Merle posits that Taako should let go of his anger for his own good (which would be fine and Taako figures he could wrestle his stubbornness into compliance to get it done, if only this gods-awful feeling was as simple as ‘anger’), Magnus invokes the spirit of familial togetherness, and Lup just says please. So, reluctantly and not very charitably, Taako agrees.</p>
</blockquote>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19478245" target="_blank">Read More</a></p>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Or 3 Times Leonard Thought He’d Burn +1 Time He Was Cool and Comfortable<br/>Companion Mick piece: <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13003605" target="_blank">Frigophobia</a></p>
<blockquote>
<p>Dad had the brilliant idea to combine discipline and containment. That was a few years ago now, but this is the first time that Leo has been cuffed to the radiator when it’s on .</p>
<p>Usually Dad does jobs in the spring and fall. He takes the winter off because he hates it and doesn’t want to be out in the cold and the slush and the holiday crowds, all those people being happy and rich . As if he’s hurting for money. He doesn’t exactly have a compelling success rate for his heists, but he makes fucking bank when he doesn’t get caught. Summer he takes off because he loves it. He goes on vacations and brings home wives, apparently, and when the romantic sea spray gets all washed away and she comes to her senses and leaves without even taking her baby with her, Dad takes it out on Leo.</p>
<p>Point being, a job in the dead of winter is unusual. Leo isn’t allowed to sit meetings with Dad’s crew, or pack of mercenaries as the case may be, even though sometimes they use him as a tool in their schemes. It’s not fair, but that’s life. Leo learned that lesson quick.</p>
<p>Leo also was quick to figure out not to try to eavesdrop on Dad and his men, but of course Dad doesn’t like to leave his so-called ‘lessons’ up to chance. So here Leo is, with a pair of Dad’s old handcuffs around one wrist holding him in close to the radiator. He wonders if Dad forgot it was on this time, or if he just doesn’t care.</p>
</blockquote>
<p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/16768843" target="_blank">Keep Reading</a></p>
<p>Read Mick Companion: <a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/13003605" target="_blank">Frigophobia</a></p>
<p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p>
</blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Taako misses Magic Day. Angus investigates why.</p><p>This fic contains internalized ableism in the form of a depressed character interpreting their emotional dysfunction as them being a bad person. No other characters believe this.</p><blockquote><p>Angus waits patiently in the training room for Taako. It’s not the first time that Taako has been late to a Magic Day lesson, so Angus is not that worried. In fact, Taako being late is a routine thing. Agnus thinks that maybe it is a test. He knows most little boys like him are not prone to being patient, but he is not like most little boys and he can wait for a very long time if necessary. Either that or maybe Taako just isn’t very good at keeping track of time, or he doesn’t want to give Angus high expectations. Angus - being the World’s Greatest Detective, and now also the Greatest Detective on The Moon - is very observant, and not very easily tricked, and he has noticed after a few months on board the moon base that Taako can sometimes purposefully express himself in a contrary way. Angus hasn’t yet figured out the purpose of that behavior, but he most certainly will (and that is both a threat and a promise, Angus would say, if anyone asked).</p><p>Angus waits for a very long time. He’s good at waiting, but this is a very very long time. Every time that Angus considers going to look for Taako it takes a little bit more effort to convince himself not to, to keep waiting, to be patient and pass the test. Of course Taako is taking longer this time, right? If it is a test it probably has to get harder before you can pass it for good. (But if it’s not a test… But it’s probably a test, probably. Maybe. But maybe not…)</p><p>Angus is very patient and waits for a very long time, and definitively would have passed this test if it had been a test. He has his mind pretty much made up for him that it wasn’t when Carey, Killian, and Magnus come in to the training room. The three of them all share teasing trash talk, including Magnus even thought Angus knows that Magnus has never once beat either Carey or Killian in a sparring match.</p><p>“Hey, Ango!” Magnus calls to Angus when he notices him. Angus waves, a little sullenly. “Hanging around for the show after your magic lessons, huh?” He flexes. Angus holds his chin high and tries to make sure his lip doesn’t wobble so that Magnus doesn’t notice that he’s upset (hopefully). Taako might be embarrassed if everyone knew he forgot. Angus would probably be embarrassed if he was Taako (Angus is embarrassed as Angus too, that he waited around so long for nothing, but he’s the only detective around here so he’s the only one that has to know that).</p><p>“I was going to, Sir,” he lies. “But I think it will be a little boring with you here too.” Magnus’s mouth drops open in genuine surprise before he plays it up and gasps theatrically. Meanwhile, Carey and Killian are both ooh ing and laughing, and even though he’s still upset Angus can’t help a small proud smile.</p><p>“Tch, wizards ,” Magnus mutters disparagingly, but he’s grinning at Angus as he says it, and he seems pretty proud too. Also, Angus is very happy to be called a wizard, even if he didn’t have a lesson today ( yet , and that is also a threat and a promise). “No appreciation for the rest of us.” Angus quietly leaves while Carey and Killian are pointing out to Magnus that ‘wizards’ seem to appreciate the two of them just fine and Magnus protests that he has Rustic Hospitality and everyone with any taste likes him automatically.</p><p>Angus makes his way towards the suite that Tres Horny Boys share. His feelings are hurt and he’s angry too, even as he tries to come up with excuses for Taako in his head. There could be all sorts of reasons that Taako forgot it was Magic Day. He almost certainly didn’t stand Angus up on purpose, so Angus shouldn’t be mad, right?</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19983226" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Crowley has a kink. The kink is Aziraphale.</p><p><small>This fic contains a masochist discovering his kink during the course of exploring his demisexuality without understanding it yet. That could be triggering, and is the main reason I chose the ambiguous warning tag. Other reasons include but may not be limited to the same character and his partner neglecting to negotiate a scene until it has already begun, which is unsafe to do irl. Proceed at your own discretion.</small></p><blockquote><p>It’s Aziraphale’s fault. It’s Aziraphale’s fault, and Crowley will defend that hill until such time as he ceases completely to exist. If Aziraphale ever tries to say that it was Crowley who tempted or corrupted him, in this specific particular case Crowley has a defense prepared.</p><p>It all happens because the books are dusty. That’s just how they are, always, even the ones that get regularly handled. Aziraphale likes them that way, not just because it tends to put off customers, but also because he likes to pull one out and blow the dust off of it in a dramatic little cloud. He does this with every single book, every single time, and he bounces on his toes with a besotted little grin at the simple joy it gives him. It’s adorable, and deeply irritating.</p><p>Crowley can’t help but turn to look and watch every time Aziraphale goes through this ridiculous little ritual. It’s like watching a bunny flop over to show its belly, or like a train wreck.2 Crowley is following Aziraphale around, getting in the angel’s way when he can like a needy pet cat. Aziraphale pays him no particular mind except to occasionally glance up at him and give him a look that if it is attempting to be stern is failing. He’s looking around for something in particular; he’d said something about something or other before they’d left the back room but Crowley was only half listening and he can hardly be expected to remember anything when he has thus far endured already two dust cloud shuffles. It’s taking quite a while to find whatever book, in part because Aziraphale doesn’t remember the title or the author, and in part because the shop is poorly organized. Aziraphale likes it that way, not just because it tends to put off customers, but also because he likes to rediscover his own books like they’re new to him and making sure he doesn’t know where any of them are is the best way to get that feeling.</p><p>“Maybe this one,” Aziraphale mutters lowly to himself, squinting at a spine. Crowley leans in a little closer to look at the little wrinkle Aziraphale gets in between his eyebrows when he concentrates hard on something, trying to be subtle when subtlety is really not his strong suit and he knows it. As he moves he runs his fingers along the other books on the shelf, leaving trails in the dust that will be gone by tomorrow (when he’s around Aziraphale sometimes Crowley just gets this inexplicable, insatiable need to touch things). Aziraphale pulls out the book and turns from the shelf, coincidentally in Crowley’s direction, and blows up the dust nearly right into Crowley’s face. Either he doesn’t notice or does a truly bang up job at pretending not to, because he only does his little dance and opens the book with the quiet creak of old binding. Crowley blows some dust out of his lashes with a glare at Aziraphale’s creased forehead, but he’s too- he’s too bewitched by that blessed two-step nonsense that he can’t muster up enough peevishness to mention it. And then he sneezes.</p><p>“G'bless you,” Aziraphale says absently, reflexively. All the dust puffs off of Crowley’s face and it sparkles in the shitty lighting of the shop as if it were something grander, but more importantly an arc of electricity races down Crowley’s back from the base of his skull down to his tailbone. Crowley takes in a sharp breath through his teeth and shivers violently. It’s not… It’s not all bad. It stings, but it’s warm and tingly too. Never has any feeling befit more perfectly the word <i>zing</i>.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19852921" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Aziraphale possesses Crowley. He was right; they do indeed explode. Euphemistically, that is.</p><blockquote><p>Crowley is <i>quite </i>sloshed when Aziraphale’s ethereal form manifests opposite him in the bar. For long seconds, before Aziraphale speaks, Crowley thinks he’s only imagining him, the particularly torturous offspring of fantasy and inebriation. Oh, how he aches when he sees Aziraphale, the outline of him all wibbly-wobbly. But then the apparition speaks, and it doesn’t say anything particularly out of character for Aziraphale - nothing too… <i>fanciful</i>, nothing too similar to the things Aziraphale says in Crowley’s dreams - and after six thousand years of incredulously watching him Crowley finds it easy enough to accept that Aziraphale did something so wildly outside the approved angelic playbook. He explains what happened to him, and Crowley explains- too much (too <i>fast</i>). Aziraphale’s spirit shifts uncomfortably, and continues on quickly, something about finding a body. He says, “Pity I can’t inhabit yours,” and laughs it off.</p><p><a></a>Here is where it is especially relevant that Crowley is so piss drunk. There he is, sloshing around in his all but fermented brain, still aching, and also only vaguely listening, and he thinks to himself, ‘I am so tired of this’. He’s tired of acting like he doesn’t <i>want</i>. He’s a demon; it’s against his nature.</p><p>“Well, why couldn’t you then?” he asks belligerently, plopping his chin into his hand with a harrumph. Or rather, that’s what he means to do. Instead his words come out slurred and whiny and his movement gives off the impression that one half of him is losing its structural integrity.</p><p><a></a>“Ah- well,” Aziraphale splutters. &quot;I’m an angel and you’re a demon! We’d probably explode.“ He sounds sad about it and Crowley rolls his eyes so hard he has to miracle away the strain. Typical angel to be so heartbroken over some random harm that hasn’t even come to pass.</p><p>&ldquo;Only one way to find out, angel,” Crowley points out, and it does actually manage to be a little pointy. His attempt to wiggle his eyebrows, less so.</p><p>“I hardly think we have the time to be experimenting with our metaphysicality right now, darling,” Aziraphale scoffs. The sound has a strange formless echo to it, given that he’s not actually moving any air around. But Crowley is drunk, and he’s achy and tired, and he’s been so full of this damnable yearning for so long, and there’s hardly any chance that they’ll succeed anyway. He would rather die than not have this, something, just one more chance to know that no one has been closer to Aziraphale than him, one more chance to just- ask the question. Just one more question, just one more time, and go out with a boom before the answer befalls him.</p><p><a></a>“You hardly have time to find someone else,” he insists, and his voice is so quiet it must be so obvious what he really means. But, in typical angel fashion, Aziraphale shows him mercy and pretends to take those words at face value.<sup><small><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19783825#three-two" title="footnote 3" target="_blank">3</a></small></sup> He shifts again, squirming along with his inconsistent edges, and sighs deeply.</p><p>“Yes,” he says. “Yes, I suppose you’re right. But…” He lifts his imaginary hand to nervously rub along the bridge of his imaginary nose. “Well… Are you quite sure?” Crowley doesn’t so much shrug as undulate his entire body starting at the shoulders.</p><p>“I’m a being of self-interest, angel,” he jibes. Silly that he has to say it. Even without the rest of their history together, this alone would make them both deeply aware. “I wouldn’t offer something if I wasn’t willing to give it.” He attempts to tap his wrist. He misses. “C'mon, then! The time bomb’s a-ticking.” Aziraphale gives every appearance of taking a deep breath, of closing his eyes, of leaning in as if for a kiss.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19783825" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Merle, Magnus, and Lup beg Taako to let them invite Lucretia to Candlenights. Merle posits that Taako should try to forgive for his own good, Magnus invokes the spirit of familial togetherness, and Lup just says please. So Taako agrees, even though he’s not ready.</p><p>

<small>Taako’s views in this fic on himself and Lucretia do not reflect my views on either character or on their relationship. Taako is traumatized and blames Lucretia disproportionately to her actions because he hasn’t been able to adjust yet. Some of his thoughts on this might be upsetting.</small>

<br/></p><blockquote><p>After everything, Taako buys a house. Taako fills his house with things. Mostly cooking things, but also books and art and bedding and cute little knick knacks that have absolutely no conceivable practical use. He has more than one walk in closet. No room is empty, and there are many many rooms. He has rugs and curtains and armchairs and eight pairs of sandals. He has a collection of nail polish that takes up a whole cabinet by itself. He owns lots of things that are heavy, unwieldy, loud. He plants himself right in the middle of Neverwinter and declares, silently and to himself, that he won’t be budged. Never ever.</p><p>That’s not the only thing Taako swears to never ever do. And Taako may have changed a lot over the past hundred and ten years - sometimes by choice, sometimes organically, sometimes against his will - but stubbornness? Nothing ever managed to take that away from him. So he swears he’ll never be on the run again, and he’ll never forgive Lucretia.</p><p>He’s not an asshole about it or anything, not that he couldn’t or that the urge to doesn’t ever hit him, stab him right between the ribs and stir up his guts until he gets ill. But given everything she took from him, Taako can’t bear to deprive himself even further by causing rifts or whatever. He did threaten to kill her while furiously weeping though, so he thinks his stance on hanging out is pretty clear. Sure, sometimes he can’t sleep because of cyclical inexpressible rage. And sometimes when he does sleep he’s woken by the same gut-wrenching night terrors that he had during those ten years, the ones where he’s searching and searching for something undefined and he knows somehow that if he doesn’t find it he’ll disappear too, but now when he wakes up instead of aimlessly trying to fill that void with food or attention or hats or other bullshit Taako knows to think of Lup. And of Barry, and Merle, and Magnus, and Davenport - and Lucretia. He was looking for her and she was right there , watching him search and fail and decompose. But whatever. She gets it, everyone gets it, no need to drag it out again. Taako can deal with his icky feelings all by himself like a big boy.</p><p>So life goes on and everything is a little weird and mostly good. Angus goes to school. Kravitz sleeps over at Taako’s a lot even though he doesn’t, strictly speaking, need to sleep, being dead and all, which is very sweet and nice and gives Taako feelings that are gooey but very much not icky at all. Carey and Killian go on a honeymoon that’s supposed to last for one week but actually lasts for three because no one has the heart and/or guts to tell them they have to come back. Davenport goes to sea and sends them all postcards. Merle lives on the beach and spends all his time with kids, and Magnus lives in the boonies and spends all his time with dogs. Lup and Barry renew their vows, again, and everyone they know is there, and Taako and Lucretia sit on opposite sides of the aisle, and it’s fine. Everything is fine.</p><p>One Candlenights passes, and then Midsummer, and the four birds left in between them go to Lucretia’s on one day and to Taako’s on another day for the celebrations, and it’s all perfectly fine. Taako feels mostly okay most of the time, and for the times when he’s doing shitty he has a Cleric who is not Merle that he visits sometimes and she kind of helps usually even though Taako doesn’t actually take her advice very often. Sooner than it seems it should, Candlenights is coming again.</p><p>Merle, Magnus, and Lup, in that order, all beg Taako to invite - or to let them invite - Lucretia to Candlenights at his place this year. Davenport is still at sea and won’t be attending, just as it was last year and for Midsummer. Barry says it’s Taako’s choice and refuses to express any opinion beyond that. Merle posits that Taako should let go of his anger for his own good (which would be fine and Taako figures he could wrestle his stubbornness into compliance to get it done, if only this gods-awful feeling was as simple as ‘anger’), Magnus invokes the spirit of familial togetherness, and Lup just says please. So, reluctantly and not very charitably, Taako agrees.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19478245" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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<blockquote><p>Summary:<br/>
Taako stands in front of a display of seasonal berries, the elderberries right up front.</p><blockquote><p>
 Routinely, Taako avoids the produce section of the Fantasy 
Costco. It’s not difficult, the section is small in comparison to the 
endless others, and usually he’s here with Magnus and Merle and they’re 
either equipping for a mission or simply making a nuisance of 
themselves. But sometimes when Taako can’t sleep - which is often - he 
comes here and shops until he’s ready to drop. Most of the time he 
doesn’t even buy anything, he just looks and imagines a thousand 
different lives for himself based on the items that grab his interest.
</p><p>
 Every now and then though, like now, he’ll find himself in the 
dread produce section and he’ll see something in particular, some 
completely mundane ingredient, and he won’t be able to leave. Once, he 
saw a long row of gigantic frozen turkeys and inexplicably burst into 
tears; once, a pile of innocent avocados captured him in a spiral of 
dead-end confusion for hours. Now, Taako stands in front of a display of
 seasonal berries, the elderberries right up front. At least this time 
he knows what his ish is.
</p><p>
 (The Glamour Springs show was in early summer and elderberries 
wouldn’t be naturally ripe for several months still. Taako made them 
extra dark and juicy, even better than any you could’ve picked yourself.
 That was the trick. The impossibility.)
</p><p>
 Taako doesn’t know how long it is that he stares at the berries,
 mentally redoing the mechanics of his spell over and over again, and in
 between every calculation and every pronunciation echo the results. 
Five dry twigs to one live berry, forty people dead. Short vowels and 
long consonants, forty people dead.
</p><p>
 “Those are fresh, just in!” Garfield pops up behind Taako. Taako
 doesn’t jump, and his thoughts don’t stop cycling either. “They’re to 
die for!”
</p><p>
 “I can’t argue with that, my man,” Taako says. Forty people dead. “How much?”</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/19288966" target="_blank">Read More</a><br/></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex/" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p></blockquote>
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Link: <p><b>Summary:</b><br/><strike>The day Taako made Thirty Garlic Clove Chicken for the first time was a day like any other, Taako and Lup together in some caravan&rsquo;s dining tent.</strike></p><p>The day Taako made Thirty Garlic Clove Chicken for the first time was a day like any other, Taako all alone in some caravan&rsquo;s dining tent.</p><blockquote><p>The Thirty Garlic Clove Chicken recipe was born, originally, out of that semi-playful sort of spite that fills you all the way up to the very brim of your soul when your sibling tells you that you can&rsquo;t do something.</p><p>At the time, Taako and Lup had been something like fourteen, and they had been out on the road for something like six years, which to them had seemed like basically their whole entire lives, the past being an ephemeral thing for children in general and for wily children in particular.</p><p>&ldquo;There&rsquo;s no such thing as too much garlic, Taako,&rdquo; Lup had said. It was anything but an innocent comment. Her grin as she made her claim was sharp. The challenge was issued.</p><p>Unfortunately, Taako simply couldn&rsquo;t bring himself to purposefully make bad food. Besides which, where, truly, would be the challenge in that. Anyone can make something that doesn&rsquo;t taste good. Only Taako could use objectively too much garlic and still end up with an edible dish. And so Taako did.</p><p>The day Taako finally made Thirty Garlic Clove Chicken successfully for the first time was a regular day like any other day, Taako and Lup together under the thin eaves of some caravan&rsquo;s dining tent. The adults had gone off to the after-after-after show (Taako and Lup had snuck in once and realized very quickly that they were extremely not interested) and left them to their own devices. They had kept the lights off in an effort to bring down their chances at getting caught wasting food, and Taako could only see Lup by the fire of the stove. She had sat up on the counter to watch him cook from above and he had obligingly, gleefully made a little show of it.</p><p>In memory, Taako&rsquo;s attention is split evenly between his sister and the food. Each clove of garlic was the shape of her smile, so every time she laughed Taako finely diced another one.</p></blockquote><p><a href="https://archiveofourown.org/works/17937344" target="_blank">Read More</a></p><p><a href="https://ko-fi.com/penlex" target="_blank">Buy Me a Coffee</a></p>
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<p>Summary:<br/>
Taako stands in front of a display of seasonal berries, the elderberries right up front.</p>
<blockquote>
<p>
 Routinely, Taako avoids the produce section of the Fantasy 
Costco. It’s not difficult, the section is small in comparison to the 
endless others, and usually he’s here with Magnus and Merle and they’re 
either equipping for a mission or simply making a nuisance of 
themselves. But sometimes when Taako can’t sleep - which is often - he 
comes here and shops until he’s ready to drop. Most of the time he 
doesn’t even buy anything, he just looks and imagines a thousand 
different lives for himself based on the items that grab his interest.
</p>
<p>
 Every now and then though, like now, he’ll find himself in the 
dread produce section and he’ll see something in particular, some 
completely mundane ingredient, and he won’t be able to leave. Once, he 
saw a long row of gigantic frozen turkeys and inexplicably burst into 
tears; once, a pile of innocent avocados captured him in a spiral of 
dead-end confusion for hours. Now, Taako stands in front of a display of
 seasonal berries, the elderberries right up front. At least this time 
he knows what his ish is.
</p>
<p>
 (The Glamour Springs show was in early summer and elderberries 
wouldn’t be naturally ripe for several months still. Taako made them 
extra dark and juicy, even better than any you could’ve picked yourself.
 That was the trick. The impossibility.)
</p>
<p>
 Taako doesn’t know how long it is that he stares at the berries,
 mentally redoing the mechanics of his spell over and over again, and in
 between every calculation and every pronunciation echo the results. 
Five dry twigs to one live berry, forty people dead. Short vowels and 
long consonants, forty people dead.
</p>
<p>
 “Those are fresh, just in!” Garfield pops up behind Taako. Taako
 doesn’t jump, and his thoughts don’t stop cycling either. “They’re to 
die for!”
</p>
<p>
 “I can’t argue with that, my man,” Taako says. Forty people dead. “How much?”</p>
</blockquote>
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<p><b>Summary:</b><br/>Crowley has a kink. The kink is Aziraphale.</p>
<p><small>This fic contains a masochist discovering his kink during the course of exploring his demisexuality without understanding it yet. That could be triggering, and is the main reason I chose the ambiguous warning tag. Other reasons include but may not be limited to the same character and his partner neglecting to negotiate a scene until it has already begun, which is unsafe to do irl. Proceed at your own discretion.</small></p>
<blockquote>
<p>It’s Aziraphale’s fault. It’s Aziraphale’s fault, and Crowley will defend that hill until such time as he ceases completely to exist. If Aziraphale ever tries to say that it was Crowley who tempted or corrupted him, in this specific particular case Crowley has a defense prepared.</p>
<p>It all happens because the books are dusty. That’s just how they are, always, even the ones that get regularly handled. Aziraphale likes them that way, not just because it tends to put off customers, but also because he likes to pull one out and blow the dust off of it in a dramatic little cloud. He does this with every single book, every single time, and he bounces on his toes with a besotted little grin at the simple joy it gives him. It’s adorable, and deeply irritating.</p>
<p>Crowley can’t help but turn to look and watch every time Aziraphale goes through this ridiculous little ritual. It’s like watching a bunny flop over to show its belly, or like a train wreck.2 Crowley is following Aziraphale around, getting in the angel’s way when he can like a needy pet cat. Aziraphale pays him no particular mind except to occasionally glance up at him and give him a look that if it is attempting to be stern is failing. He’s looking around for something in particular; he’d said something about something or other before they’d left the back room but Crowley was only half listening and he can hardly be expected to remember anything when he has thus far endured already two dust cloud shuffles. It’s taking quite a while to find whatever book, in part because Aziraphale doesn’t remember the title or the author, and in part because the shop is poorly organized. Aziraphale likes it that way, not just because it tends to put off customers, but also because he likes to rediscover his own books like they’re new to him and making sure he doesn’t know where any of them are is the best way to get that feeling.</p>
<p>“Maybe this one,” Aziraphale mutters lowly to himself, squinting at a spine. Crowley leans in a little closer to look at the little wrinkle Aziraphale gets in between his eyebrows when he concentrates hard on something, trying to be subtle when subtlety is really not his strong suit and he knows it. As he moves he runs his fingers along the other books on the shelf, leaving trails in the dust that will be gone by tomorrow (when he’s around Aziraphale sometimes Crowley just gets this inexplicable, insatiable need to touch things). Aziraphale pulls out the book and turns from the shelf, coincidentally in Crowley’s direction, and blows up the dust nearly right into Crowley’s face. Either he doesn’t notice or does a truly bang up job at pretending not to, because he only does his little dance and opens the book with the quiet creak of old binding. Crowley blows some dust out of his lashes with a glare at Aziraphale’s creased forehead, but he’s too- he’s too bewitched by that blessed two-step nonsense that he can’t muster up enough peevishness to mention it. And then he sneezes.</p>
<p>“G'bless you,” Aziraphale says absently, reflexively. All the dust puffs off of Crowley’s face and it sparkles in the shitty lighting of the shop as if it were something grander, but more importantly an arc of electricity races down Crowley’s back from the base of his skull down to his tailbone. Crowley takes in a sharp breath through his teeth and shivers violently. It’s not… It’s not all bad. It stings, but it’s warm and tingly too. Never has any feeling befit more perfectly the word <i>zing</i>.</p>
</blockquote>
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